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PREFACE. 



Not a Prefuce merelj for preface' take, bnt 
as tew words as posetbia bj vaj of ezplanadon. 

This book WBS vritlen ia one of the centres 
of Secession. Begun at the onCaet, it grew with 
the growth thereof, and closed with its ending. 
Owing to pecaliar drcnmstaiicos, the writer, aev- 
et ODt of the pale of Secession daring its contin- 
uance, had full time and opportnnity for as care- 
ftU a stndj of the period as he could wish. If 
he has cast the result in the form of a Gction his 
work ia none the less ae esaemiallj tme as the 
dryeathislorj ever penned; and will be acknowl- 
edged to be by an who, bj reason of occapjing 
a like position daring the war, are competent 
lo speak. And it ia as trne, in most respecti, 
for one region in the South aa fbr an? other, the 
Secessionist aa a class in all its Tarietiea, and the 



Union men as a class in all ila Tarieties, being, 
in every village thronghont the South, very much 
the same as in Somerville. 

The form of a novel was adopted cbiefl; (o 
make it impossible for any one to identify the 
place in which the scene is laid and the charac- 
ters acting therein. And that for this reason : 
The period embraced In the story ia one which 
will he, in all ita aspects, ft phenomenon inter- 
esting to men for generations to come. Other 
Tolomes will treat of other featnres of this most 
remarkable period ; this book aims only to pho- 
tograph die social a^ct th^eof from a point 
entirely within ; and it is a period altogether 
too sublime, both in its evil and its good, for 
any thing so ihort-Uved wid insect-like as mere 
personalities, which, as they bazt and sting hut 
daring their brief moment, shoold perish also 
and be forgotten within the same. Yes, if there 
be one drop of gall, a least splinter of wormwood 
in these pages, th$ writer is ignoruit of it. 

Bom at, and having spent almost his entire 
life in, the South, the writer's firat affections are, 
by that nature which attaches every thing that 
breathes to its own home, with and for the South. 
At the very same time he entertwna a love yet 
lai^er and stronger for the nation of which the 
Sonth is but a part, and is powerless lo refose 
conviction, both of head and heart, to the truth 
that the whole is greater than part of the whole. 
Above all does he yield reverence and affection, 
still beyond this, to Tmth, Right, Conscience, 
God. A love herein without the least conflict 
in ita three degrees of positive, comparative, su- 
perlative. Toward no one, daring Secession, 
has his hatred been even stirred. For many a 
one, during that time, has the writer's pity been 
excited — his deepest pity for the guiltiest as be- 
ing the most infatuated: glad that justice, hn- 
man justice perhaps. Divine justice certainly, is 
to be meted out; glad, also, that, save in. these 
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humble pageo, to him is committed neither its 
detenrnning nor the execntion. 

He claims no merit wbatevar aboTe othen, 
far better, majhap, in ererj other respect than 
himself, for, being from bis earliett memoij, in 
ereT7 thought, emotion, word, deed, through all 
HSBOciationa, oppositions, circcm stances, what- 
ever they were, a Union man — claims no mer- 
it for this, since it required no exertion on his 
pnrt, he being snch bj a sort of nature, as a ce- 
dar-tree is not s cTpresB, and as an oak-tree is 
an oak. Conaciona of many a shortcomii^ in 
other respects, he baa nothing to reproach Mm- 
eelr with in this, noless it be for excess of lore 
to his counti;, which, perhaps, the times ma; 

The Ter}r mannscript from which these lines 
are printed conid tell a tale of its owit, apart 
from that which it narrates, in confirmation of 
ihis. While writing it the anthor was perfectly 
aware that his life wonld have paid the forfeit 



bad a written page been discOTered. On more 
than one Sanda; the wife of the writer has borne 
the mantiscTipt to chnrch concealed about ber 
person, in terror of leaTing it, like powder ex- 
posed to chance sparks, at home. However, as 
onr story shows, that was hot a imall specimen 
of the totally new set of dnties, nnprovjded for 
in the marriage ceremony, which wives bad to 
perform for Union hnsbands dnring Secession. 
On two occasions the writer was obliged to bnry 
his mannscript in the ground, thereby damaging 
it lerionsly. To that the printer whose misfor- 
tune it is to set np tbese pages will tearfally de- 

They say that even amidst rock and glacier, 
avalanche and tempest of Alpine re^ons, there 
spring flowers not nnworthy the gatberjag. Who 
knows but it may be so with this volume, which 
lias slowly and painfully matured its leaves un- 
der circumstances — But suppose we pcrmiLthe 
book to speak for itself. 
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INSIDE. 

A CHBONICLE OF SECESSION, 



I "Oh/Ria, rn tell Pa what yon Baid! Hol- 

I lered for old Lincoln ; didn't ehe, Amouse P If 
thej don't hang you ! Yonder's Pnpper now, 
just coming in [he gale. Oh, Pnpper, here's 
'Rift been tollering all the morning for Abe 
Lincoln r Aint she a old Yankee?" 

"AmaYankeel Am a'Bolitionist! Hate 
old Dnrial Hurrah for Lincoln an' the Sonf!" 
" Hush youT racket, children; bnsh thai, Ma- 
ria!" and their father fastened the gale slowly 
and carefully behind him. 

"They know just about ns mnch abont it all 
as most grown people." said, but strictly to him- 
self, the father of 'Ria and Bub and (he master 
of Amos, about whose profession, as he walks to- 
ward the hoase, there is no necessity of inform- 
ing yoD. That he is a doctor you can see by 
the medical eaddlc-hflgs nbich he carries hnng 
over his left arm. A good, careful, conscien- 
tious doctor too, especially to nurse a patient 
throngh a long illness. That yon can rend in 
his mild, florid face, in the loiter of hia rery gait. 
Bnl, if you are a woman, and possess intui- 
tion, you can not help seeing also that this Dr. 
Warner is not the man to make an eminent 
snrgeon. As yon observe, following him with 
yonr eyes toward the honae, he has very light 
hair and eyes — not (he man (o scoop a tnmor 
oat of (he bosom of one's screaming child — no( 
one jon would care to call in if your leg had 
saddenly (o be taken out of its socket at the 
thigh. When Natnre has given a decided char- 
acter to a man or woman she is very apt to hani; 
ont some decided Hag of it on the outer wall: 

I eyes of some deflnite color; hair red, black, or 
very brown. 

"But, Pnpiwr," says Bnb, calling after his 
father, "oh, Pnpper, please make 'Ria stop hol- 
lering out here for Lincoln ; she's all the time 

' doing it. Joe Staples threw a rock at us yes- 
terday ; hit our Amouse plum on the head." 

"You hear, Maria. Mind what Bub says. 
Don't you let roe hear of your hollering any 
more," says the father, (uming half around. 
" Don't yon know ladies never holler ?" 

"Ob, Pa, but yes (bey do!" exclaims hia 
daughter, "Don't yoa know how Sally Smith- 
ers waved her towel an' hollered that day the 
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Boldiers marched? — all the ladies on the front 
■ porches — don't yon 'member?" 

"Handkerchief, child; but joa are a little, 
little girl, not eight yean old ; yoa mosta'C hol- 
ler—" 

"YeB I must, Popper; hara to holler. JUnonse 
here, he hollers ; Joe Staples hoUera ; Bub ia 
always hollering ; STCiy body in Somcrrille ii 
olvays hollering all the time." 

"Well, Maria, if yon must have mmething 
to holler — " 

" 'Bliged to," pot in the little girl. 

"Then holler for — Andrew Jaekson;" and 
her prudent parent passed on into the house. 

Erer mindful of the variOBs poisons in iiis 
saddle-bags, Dr. Warner placed them on a small 
shelf made for thp express porpose, in the hall 
beside thehat-sWnd, high one of reach of the chil- 
dnin. Nest he proceeded, with what might be 
styled a cautions step fora man in his own house, 
to tlie door leading into the breakfast-room. 

"Ah, Sarah, breakfast over, I see," he said, 
first glancing id tliroagh the partly-opened door, 
end then venturing more boldly in, vhea he sees 
that no one ia therein except the negro woman 
standing over the wrecks of the meal, washing 
up the cups and saucers. 

Prey fairly in tbe trap, the trigger springs : 

"Over, Dr. Wamet? Of conrse it was, one 
good boar ago, and yon knew it when you aske±" 

It was his wife who said it, following her voice 
into the breakfast-room as she spoke. She had 
been sajingitorer lo herself ever sincAshe heard 
the front gate click, and short am' shaip enough 
were the tones in which she spoke. 

"Gracious goodnessi can't yonr patients fix 
it so we an have some little order about our 
meals? Bat it is alt your fault, Dr. Warner. 
Whj can't yon just give them their physic, what- 
ever it ia, be done wiih it, and come homo? 
Here's Sarab — wh; can't you get that coflee- 
pot, Sarah? — here's Sarah — and you baven't 
washed them plates np yet? — beie's Sarah kept 
from her morning's work, and kept from and 
kept from it, and she a good six dozen washing 
to have done and hung ont before the cows come 
np lo-night. If I was you, Dr. Warner, I'd g^ve 
np my practice; goodness knows yon make lit- 
tle enough at it; yon would make plenty if you 
would only collect. Bnt precious little you'd 
' make at any thing else 1" 

"It doesn't matter, Helen," ventured her 
spouse, whose somewhat bald head had fallen 
into an indescribable droop, as of one nnder a 
shower-bath, tbe instant his wife began. So 
saying, b« drew his chair to the table while tbe 
servant was placing his breakfast thereon. "I 
have been up near all night," he continned, as 
he stirred his cotFee ; " haven't any warm hom- 
iny ? Never mind, I have no appetite, any thing 
will do." 

"I^at Mrs. Bowlee, I snppose. Bring me 



my work hero off the pewing-machine, and mind 
yon wipe yonr wet hands clean before you do it, 
jon Sarah;" and Mrs. Warner takes a seat at 
the other end of the table. "I wonld like to 
know when aht settled last — such a lady as yoa 
always Call her. And why haven't yon told me 
what is the matter with the woman? They 
might have given you at least a cop of coffee." 

"And so they did, Alice saw to that," says 
Dr. Warner, who never fails to speak the best 
he can of any and every one. 

"Cofieel Yes, Confederate coffee, I'll bet," 
interposes bis wife, threading her needle. 

"Tes, but you couldn't have told the diSer* 
ence — at least, hardly;" for the Doctor is very 
truthful too. 

" Stnff ! Never tell me," breaks in his wife. 
"There's old Mrs. Juggins, she uses barley. 
Yon know yon conldn't stand that^ even the 
smeU. Came ki find ont we had gone and 
ground it, while she used it so — only toasted. 
Tried not grinding, hot it woaldnt do. There's 
sweet-potatoes, too, cut thin and browned. Mrs. 
Bowles's notion ; you know what a sickly sort of 
sweet it was. Cofieel Eye, too, that is Mr. 
Neely's plan. Like a Y'ankeel Then there's 
Mr. Fergnson, okra seed's his Scotch scheme, as 
if one could get okra seed enough to last a week. 
Never tell me I A tbiug is either coffee or it ain't 
coffee. You are so polite yoo pretend yon can't 
tell the difference — don't catch me." 

"One dollai* a pound," ventures her husband. 

"What, gone np to a dollar? Oh, if I only 
was a maa'l If I didn't bang them. First 
thing you knew it was fifty cents. Next ti 
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band, ma'am, sorry to say; hope to get some 
soon.' Yes, and when they did have some next 
time it was eighty cents. And all the time they 
were pretending to be ont they had sacks and 
sacks of it piled away down in the cellar, or hid- 
den under carpets and things way np in the loft 
Oil, if I was only a man I Calicoes up to fifty 
cents; domestics, six bits; fifty cebts for a tin 
cup; five ponndaof eugarforadollar; molasses, 
dollar and a quarter ; sboes.eightdoilars; Boar, 
fifty dollars, or soon will be. I'd like to know 
what we are coming to I Mr. Barker was right 
— they are worse than Yankees t Onr men gone 
off to fight the battles of their conntiy, bleeding 
and dying somewhere, and they at home making 
money out of the poor wires, and widows, and 
orphans. Barker was right. Their stores ought 
to he JQSt taken, the goods sold for them at 
the old prices. Hang them!" ejacidated Mrs. 
Warner, her wrath rising, as it ever did, at the 
sound of her own voice. " Yes, as brother Bark- 
er says, ' I could string them up with my own 

"Rather strong language for a preacher," in- 
terposed her haaband, who was quietly eating 
his breakfast. 
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say It 

Dr. Waraer conSnoea to breskfait. A Uttle 
more, perhaps, of the shower-bath droop about 
the head. There is a paose of luirprue in the 
eyei of his wife. She dU with anspended nee' 
die, looking at her hosbaud. And while she is 
siill ui instant let ns seize that rare instant to 
catch her photograph — if wa can. 

When Dr. Warner first settled in Sotnerrille, 
years ago this 1862, Mrs. Warner was a tall, 
spare, shrill spinster. Other than being an ex- 
ceedii^ly indnstrioas and neat housekeeper Miss 
Helen Morris had only fourteen recommenda- 
tions to a manying man; and those fonrteen 
had legs and could wield hoes, scrabbing-bmshes, 
and washing-boards. Somehow or other the 
Doctor married her. Was ic that the poor and 
patientless yonng Doctor wanted a home ? Mrs. 
Warner very often afterward beiself sDggested 
that solution of the ease. It was a special 
weapon in her arsenal in the worriment of her 
husband, which worriment was s large part of 
her hoasekeeping. Nor did she conceal her 
painful impres^on to that efiect from chance 
company either ; for it was a pccnliarity of Mrs. 
Warner to espress herself upon matters, pleasant 
and nnpleaaant, relating to herself openly, fuUy, 
and upon every occasion. Or it may be — most 
were of that opinion — that it was not the Doctor 
who married the lady, bnt the lady who married 
him. Grood, easy, indolent man, he was no 
match for Miss Helen Morris — as natural a 
prey to snch a woman aa a mouse is to a cat. 

Not that the Doctor did not haTe warning 
fair and sufficient. When he applied that day 
in the dirty county court office to Bob Withers, 
county clerk, for the marriage license, that gen- 
tleman did his best. Years afier Bob prided 
himsdf upon that. 

" To Miss Helen Morris — not the widow Mor- 
ris — to Miss Helen Morris, did you say, Doc ?" 
he, asked, with an emphiais not complimentary. 

Bren when Bob Wiibora brought himself fair- 
ly to the task of filling up the blanks of a license 
hespoiled one form, and then another, with blun- 
ders, his mind evidently being on something else. 
And when he had dipped his pen in the ink to 
begin at the third it was only to stick it behind 
his ear, nnlock the drawer in the desk at which 
he wrote, take out a pistol and lay it thereupon, 
the handle convenient to his friend. A (Tank 
and wholesome face, Bob's, 

"Doc," he solemnly said, with hand resting 
upon tbe weapon, "I like yon as much, by 
George I as any man I know. I haven't fo^ot 
that typhoid f^ver time. Bnt look here, Doc. 
I know that Miss Helen Morris— gracious Hear- 
ena!" with considerable irritation, "who in Som- 
ervitle don't know her?— and I jnst tell yon as 
a friend, you see — no other possible interest in 



tbe thing — but before you marry them black 
eyea and that awfnl tongue — yen see I boarded 
with her once — yoa'd better take this Derringer 
and kill yonraelf, by George I and be done with 

But the Doctor married ber. 

Early in life Miss Helen may have been a 
brnnette and all the rest. But Mrs. Waraer 
was now sallow — only sallow. Tbe lips were 
still red, but very thin. And then lier eyes? 
Once on a time the Reverend Edvrard Arthur 
had made a pretty long trip on a canal boat, 
and on his introduction to Mrs. Warner, when 
he first took charge of the Somerville church, 
he had been struck with a foolish fancy that 
her bUckly-definod eyebrows resembled the lock- 
gates on the canal when opening to let down 
the water. The fact is, the lady's eyes and eye- 
brows did have an oblique direction upward 
above the nose, giring her the appearance of 
being wide awake, becoming more and more 
obliqne aa ihe grew excited. Free as the air In 
the expression of herself; toi^h and elastic as 
gntta perchaj electric from bead to foot, the 
electricity quivering, as its nature is on every 
projecting point of the body chained, at tbe tips 
of ber fingers, the comers of her eyes and month, 
in focus on the end of her tongue. 

But let us be charitable. Perhaps if yon, or 
even if I myself, had dipped snnff aa long and aa 
incessantly as she had, we too wonld have been 
as nervoits as she was. But very little Bnb, 
'Ria, Amos, Sarah, and the rest had to endmv 
it in comparison with the Doctor. Sharp and 
perpetual as were her eyea and tongue in re- 
gard to all wiibin and without her household, 
the Doctor had by far the larger share thereof. 

Because for him it was she cared most. In- 
dolent, sensible, getting-lo-be-corpnlent, sloven- 
ly Dr. Wamerl He has learned only t« droop 
hia head and take it. When it becomes too 
bad, and if Mrs. Warner pours her vial upon 
hijn when company — as she often does — is pres- 
ent, tbe Doctor, at the earliest possible moment, 
carries bia drooped head out of tbe parlor and 
off the place. Yot, let us get at the oiemal rea- 
son and meaning of things ; for there is aa solid 
a reason for tbe growth of a nettle as there is 
for the existence of a rose — as substantial a 
meaning in the existence of a mosquito as in 
the life of John Howard. Aa a needed spnr — 
we will not call it Ihom — in hia side, this vrife 
is a blesrang to this husband. He married her, 
perhaps, with blind promptinf>s — who knows? — 
from his physiolc^cal studies, because she was 
so unlike to himself. And she married him?^- 
perhapa from some vague intuitions to the same 
effect. 

If the stream of my story did not harry me 
on so urgently I would like lo turn out of its 
current for a moment and say jnat one word 
aboat that admirable provision of Nature, by 
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lur specie* at in the 
piMieU, her own sacred balance. When 
not Parent, nor Pique, nor Mammon, nor any 
thing other than sweet Natnre herself who weds 
joa to jonr wife, 70a will find that she mate 
jron two on the plan of a perfect compensatioa 
that is, shemakes np for the excess of aay de- 
fect in one of yon by an excess of the opposite 
virtue in the otl;er. It was sometbing otber 
than Nature that made the match if ;oa, a tall 
man, are wedded to any other than an under- 
sized woman. Woe to you, Madam, if you, a 
Uonde, are united to a fair-haired luaD 1 So 
of that inner nature of which the onter appear- 
ance is bnt the symbol. Alas for you, Sir, if 
yon, a man of desponding temperament, ait 
wedded to a wife of die same diamaihue of feel- 
ing! Though I belieie, even in that cose, Na- 
ture strives to make the best of a union in which 
she had no hand, I wilt not say how it will be 
if jou are' a man ; but if you are a no 
certain of this: however despondent you may 
yourself be, the instant yon delect the slightest 
f;loom in yonr husband's brow, or the least growl 
in his TOice, you go instinctively to the othci 
side of the lilciog bark, and become as cheerful 
as possible. And the instant you give way 
gloom notice how awkwardly, yet well mes 
ingly, he, poor fellow 1 attempts at least 10 trim 
the lilting vessel by pntling on at least an aspect 
of cheerfulness. Woe, then, had it been to Mrs. 
Warner if she bad been united to some black- 
eyed, black-haired, black-bcnrded husband I No- 
tice the union of two sable clonds in mid-air, if 
you would undeistand the result. So that when 
Mis. Warner paused from her sewing and said, 

"As much as to say, if brother Barker oughtn't 
to say it becanse be is a preacher, I oughtn't to 
say it becanse I'm a woman," The Doctor only 
helped himself in a sidelong and deprecatory 
manner to the butter. 

"I do believe," sud Mrs. Warner — "Sarah, 
step out and tell those children to bneh that noise 
— I do believe," she continued in low, sepulchral 
tones, "that you, Dr. Warner, are a — Union 

Language can not set forth the awfnlAess of 
epithet implied in the charge, the canal gates 
opening wider and wider. "Yes, and I know 
now why the bells didn't ring last night t I was 
wondering, I know nowl" said Mrs. Warner 
swiftly, and with a new light breaking all over 
her face. "Yes, and why yoa couldn't leave 
Mrs. Bowles, Worse, is she ! Ha 1 Yes, 1 see 
it all.'' Canal gates open their widest. 

Dr. Warner glanced up from his plate at his 
wife with a Sash of admiration. "What an 
amazingly sharp woman I" he said to himself. 

"Bells?" he said, however, at last. "Bells? 
I should think, Helen, you wonid have had 
enough of bells night before last. Every belt in 
town t There was the big Methodist bell ; I lay 



and counted no less than ten fresh bands in ttim 
at that bell-rope befbre day. The first hand be- 
gan as if he would break the bell to pieces, ptdled 
nnlil it was broken down ; then yoa could notice 
the rope ta^en by another till he gave up ex- 
hausted ; then by another, through the whole ten. 
I am not nervous, hut I conldu't get a wink of 

"Dr. Warner!" said Hto. W. solemnly, needle, 
^es, breath suspended. 

'And you know I said at the time — or was it 
you yoarself made the remark — " 

"Dr. Warner! — Sarah, don't come here, stay 
lie kitchen till I call yon." 
Well, it was one of ns said it," continued 
the husband, very quietly sipping his coffee, look- 
the top of his cap with tutnsual hardi- 
hood at his eager wife. 

You know I never said it I" broke In ttie 
. You know I never could have been such 
'aitor as to have said it. And if the paper 
that came tost night says our soldiers have been 
whipped there in Tennessee, it's a tie! Didn't 
the papers night before lost tell how our men 
out of Fort Donclson and driven the 
Hessians back throiiRh their camps, and killed 
Is thousand, and taken all the rest prisoners, 

""Very well, my dear, you needn't be excited 
t me. Have it yonr own way. Suppose we 
talk of something else." 

What is the matter with Mrs. Bowles, Dr. 

Warner?" asked his wife, with sudden suspicion. 

Well,'' replied her helpmate, slowly, "the 

faculty have diBTerenl names for it. There are 

ile symptoms, too much excitement in the 

n. Nervous, hysteria." 

Stnffj but what has made her worse? I 

know it can not be she has heard any bad news 

bout that everlasting Butledge Bowles of hers, 

or yoa would have told me so when yon first 

ame. What has she heard ? Something bad. 

Well, yes. Bat yon know, my dear, Mrs. 
Bowles permits her mind to run too much, really 
much, on the events of the day — ." 
'Dr. Warner," says his wife, in alarming 
es though lower than before, "will you tell 
the news that came last night ?" 
' If you wish it. Remember it may he false ; 
you will be sure it is. In any case I didn't do 
any thing to bring it abont." 
What M it f 

FortDonelsan has fallen, mj dear. General 

Johnson hasretreated into Alabama. Nashville 

capitnlated. A gW>d many more items to 

same effect. At least so the paper says. I 

dare say port of the news may be exaggerated, 

premature at least." 

"ie — it's a base, base, base lie 1 ni bet 
a thousand dollars the man that prints that pa- 
per is a Yankee. He ought to be hung !" 
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Perhaps it was owing to her cbeeks having be- 
come some Bbades sallower that Mrs. Warner's 
lips seemed so mnch redder, her ejes and hair 
so much blacker than before. "Oh, if I Tras 
only a man !" she added. 

Meanwhile her httsband onlf arched his browa 



deprecatingl^, and proceeded to eat his break- 
fast with a coolness, appetite, even cheerfalness, 
which contrasted greatly with the vehement, al- 
most hj'sterical, wife at the other «nd of the 
table. 
Bat, oh the exquisite satisfaction of Dr. War- 
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ner in impaTting the newB, nospeokable eatu- 
factioD at the ver; core of his heart, thongb 
all the rest of his snatomj night disavow it I 

How you up there at the Horth imng your 
bells and blazed in all manner of illnminatioD, 
and invoked the entire hive to help utter jonr 
gratification, Heaven and History well know. 
Yonr joy ? It was as nothing compared with 
the electric ecstasy thereat which flashed nnez- 
preased through all loyal hearts at the South. 
Heaven only knew it then ; History shall know 
it forever. 

"And if it is true, thongh I don't believe a 
word of it, there's some baae treachery in it, or 
(be offlcera were all drnnk, or they were all a 
pack of cowards I To give np to Yankees I I 
do wish the Yankees had managed to kill them. 
■ I hope Davis will have them tried and hang," 
says Mrs. Warner. 

"Why, my dear, it would take a perfect &c- 
tory to keep yen in rope," dares her husband, 
playfully but injadicionsly. 

"And yon are not sorry a single bill'' re- 
sponds his wife, turning the lightning of her rage 
zigzag in every direction that offers. " I do be- 
lieve you are glad. I tell you. Dr. Warner, if 
I actually thought so, was satisfied of it, I would 
not care tliai, if we have bean married bo long, 
I'd — ha I no wonder yon wouldn't get up Chat 
night the bells rung so. I had to hunch and 
hunch yon ever so often before yon woke even. 
And when you did wake, yon said it must be 
fire, not even expecting a victory. Ongbt not 
to be too certain, you said, at the very time ev- 
ery bell in town was ringing as hard as could he. 
Dr. Warner, yon are the worry of my life J And 
there you/it this moment jost as cool — " 

"BoC yon know, Hel^n, I heard the news 
several hours ago. Beudes, I've jnet drunk two 
cnps of yonr excellent coffee. Then, my mind 
has been taken np with Mrs. Bowles's case. 
And, really, mj dear," said the Doctor, eager 
to divert the conversation, " Tm getting uneasy 
about Mrs. Bowles. Such a sensitive, refined 
little body she is I perfect lady, too, in every re- 
spect ; but she has given herself up to so much 
excitement for eo long. Butledge Bowles, loo ; 
the news night before last almost deranged her 
with joy. Then comes that news last night. 
The reaction was ^most too much for her. t 
tell you what, my dear," continued the Doctor, 
with indolent hypocrisy, "I'm glad I have a 
wife who is stronger than her nerves. Glad, 
my dear, that yon have such strong sense of 
your own to keep you steady these stormy times." 

" No, Dr. Warner, you can't blind me. With 
all her aristocratic ain I know there are some 
things, at least, in which I can only pity. One 
can't help liking Alice. Yon never hoar Eut- 
lege Bowles from her lips — never opens her 
month about him, hardly. Bui, if you mean li> 
say she loves the South more than I do — " 



3ut what is the use of worrying yonnelf? 

armies are in Che field, doing, I dare say, 
all they can. And yon are doing all yon can. 

are out every day collecting for the soldiers, 
and you sing for them at all the concerts, act for 
them in all the tableaux, sew for them, knit, 
quilt What more can yon do F If one-half of 
tb« ladies of Somerville only did one-half of 
what yon do — " 

"Ah, Dr. Warner, I see what yon are sAer!" 
said his wife, somewhat mollified; "but yon are 
only from l^nnessee. Eastern Tennessee at that, 
and yon know where I'm hom. What I want 
is for you to be more interested, excited, more 
tike a warm-hearted Soothem man. But there 
yon go day aAer day with your old isddle-baga 
over jour arm, just at you nsed to do, feeling 
people's pulses, dosing diildren, pulling teeth — 
jou don'l talk enoagh. But this news — oh, it 
can't, can't — " 

' ' In your acqnuntance among the ladies those 
that talk most, fuss most, do most of the work 
do they, eh ? Why you told me yourself, Hel- 

"Pshaw! Dr. Warner, yon know perfectly 
well what I mean. Yon are not sure enough 
the South is going to succeed. And you visit 
among those Union people just as much— more, 
I believe — than you do among good Seceasion- 
ists. Nobody can get any thing ont of yoo- 
Ixiok at Dr. Ginnis." 

"Which do yon think the best doctor of the 
two ? No, my dear, I'm a physician in laige 
practice, I believe ; all my time ifl taken up with 
my patients. Dr. Ginnis is more politician than 
medical man — talks about the war at the top of 
his big voice at the bedside of the sick, and, no 
matter how sick they are, for the hour at a 
time. If be likes, and they like, let him. I 
prefer to do my way, physic them, and come 
home to my family. Yon know what a qniet 
sort of man I am. Besides, yoa have patriotism 
enough for us both, Helen. Take your way, 
my dear— let me take mine." 

"Yes, Dr. Warner. Ohyes; Idaresay. Very 
fine. But what worries my life out is nobody can 
toll. When you are with Secessionists yon are 
as mum as a mouse, or open your lips only to 
dispute something. When yon are with those 
Union people, oh I know you 1 Why don't you 
denounce them, tall me that? Eveiy body in 
Somerville is talking about you. Mr, Neely told 
me only last Monday, when be was here to see 
about Bnb drawing those pictures on his black- 
board, as if you can expect a child to respect a 
Yankee teacher I — told me, hnmph, much faith I 
have in him, loud as be talks — told me Lamum 
told him that Dr. Peel said he really believed 
yon were nothing nore'n less than a AboUtionitt, 
if the truth was known '." But to describe Mrs. 
Warner's emphasis on the word is beyond the 
power of type. 
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"And this great Dr. Peel knows, of course, 
more abont ms — he has been here lesa than a 
fear, I believe — than joa do, or than an; bod^ 
who haa known me here for ten jearB," Bays 
Dr.Warner, piuhiDg away bis plate from before 

" I told Mr. Neely to tall Lamnm to tell Dr. 
Feel from me that it was a lie, and he knew it," 
8^d Mrs. Warner, promptly enough. "If he 
hints such a tbing to me, the big, bedizzened old 
pnppj, ril slap those ears of his 1 But don't yon 
go and say aoj tbing to him," adds Mrs. War- 
ner, who bad got her huEbaDd into hot water 
more than once in their married life, as he rises 
from the table. 

"Not the least fear of me. I would be a fool 
to mind any thing any one says of me in these 
days, " replies her helpmate. 

"Bnt this dreadful, dreadful newsl Are yon 
sure you are not mistaken ? It can't, can't be 
truel ni pat on my son-bonnet and run orer 
to Mrs. Ret. Boberts, she'll know all about it. 
Though, poor thing! bow each a man as Colonel 
Bet Boberta ever came to marry ber, soft, say no- 
thing sort of a thing— Ob, one thing, Dr. War- 
ner, engage me ten pounds of coffee at Mr. El- 
lis's. If Buy body has any consdence left he's — 
Bat, Dr. Warner" — and his wife seizes upon him 
as he passes her — "do yon really think, really 
now, there's any doubt about the South succeed- 
ing ?" 

Nature gives every living thing some mode of 
defense, or at least escape. People that hare 
feeble hands generally are compensated with ad- 
mirable legs. Master Fox does not pretend to 
the roar nor to the teeth and claws of the lion ; 
but then Sir Beynard is not deficient in cunning. 
This Dr. Warner can no more stand before the 
eyes and the tongue of his wife than he can be- 
fore AtropOB. Thin-haired, florid, unaggressive, 
&t, too, he does only what nature has left him 
to do — droops his head and takes it. It is a great 
deal he has to take, when she is fairly at it. 
Spare in frame as she is, but oh, the interplat- 
^ig of her eyes and lips are about as awful a 
Bconrge as need be t 

' Sarah, and the rest in the kitchen, take their 
share of Mrs. Warner black and silent as night — 
such the shield nature supplies them. Bub and 
'Bia, the two children, dodge and escape out of 
range, with steadily growing contempt for her 
in her bursts of fondness and preserrea as in her 
anger and scolding. At last, theDoetor gets the 
largest share of Mrs. Warner and her black eyes ; 
he escapes by never looking op while she ia car- 
rying on. Tba words he simply hears. Long 
habit helps him there. As the storm Inlla he 
flatters-- consciously, awkwardly, transparently 
flatters. But, then, flattery is sweet; and here 
was Mrs. Warner's only source thereof. 

So that when his vrife pressed upon him 
question last recorded, one being asked at that 



period orer every table at the South, what does 
the Doctor? 

Bush, Helen; Sarah ont there might hear. 
I'll whisper, that is, 111 let you know exactly 
what I really think and feel," and approaching 
his lips cautiously to her ear, this deceitful prac- 
titioner pressed a rapid kiss upon the convenient 
cheek, disengaged his arm, and was gone. 

was a little strange, such disastrous news 

bnt it was the first time Dr. Warner had 
kissed his wife in two years ! 



CHAPTER II. 

It strikes me, dear reader, that every writer 
ought to have, from the oHtset of his book, a per- 
fectly clear understanding with hie reader. Tou 
have often noticed that no public speaker snc- 
ceeds in what he has to say nnless there be such 
an nnderatanding between himself and bis audi- 
ence. And, among speakers, he is an orator of 
the highest order who, from the opening of bis 
lips to the moment he ceases to apeak, is on 
terms of the closest and clearest mutnal under- 
standing with those to.whom he addresses himself. 

Now, there is one thing inwhjch I will venture 
to erare such an understanding with yon, dear 
reader. I can not describe. Yon will catch my 
meaning when I tell yon that I have sal here 
some ten minutes nibbling at the end of my pen- 
bolder, demroos of describing to you the good 
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torn of Somsmlle in which our M017 i> laid, 
md find it imponible to do so. It may be aome 
Btep toward this to mj tbat Somerrille U siloa- 
t«d ia one of the Southern States. Whicli of 
these States it may be in, try u I may 
ceal it, the reader will be certain to find 
before he reaches the last page — it will slip out, I 
am satisfied. Each State has its own distinct ia- 
diridaality, a kind of personal identity which im- 
presBesitselfapoQeachoneofitscbildrea. Now, 
I hare reason to belieTS that I coold, after half 
an hour's convenation with a etnulger, tell him 
to be B preacher, if he wia one, and even the 
veiy denomination of which he is a preacher; 
and so if he be lawyer, doctor, planter, school- 
teacher, or wliat not. So of State identity. 
Throw me one hour with a man, and I can pva 
a shrewd gtiess whether he is a Sonthemer 
not ; and if I miss it in naming the reij State 
at the Sonth of which he is a native it will be 
the first time. And yet 1 mnii add one thing 
more, that the whole troth may be told. Very 
often have I met a man baring all what are gen- 
erally known as the pecnliarities (^ the New En- 
glander — reeerre, cantion, sbarpaess In trade, 
closeneBs in parse— and yet, who had never been 
ontside of his native South in bis life. And 
often, too, have I been pleasantly associated with 
one baring all the oppoute pecoliarilies of the 
Southerner — frank, cordial, generoos, radiant 
with ereiy noble impnlse— what we somewhat 
boastfully claim to be the characteristics of 
thorough -blooded Soatherner, yet, at last, bom 
and "raised" among the snows and nutmegs, 
not at all tropical, of Neiv England. 

The truth is, we of these Ameiican States are 
at last one people. Our origin and history so 
far, railways, intermarriage, and other powerful 
processes of approximation and assimilation now 
working, all erents and forces past and present 
are leavening ns into one, and that altogether 
irrespective whether we like it or not. Those of 
us who took upon this continent from the point 
nearest to that from which the Almighty regards 
it, well know that all tbiaga, even the most un- 
like, are leavening oar millions by a process, 
which is none other than the purpose of God, into 
a unity infinitely sublimer than any thing and 
every thing we have hitherto expressed by the 
word Union I Yon know this already? Well, 
but let me say it. 

However, it is of Somervjlle we are now at- 
tempting to speak. And how shall it be de- 
sciibed ? To say it contains some twelve ban- 
dred people leaves bat a vague idea upon the 
raind. Could I describe a river as meandering 
beside it, or fbtests as engiidling it, or mount- 
ains as towering above it, that woold be some 
help. The only objection to this is, tbat it would 
not be tbe tratb — a level, post oak, sandy plain '■ 
is iia location ; no moontaios, no river, and but 
a scrubby forest. I 



I It may assist ns ts mj that Somerrille is mtdo- 
lybnilt along one principal dreet, witb tribatary 
streets, like rills to a river, empqring into it on 
either side. Tbe court-bouse, too, dmld be 
specified — a square brick building in tbe oontoe 
of the town. BiU why should one feel the strong 
arersion I feel for that gloomy bailding ,WLth its 
brick-paved floor below, its well-worn and ex- 
ceedingly dirty stairway, its breeiy court-room 
above, its yellow walls spangled a yard up from 
the floorwitb tobacco joice, its bewhittled benches 
and hide-bottomed chairs, its doors and posts be- 
plaslered with curt SherifTs notices half print 
half writing, and with nonces of cattle lost, writ- 
ten in all possible varieties of spelling and gram- 

The architecture of the four cborches yields 
me nothing whatever to describe in regard to 
tbem. Places of worship they were — nothing 
else and nothing more — having in many inspects 
a painful resemblance to the dreary court-honse. 
And yet good, sound, practical sermons were often 
delivered in one and all. Sincere worship, too, 
u offered in stately cathedral and tow* 
ering minster, have those uninviting houses wit- 
Or, if there ever was lack of fervor in 
the morning and night services at which the 
white population attended, it was more than 
made op by the warmth of the worship on Snn- 
lay afternoons, when tbe black people look their 
turn in the churches. And you may talk as 
mnch as you please of the advantages of race 
and edncBtion in all respects, I defy any resident 
of Somerville to deny the assertioD, that the prac- 
tical Christianity of the colored professors of re- 
li^on was on a level at least with tbat of the 
white communicants of the various chorcbes in 
place. Let ns not mind so excessively much 
about onr color and condition in this present 
world in other regards; if religion bat land ns 

ifely in heaven there will be infinite, divinest 

I flnences operating on us there, with an eternity 
for them to operate in. 

Nor will we say any thing of the post-office, 
two doors off from the principal hotel ; if it will 
help ns on to say that Smilhers is poet-master in 
and Staples, Joe, host in tbe other, let 
that also be added ; nor of the diy-goods stores, 
with the red blankets ban^ng at their doors ; nor 
of the provision stores, sticky with sugar and mo- 
lasses, and greasy with great piles of bacon. 

I was aware of it before attempting the task ; 
is impossible to describe Somerrille. In a 
jontney across tbe State yon pass through a 
IS just like Somerville ; you bear away 
nothing at all by which you can remember it 
from the other eleven ; just the same sort of 
post-office at which the stage stopped with you 
're out and to take in the mails, just tbe 
same groups idling in front of the groceries, jnst 
tbe same sort of tavern at which you snatch your 
hasty meal ; like beads on the thread of your 
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travel, tbe towns seent duplicates of each other. 
Bat there U to Somecville a. focus, a point bar- 
ing the same relation to Somenille, and (o the 
conntj of which Somerrille is the county se^ 
even to tbe State in irhich Somerrille is located, 
that the brain has to the body. I refer t< 
office of the Somerrille Slar. 

Imagine a two story frame-honie, not very far 
fhim the post-office. True, the huge sign-board 
on which is written Somerville Slar ii blown 
down, but then the largest half of what remains 
has been stood np against the side of tbe house 
on an end, and can caaly be deciphered by tbose 
who already know what is inscribed thereon. 
All the printing is done up staira. The editor's 
room you eater from the street, on the first floor. 
Nor need yoa inoci ; the door is never locked, 
and all yoa hare to do is to posh it open, if it 
should be'shnt, and walk in. Tou have only to 
introdnce yourself, and yon will be waved by the 
editor to a Beat and to the last paper. If yon 
are any body of importance, from any where ont- 
side of the coanty, a Judge lay, or a candidate 
of the same news as Mr. Lamnm, or a Colonel 
in some regiment present or prospective, yon 
have only to make yourself agreeable, and in 
the next nnmber of the Somerville Star yon will 
read how ■ ' greatly gratified we were by a visit 
from our excellent friend," Colonel this or Gien- 
eral that. " We are extremely gratified to learn 
from him," or, "We are much pained to be in- 
formed by him," and then yon will read the In- 
formation yoii may have incidentally communi- 
catod to the editor ; but it wilt seem to you when 
in print vastly more important and decided in 
its nature than yon bad ever dreamed it to be at 
the time you mentioned it. 

At the very moment Dr. Warner and bis wife 
are coorersing upon the news of the night be- 
fore at their break&st-tabte, Lamum and Dr. 
Feel are foil of it in the editorial sanctum. 
This is not strange, however, as there is not an 
individual in Somerville — in the whole land, in 
fkct, who Js not at the same time conversing 
upon the same theme. 

" I say, Lamnm, between na, yon know, what 
do yoa think of this news?" It is Dr. Feel 
who asks tbe question. He has read the bit of 
brown paper upon which it is printed some sis 
times over, and holds it to t^A several times 
over yet before he is done. 

"I think. Sir, that one half is false and tbe 
other half is exaggeration," replies Mr. Lamum, 
promptly. He has printed a paper loo long not 
to know all abont sach things. We call him 
Mr. Lamum. The fact is, he is called Colonel 
Lamum and General Lamum and M^or Lam- 
nm indifferently. Mr. Lamnm by very few. 
Indulge me in tbe weakness of dropping all his 
titles and calling him simply Lamum. People 
never called him any ttiiug ^se except in quak- 
ing to him. 



An nndersiied man is Lamum. Ha may be 

thir^, and he may be fifty years old — yon can 
form no conclusion on tbe matter merely by 
looking at him. Excessively lean; very mnch 
stooped in the shoulders ; face very pale, and 
never changing color under any possible dr- 
cnmstance ; nose long and sharp ; tbin black 
hair ; of a swift gait in walking ; prompt and 
sharp speech ; very shabby in clothing — that it 
the man. 

Although continually associated with people 
that do, Lamum never smokes, never driijiB, 
never plays a game — at least of cards. Ton 
never catch him in a billiard-room or doggery, 
unless it is in ^arch of some poli^dan to be 
found nowhere else. Lamum rarely enters a 
church — never, in fact, save for some political 
reason, such as to hear a pulitical prayer or ser- 
mon. Yet Lamnm swears only when ver; great- 
ly provoked. Ho one has ever breathed a ajl- 
laUe against him as a husband. In regard to 
bis varions pecuniary transactions his enemies 
violently assail him ; but then his Mends as ve- 
hemently defend bim. As these transactions 
are enwound in lawsuits without number, it is 
impossible to decide upon them in advance of 
the jury. 

One word expresses Lamnm from his earliest 
manhood upward, heart and soul, body, mind, 
and spirit, conversation and conduct — in every 
respect from head to fbot. He is a politician. 
Above politics, beneath politics — if it had any 
beneath— besides politics he has not a thought or 

ion. All his reading is political papers ; ha 
holds no conversation, when he can help it, ex- 
cept upon political topics. He knows no ties to 
any living creature except political ties. As to 
bis wife be sees bet only across the table at 
meals, or, perchance, asleep in bed when he 

s in lato at night His printer's devils 
have a joke that all his courting consisted of po- 
litical conversation with his beloved — though 
why she married him Venus would have to ask 
of all tbe gods of O'ympus to ascertain ; perhaps 
Flutus could inform her. Certain it is, all of 

treet fights have been with political foes. 

There is nobody in the world — perhaps his wife 

:cepted: he has no children, he has no time 

EoT SDcb nonsense — loves this pale, cold, eager 

There are many who fear bim thronghont 
his State J but oh, bow unanimonsly throughout 
the State, which be rules with his pen, is be 
hated 1 Eobespierre — yes, there mifst be a re- 
iblance between the veij appearances of tbe 
men. Like Bobespierre he loves politics 
for the office or profit it brings him so mnch 
as for the dry sake of polices itself. Some- 
thing like the intense fondness — not so much of 
, gambler for his cards as of a chess-player for 
lis mystic game. He has a cold yet infinite zest 
a tbe intrigue, tbe twisting of facts, the magni- 
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fjing of nsefnl nothinga, ihs diioiniBhing of dis- 
^ree&ble Bomethings — the downright lying, the 
flattering, the bullying, the rewarding, the pun- 
iihing — dienieidingofPower, thatisit! Bobea- 
pierre had his gnillotiiie, bad he? Ever; Sat- 
anHay's Star falls like bd axe across some man'i 
naine if not his neck I Talk about the nnacru- 
polons devotion of a Jeanit to hU order t 

Let it suffice to be said, Laranm was, in tbe 
most exclnsi™ and intense sense possible to tbe 
' word, a Politician, not in the sense of a stamp- 
speaker. Lamntu had a thin, feehle Toice — be 
conid not make speeches, never tried. Bnt his 
penl Ah, bow powerfullj he spoke throQgh 
that ! And bow he ruled with it hundreds in 
every county in the StaW who did mount tbe 

" Look here, General," Bays his companion 
yet again, "you are going to print tbii ridicn-' 
louB dispatch, are yon 7 I say, yon will fix it 
np in yonr paper? You know, between us, it 
won't do exactly." 

"Hold on a moment," says Lamum, who has 
been writing rapidly ever «nce he entered the 
office. Dj, Feel resumes his brown dispatch. 
A large, dark man is Dr. Peel. What joa 
migbt call a bulbous forehead, with very black 
hidr and wbiskera, singularly black. Df. Peel 
possesses deep black eyes as aingnlarly restless 
and eager in their motions. The Doctor has 
been in Somerville bat a few mouths ; shortly 
before the blockade was established over the 
Sonthem ports be arrived. Dr. Feel has long 
given up his practice, be says — has means enough 
toUve. 

And tbe Doctor hot means, plenty it wonld 
seem — gold. No man can be more prompt in 
paying his board bill; nor does he make asingle 
debt at a store, (bonghhe is continually in them, 
one and all, and purchases freely. Tbe Doctor 
is partial to buggy-riding, and makes it a point 
to take some one of bis acquaintances with bim 
whenever he drives out. Tboagh ha has been in 
Somerville for so short a time he knows every 
body- Especially is be hand and glove witbDr. 
Oinnis, Mr. Neely, Colonel Roberts, old Hr. Jug- 
gins, the Rev. Mr. Barker, Lamum, and the rest 
of the gennine, from-the-start, out-aud-oat, no- 
mistake Secessionists. Of those who are sus- 
pected of being Vnitm people be has the most 
unmitigated horror. 

" Thank yon, Sir ; I wish to have nothing to 
■ay to sncb traitors" — be remarks — " Pd just as 
lief hang tbem as eat my dinner." He has fre- 
quently observed, "I'd put an onnce of lead 
through them, or six inches of cold steel into 
their white livers and black hearts as quick as 

take a drink. Sir, and a Nght qnickeri" 

and here bis hands would clench, his eyes roll, 
and he would corse the individuals in question 
with a speQie* of frenzy that left any other man 
&r behind. 



Not a war-meetiug of any sort bnt he was (he 
first to be present and the last to leave, tbe loud- 
est to applaud and the largest to contribate. On 
one occasion, at least, he paUicty offers from his 
own pocket twen^ dollars in gold, in addition 
to the fifty-dollar bonnt^, to ereiy man that will 
enlist in tbe new company being raised. From 
tbe earliest boor of the day till the latest mo- 
ment at which he can find any one to converse 
with him, he has but one topic — Secession and 
tbe War. He can not cease from the thame 
even at table. It is confessed that he is stron- 
get and louder and more violent in tbe matter 
than any other man in or around Somerville. 
There is a ferocity of manner, a recklessness of 
assertion, an insanity of feeling abont him, which 
ratber coola than otherwise the most violent of 
hia aisodates. 

Considering all the drenmstances of bis ad- 
vent in Somerville; that be Is so "flush of 
money — not paper-money, but gold, &t, round 
twenty-dollar pieces — I'll be banged. Sir, if I 
don't believe— why, the man b«s no occupa- 
tion here at all but talk Secession and tbe War 

—I'll be , Sir, if I don't firmly believe that 

Dr. Feel is a—" And here the voice of the 
speaker is sunk into a whisper, and is received 
with a start and an oath by the hearer : sncb 
had often been the remark made in Somerville. 

"There is my trunk, gentlemen, " Dr. Peel 
remarked when a committee visited his room at 
Staples's Hotel to investigate matters. " Don't 
fo^et tbe lid part of it, please. My extra coats, 
waistcoats, and breeches are hangbg on the 
hooks behind my door. I will take off tbe 
clothes I now have on also. Don't forget those 
extra boots under the bed — mi^t have papers 
in tbe linings or between tbe soles. There you 
see my revolvers loo ; pair of bowie-knives also 
— examine the scabbards, gentlemen. Hy En- 
field rifle stands in tbe comer. The mattress, 
loo, and the books on the table. Make a thor- 
ough search, please." 

No man could he more uuembarraseed than 
Dr. Peel by the visit and tbe suspicion which 
led to it. One would have supposed that he 
would have been astonished at it, resented it, 
kiUed some one. Not a bit of it. Dr. Peel was 
not ruffied a feather by any thing of the sort 

There had been some singular discrepancies 
in the Doctor's statements in regard to tbe place 
of bis birth. In regard to bis having correspond, 
ence with his " old and intimate friend Beaure- 
gard," which be "bad got confonndedly mis- 
laid" when derired to produce ; but no evidence 
conld be found against tbe Doctor of a positive 
nature, and so be pursued his course loader 
than ever. 

It was a little singular, however, the conduct 
of Dr. Peel, after having politely escorted to the 
door of bia chamber tbe committee above re- 
ferred to — Bob Withers, Simmons, and windy 
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Dr. QinnU the coramittM were. Seating bim- 
self, baring called out afler them aa the; de- 
parted dowD the Btepa Ihe last frieodlj, even 
cordial good-morniDg, with hie liaads is hie lap, 
forefinger and thumb arched to meet foiefinger 
and thnmb, he first thooght it orer, then began 
to BmiTe, at last rolled himself upon his bed, W- 
ly conviilaed with langhter, gennine, unfeigned 
langhter, sparkling from evety while tooth, 
streaming in tears from his ejes, possessing him 
and shaking his burl; frame from head to foot. 

" Going to the war ? lam going," the Doc- 
tor had often remarked, in answer Co questions 
to that effect. "-Do yon think I'd staj awity 
when tbere are Yankees to be killed ? No, Sir. 
I am going ; and if I was to see m j own brother 
or father among them I'd send a ballet from my 
rifle hero through their hearts first ones. Do 
jron thinic money conld pay me to stay behind ?" 
And the Doctor would proceed to curse out the 
rest irf the feelings of hia soul on the subject in 
a way which left nothing to be desired. 

And yet Dr. Peel's burly form was still 
seon in every store, at every street comei 
fore eveiy bar. It was singular. ' ' In con 
correapondeDce with ^ military antborities, 
Sir. 'Thej are anxious to plaeo me where I can 
do most for the glorious cauie." Yet months 
rolled by; the Doctor left Sonkerriile oftrai 
enoDgb, but he always came back agun for a 
fresh start. It was singular. 

But Lamnra hag flnished writing, " See if 
this will do," he says to Dr. Peel ; and he pro- 






"THB NEWS OF TUESDAY NTGHT. 

" ThBok Hearoi ! m koDW cinr ruden ' 
koow (he miDiHr Id which (her iHeiTei! 
Toagdar ntght, of which nnch, aod a Tut i 
has beta said. In Uw flial pluice, we tike t 
a Urge part, if not every ayllshle, of tha i 
Use. HoDths ago the Hoilh wu Uught, aixl the entire 
world was uoght, tOr time uid fla all etvnilbj, a 
which ws of the Sooth hiva alwayi known ai well ai 
know our Alphabet— that Korthern Kddlen fly like si 
mx the very appearance of our hrave bap. 

" Ii it leuoaable to aappoee that this has been i 
than tbe case at Fort DooebcDf IHd net the lul 
pUch dlatbicUy declare the Dtler mat oT the Fed 
forcca aaaanlltDe that tattt But yeMerday wa were 
Joking In what ws expected aa a matter oT coorBe—B 



ID >o-d*y >o ih< 

eanf We fM confldent cnr In. 

It iDch traih with Ihe contempt 






pour forth Ite legions by mlll- 



aad Cblcagol Looking U the news as wa wlU, iu any 
eaae we Snd In It greaod only of r^ldng. Donbtlets be- 
fore this COT GcTemmoDt has beea recognlEed by every 
nUloD in EoTope, hailing with eDlhnelaatlc welcome Iu 
advent among Ibe noblest natloDS of the earth. Tbe 
North, almdy aeenCed by the whole diUlaed world, 
«m not endnre two montiis longer lie enofmons eipuuH. 
For what we know, cor Inds^endenoe bae been acknowl- 



edged t? the North even whUa we write th«e liaoi. This 
or (hie ibeet coDld psa 
lay to bring abont Db- 

IngofhlilUh. Of the eelabllstafflenl of £ 

that It will, from ttx vary estibllahment, rank leonid to 

none else on Ibe globe, wa are u aertaln aa of our mj 

eiisleacal" 

Good aa wheatl" exclaimed Dr. Peel, as 
the editor laid down his blotted sheet on the 
tatile. 

Ob, that is only one article I" replied the 
editor. " I will have a dozen like it, longer or 
shorter, in the next nntnber." 

"It's good, very good," said his companion; 
■' yet it seems to me you do not pepper it strong 
enough. Why don't you print as I taSc, aa gou 
talk? Pitch in, yon know; ]ay it on scalding 
hot. You don't let on yonr steam, somehow." 
"If I did I would simply barst tbe boiler. 
No, Sir," said this Machiavelli; "that is the 
blander other editors and all stump speakers are 
lally falling into. They go it with too mnch 
rush — overdo the thing. It is in politics as it 
is in a battle, the head-over-heels people always 
get the wbipping. It is Ihe cool, deliberate ones 
that giun the victory. I show myself positive 
and absolutely certain ; hot no fuss, no fniy. 
Strike the wedge too hard and it Iwunces out, 
you know." 

At this moment a gentleman, evidently a 
country planter, eniered the room. The editor 
hailed him as Colonel Jnggins. 

"This ia Dr. Peel, Colonel," be added, with 
a wave of the inky hand toward his companion. 
"Oh, 1 know the Doctor. Many a good, warm 
talk we've bad over tbe Yankees," said the Col- 
onel. " But look here. General," he continued, 
"what about this news? 1 tell yon things is 
looking eqoally; ibia child carae mighty nigh 
taking a scare." 

read the dispatch, Colonel?" aaked 
the editor, iuditferently. 

Yes, I kev read thai doggoned dispatch," 

bis visitor, anxiously, "and I'm mighty 

ioua to get your next paper to see how yen 

willGxitnp. Fact is, I couldn't wait; I thought 

see you right away. I want to know what 

you think of tilings nom/" 

" And'is it posaiblo. Colonel Juggins, that a 
of your sense can ask such a qacstion, and 
you knowing the Yankeea aa well as jou do?" 
began the editor. 

Don't knowAiothin' abont them ; never was 
there in m; life; never want to be, " intemipled 
~ is, you and Mr. Necly h about 
all the Hoithem-bom people I ever was to say 
mate with, and I don't suppose anch as you 
fair specimens of Northern folks. Yes, I've 
known a lot of overseers in my time hailing from 
the North. Gimini ! wam't tbey bard on the 
hands! But go on. General, go on; I'm anx- 
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ions to hear what sort of a way jou look on tbis 
here nevt. It's hard to swallow, I tell you t" 

"Well," continaed the editor, "if you don't 
know our daaUrdly enemies, yon won't pretend 
to WT yon do not know oor own brave boys ?" 

"I know, as well asyoo, General, they'll fight 
to the last drop. Hj Tom is among them. I 
suppose I ought to know. Fight I" and Colonel 
Jtlggins had not brqiith left to say more. 

"Well, then," said the editor, "yon know 
my opinion of the news." 

"Yes; but took here. Eracaated Bowling 
Green, didn't they? Besides, what can the 
brarest fellows do, snpposin' they meet orer- 
whelmia' numbers, or their guna won't carry as 
far. as the others, or they've got cowards at their 
lead, or there's traitors about, or tiieir fodder 
gives ont, or — " 

"If you will listen a, moment I will let yon 
know what I think," interrupted the editor j and 
he proceeded to read alond the leader he had 
jutt written, bcBides one or two more to the 
same effect, to all which his visitor listened with 
the deepest and most painful attention. 

"If yon want any thing further to set yonr 
mind completely at rest. Colonel," continaed 
the editor, "there is a whole pile of the latest 
papers lying about the floor there. Bead them, 
Colonel, see what they say, all of them t You'll 
find there's not a paper there isn't just as confi- 
dent as I am, and every Southern man ought to 
be." 

"Well," said Colonel Juggins, with a glance 
of dismay at the quantity of newspapers on the 
floor, bnt with a sigh of relief, '-' I dare say it's 
all right. Yon see all the papers. General. Be- 
sides, you've lived at the North and ought to 
know the sort of people they raise there. What 
fellows they are to make things, calicoes and 
such tike 1 And to invent mB<^hineB, too. Reap- 
ets and sewing machines, and fifty thousand such 
contraplinns. I'm glad you think they can't 
fight. Now we ore in it yon see we're bound to 
put the thing through. My place keeps ma so 
hard at it, breakin' np and plantin', and cleanin' 
out the weeds and pickin', and ginnin', and 
pressin' all the year round, I don't hev any time 
to examin' into things at all deep like. One 
^ing brightened me up a little,'' continued the 
old planter, as he settled himself to read, "Pete 
Shehan fell in with me as I rode into towq this 
momin'. It happened so, yon see. Pete said 
he didn't believe one word of this doggoned 
news. If the truth was known, says Pete, Beau- 
regard is this minute In Bnliimore." 

' ' Who it Pele Shehan 7" asked General Lam- 

" Well, Pets isn't any body in particular, a sort 
of welt-digger like," answered Colonel Juggins. 
" Irish, he is. He's been at me to hev him dig 
a well or two the hands need awfnl bad da?m 
the qnarters. I must hev them wells, bat thi 



Pete be gels drank all tlM time, and, what's 
more, he never gets sober. But Pete's all right 

the goose — strong for Secession I tell yon. 
Another thing Pete told me: he knew the British 
recognized us ; be ought to know, he said, 
) be came from one of the British islands 
himself. Pete's only Z'efe, bathe cheered me up a 
heap. However, don't let me interrupt yon, Gen- 
eral," added Colonel Juggins, for the alitor had 
taken his pea and was busily engaged writing. 

" Make yourself at home, Colonel, you'll find 
plenty to encourage you in the papers," sdd ihe 
editor, never taking pen from paper white ho 
,poke. 

Colonel Juggins ventures on the first of the 
pile of papers. 

" Don't forget to pive it to those Union chaps 
this week," remarked Dr. Peel at this jnncture. 
"I tellyon what, gentlemen," he said, "when I 
got that news last night— I was sitting up till it 
sme in— if I had met one of those Union men 
'ilh any thing tike a glad look on his face I'd 
illed him dead on the spot. If I had met one 
of them, I believe I'd have shot him down any 
how, I was Eo savage." 

But in leaving out the oaths and corses with 
which Dr. Peel gamlahcd hie remarks, very cold 
and meagre and unlike the Doctor's diction is 
this record thereof. 

Look here, Dr. Peel," said Colonel Jng^ns, 
paper in hand, "I don't know about that. Every 
body knows I'm no Union man, but I can't chime 
in with yon there. Them fellows is dreadful mis- 
taken, but they've lived here longer, some of 
them, than any of us. All they hev in the world 
is in and around Somenllle. They always was 
opposed to this here move, said it would ruin 
the country, and all that. They ought to go into 
the thing now we ore in il, I know ; it's a shame 
they don't. Bnt we mustn't shoot them thongh. 
Almost every man of them is Sonthem bom and 
r^sed; every soal of them owns his own hands — " 

"Don't care," interrupted Dr. Peel, with a 
volley of oaths. "There's that Guy Brooks to 
tiegin with — " 

"Why, Dr. Peel, Guy owns fi(^ hands !" put 
in Colonel Jnggins. 

" Don't care ; ha is from ^entucil^, and Ken- 
tucky is as rotten as East Tennekee. Then 
there is that Parson Arthur — " 

"Why, what has he been doin'?" asked the 
old planter, with amazement. 

" Nothing, Sir, nothing at all, and that is the 
very reason he ought to be looked al^. Com- 
pare him with Parson Barker! You find Barker 
on the streets all the week, using all his infiuence 
one way. Go to his church on Sunday, bis 
sermon (Vom one end to the other is the best 
sort of stump speech I ever want to hear. Did 
you ever hear one of his prayers?" 

Colonel Juggins nodded in reply. "Onghter, 
one of his members," he added. 
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TLL READ YOtI ONE ITEM FOB UV NEXT FAPEB TOU KAY UKE." 



"There's aprajrarfor ;oa; preja Tor the Con- 
federacy, prays for Davis, prays for our army, 
prajB for rictorj — and it's worth going ten miles 
to hear (bat man pray for the defeat and the 
utter deatraction of the Federals !" and the Doc- 
tor sealed his cordial approbation of the Bcrer- 
end Mr. Barker's prayers with the most em- 
phaiic oaths in his possession. 

"Farwn Arthnr, I soppoee yon know," said 
the planter, "was bom and raised at the Soath. 
Barker has Mm way of doin' ap things. Parson 
Arthnr is different. When we had that hnrly- 
barly aboat Enow Nothin'ism, Artbor he kept 
clear of it, tbongh they lied about him then 
heap; Maid inside of his pulpit like. Brother 
Barker, yoa'tl remember — no, you won't remem- 
ber, yoD were not here, Doctor, the General will, 
though — Brother Barker he pitched in, went all 
over the conntty organiiin' the Know Nothin' 
lodges. He preached Know Nothin'ism, prayed 
Knott Nothin'ism ! Ob, Brother Barker hi 
fall team, specially on a camp ground where 
things is full blast. Parson Arthnr, he is differ- 
ent Old Master didn't make him that sort ; 
he's qaiet, sober-like. However, mornin', gen- 
tlemen; mastbegoin' ; ain'tmucbafahandread- 
in' papers, specially where there's so many. Glad 
to learn from you. General, (bings ain't ai 



as I feared. Bnt they <Sd look a little sqnelly 

lite. Yon see, I'm fiW old Tennessee myself, 
and all that about Nashville took me back. 
Mauiy Connty I was from. Good-momin'." 

Hold on, Doctor, one moment," said the 
editor, as that individual was about to follow 
the planter. "I'll read you one item Cor my 
next paper you xae,j like. Listen :" 
"IMPOKTANT NEWBl 
^a stop OUT pnn to umoaoce aewi vhlob ire wtU 
kmr will tbrfll evacv pUHot bnaon with Ja;. We bme 
Just had a vUlb from a hl^hLy r«11aUe gfla(l«mvi dd hU 
wij tbnH«h our ptue. He oLlled to Infona u> ihmi he 
had beeo credibly InronnAd wt his nj to gomer* ille that 

the time v> bf. ntlwlj false ! The genlleoiui from whom 
he deriied hli lafonnstlDa wu nUihly iDfOrmsd bIm, 
befoi^ eeetng him, tiiaX B#m.aregaTA it in full poiHBfelDn ef 
Bultlmore. It li bellsT«l that the Federsle lied It hit ip. 
proach In ntler codAibIod, aud that I mnMiw e rteret to the 
value probahtf of mtlikoa have hllen Inia Ui hudg. If 
thin Iweo, our next nen wUl be of Beauregard Inpouei- 
■ton of Wuhln^DD : He mar be then even ai we write ! 

erner hai bten acknewledged certainly b; England, mi, 
probably, by au the other poweri of Biuope. The ecnlle- 
man whe Imparted Ihle nawi i> bimKLf from England dl- 
net, aod ooe «)» hu had a«e« to the hlgh«l idrclai. 
B^Dg a rereigner, hli conllal ijmpalhT In our great revo- 
lution, Impenlsl ai It mnnt be, li but an [ndioatlon of the 
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m think 01 

"Why, General, how did you get it? when j 
did i( come? why didn't you tell ma of it be- 
fore ?" asked Dr. Peel before his companion wag 
well through, and, mingled with his oaths, there 
was a Bingular Dervoosness of manner which 
strongly resembled Mixiety. 

-"Toa beard it yourself from Jaggins," an- 
swered the editor coolly, even indiflerenlly. 

"What I big talk about Pete what'e-bis-name? 
Come, General, joo don't mean lo say — " 

"Hush your racket, Peel," eaid the editor 
rather testily, while his friend indulged himself 
in conToIsions of laughter mingled with hear^ 
swearing; 

"Lamura, yon are a genias!" exclaimed he 
at length, wiping his ejes, and emphasiiing his 
opinion with a string of oaths. 

"But how if Juggins — ?" he began to ask. 

"Do you suppose the old codger will ever rec- 
ognize it as being hit information?" replied the 
editor, coolly. 

"Recognize it, certainly noti" replied the 
Doctor, hastily. "Oh, but yon manufacturers 
of .public opinion are geniuses 1 I never was ex- 
actly so close among the machinery before. And 
then this item of yonrs will be copied in all the 
restof the papers, with their faTorablo comments 
upon it I I eee 1 But I say, Lamum, ain't yon 
afraid occasionally?" 

"Are you fool enongh not to know that what- 
ever appears in a paper to-day is knocked com- 
pletely oat of the minds of the people by what 
will come out in it to-morrow? It's with all 
sort of ehaTings we keep the pot boiling. Search 
those papers," continued the editor, pointing at 
the heaps of them which covered table, floor, 
and chairs of his very dirty and disorderly of- 
flco, "and you wilt find they are made up of 
just snch items. They originate now here, now 
there, and all the rest copy them, comment on 
them, swell them. The people read at little 
else all the time. Must do it. Sir; we've got 
into this war, and we have to fight our way out 
of it ! They beat hollow drums and blow brazen 
trarapets to urge them on when in battle — we 
editors behind here among the people are doing, 
in onr way, exactly the same thing. We are in 
for it 1 Any thing is better than the old Union. 
That we determined should go lo smash — we 
don't care what comes so tlial is down. ' Re- 
gardless of all possible consequences,' was what 
Calhoun said; that is the flag we sail nnder — 
our motto in place of old £ Pluribua Unum I 
I believe in what Pryor, and John Tyler's son 
there in Virginia, and all the rest of them na.'j — 
any thing on earth bo that the accursed old 
Union goes to bell!" 



CHAPTER IIL 

CoLoyBL Jtrooisa eraerged from the office of 
the Somerville Star like an honest bloe-bottle 
fly, only he carried away a good deal of the 
cobweb aboat him out of the den of a spider. 
And very much better the Colonel felt in leav- 
ing it than when he entered its door. 

When be heard of tbe investment of Fort Bon- 
elson by the Federal forces, never had the Col- 
onel been more certain of the riEing of the snn 
to-morrow than he was of the repulse and de- 
struction of tbe Yankees. When the news ar- 
rived that the fort had actually capitulated, that 
tbe Confederate farces had failed to make a stand 
even at Nashville, it fell upon his ears, and upon 
those of very many like him, more like the tid- 
ings of some great phenomenon, some unprec- 
edented inlerrnption of the laws of natare itself, 
than merely as the news of battle and defeat. 

Tbe instant and most painful impression was 
— Good Heavens! if we bave been defeated — 
we of the South — defeated once, what may not 
happen hereafter? The truth ia, the events of 
the war so far had settled the common mind in 
Somerville, and throughont the South, in tbe 
fixed conviction of that which hod always been 
a decided opinion, that Northern trooJM coald 
not stand before Sootbem. Tme, Bowling 
Green bad been evacuated, but that was easily 
explained ; it was a splendid stratagem to draw 
the Federal troops further South, and so make a 
total flnisb of them 1 
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Fntnre Iii(tori*i» wiU wiile Manaag— u ths 
Wautloo of the Confedarti^. Tbe cnp of 
Southern victory cbere drank van followed bj a 
di^cree of intoxication (o the Soath, of a greater 
ttuui which hittor; baa no instance. An has 
been eaid before, tbe nnirereaJ opinion at the 
Sonth of Sonthem inTincibilitj had hardlj need 
of anj thing to esbibliah it, and Manaasas petri- 
fied that opinion into granite cenainty. 

Not did tb« events following Manaseas fail tc 
increase this certainty, had such increase been 
possible. So thoroughly settled was the Sooth' 
em mind upon the vboie subject that die Tagne 
news of NortherD preparation going on excited 
little or no Interest. The same sentiment poe- 
sessed alike the people, the press, and tbe offl- 
cfals — at leasts from no quarter was heard a syl- 
lable hot to the same note. Any one who had 
hinted otherwise would bave been marked u 
but a poor creature, unsettled in bis nits by an 
absurd attachment to the Union, which ooght 
to be regarded as traitorous, if it were not 
heartily despised as conlemptible. 

Even the most firm among tbe Union m 
were beginoing to settle themsdves down 
what seemed tbe will of Heaven — casting about 
to make the best of an ineritHblo matter. 
is all this to be wondered at, when it is n 
bered how Buccessfnlly all intelligence from the 
North was excluded from tbe South. By a most 
mist^en policy, the Southern press copied from 
the Northern and European papers, as a general 
nde, only that which was favorable to the Soath. 
It was more than human to withstand an inflo- 
ence so nnmingled and uniTersaL 

True, as to the- inherent and unchangeable 
right and wrong of tbe matter, the minds of 
Union men were unchanged ; but they had be- 
gan to bow to the thing as to a Providence too 
mysterious to be nadeistood — a thing in which 
nothing remained but Bubmission to tbe will of 
Ood — fate, destiny, whatever it was to be called. 
People in tbe Border States may have been less 
astonished, but to the people of the States far- 
ther South, thunder from a cloudless sky is less 
startling than were the tidings that Federal 
gun-boats bad actually run np the Tennessee to 
Florence, that Fort Henry was taken, that Fort 
Donelson bad fallen, that Nashville bad capitu- 
lated I The dominant feeling wa»— bewilder- 

"My dear Helen," Dr. Warner remarked to 
his wife, in a calm which had followed one of 
'its domestic tempesta, "yon raay depend on it, 
and your own clear, strong sense will say yea to 
me in it, truth ia mncb the best plan, lank- 
ly and truthfully, fhim the first, with my pa- 
ints is my plan. They have confidence in me 
then ; they are sure to follow my preacriptioDa 
faitbfnUy. Tiiere is a mutual understanding 
between us; no miserable dodging and deceiv- 
ing on either side; and, whatever the result is. 



we at least know that all has been done from 
tbe start that could be done. The South has 
been grossly deceived by its doctors, I mean it* 
leadeiB, from tbe first." 

"Yea, you always hated Seceesiou," broke in 
the partner of his bosom, the canal-gates open- 
ing. 

"I was not speaking, just then, of Secession, 
but of the course pursued since then ; bat it is 
all of a piece. Either our political doctors were 
themselvea all deceived, or they deliberately and 
systematically deluded tbe nnfortunate people 
who had been cast into their hands," observed 
the mild physician. 

"Went it blind, ma," said Bab, who was 
making a kite on the floor beside his parents, 
and who could not possibly have been the child 
of qnick-witted Mrs. Warner and not bave berai 
himself smart. 

"Hold your tongne. Buhl" broke in his mo- 
ther. "Nice thing. Dr. W«rner,"she continued, 
"yon are not aatisfled not lo be a whole-souled 
Soutfaem man yourself; you are poisoning even 
tbe mind of your own child. I have no patience 
with yoa. Dr. Warner — cool, slow, patient sub- 
miasionist yoa are I The very idea of giving up 
to those vile Yankees! Before I'd do it I'd die 
a thousand times over I You laugh at old Col- 
onel Juggins, I know ; but if he Is a coarae, ig- 
norant, old man I only wish to goodness you 
as hearty in the war as be is t He was al- 
ways wondering what Johnson was doing, stay- 
ing there at Bowling Green, when be ought 
have been across the river into Ohio. And 
Davis, and the rest of them, lying there not 
niOTe than twenty miles from Washington, month 
after month, instead of marching right on, tak- 
ing Washington, catching and banging old Lin- 
coln. Set of cowards I You men are all alike. 
Oh, if I was only a man I" 

What would yon do if yon were a man?" 
asked her impassive husband. 

Do 1 I'd raise Gfty thousand brave men, 
lead them right (« into the North, bum every 
bouse, batter down every town, kill every man 
I could I I tell yon, "said thin Mrs. Warner, her 
black eyes sparkling, "I'd kill and bnm and 
It their throats till they'd be glad enough to 
lake peace with ns. That's what Mrs. Bowlea 
and Ih'. Ginnis say. Instead of that, they ore 
evacuating Bowling Qreen — rnnniag away, I call 
it — and Davis there in twenty miles of Wash- 
ington and not going right on I Next thing," 
continued Mrs. Warner, with bitter sarcasm, 
well read some moraing tbe precious news 
that they have evacuated Colombua — even Ms^ 
lasl" 

My dear," Eoid I^. Warner, helping him- 
self to another slice of ham — for they were at 
:he same day as that in which we first 
introdaced them to tbe reader — " my dear, I do 
firmly believe that if you mtre a man you wculd 
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•ncMsd Tudj better tfaui nine-tenthi of our 
men. Bat m haTS to take Ihem u we find 
them. Howeyer, if ;oa were a man I wonld 
have mined the moat active and excellent wife 
In the world, and Somerrille the best boose- 
keeper going I" 

And it wa» only the fact ; Urs. Wamer ma 
the neatest honaekeeper in Somerrille ; aa to ti 
other the Doctor lied, and he knew it. 

But it WB« of Colonel Juggins we intended 
apeak in enterii^ npon this chapter. Siowlj 
rode the Colonel home meditating npon the 
nevn. Lunnm and Lamnm^a pile of newapa- 
peni had relieved his mind aomewbat, bat not 
entirely. There U a certain mysterious assur- 
ance which a fact always cames with it wher- 
ever it fliea : you may deny it loudly, yon may 
hale it'heartily; but when a fact comes to the 
ear, the mind receiree it as auch bj some mystic 
affinity at a/art— ^recogniieg it by spontaneous 
appetite aa the palate recognizes its natnrril foodl 
As well as be knew his name did Lamom know 
that the distutrooa news from Fort Douelson was 
tme. Dr. Feel knew it. Even Colonel Jug- 
^DS knew It — acknowledge it? no — yet none 
the less every body knew it to be true. It was 
as if the snu had varied from his path. Gra- 
dona Heavens, what might not be the next 

Somehow, before he alighted ftoja his, horse 
at borne — aome five miles from SomerviUe — all 
Lamtmi's consola^n had been dissipated from 
his miod, and the ugly news remained in all its 
bideooa reali^. The Colonel belonged to one 
of the three clanes into whldi all ilave-ownen 
at the Sonth may be divided. Aa a representa- 
tive man of this class let us say a word or two 
is regard to the Colonel 

Tom JngE^Qs was the son of a rich Tennessee 
jdanter. There had been six or eight children 
In all, bnt what with being thrown from unbroken 
C(du, and cholera morbosfrom eating green wa- 
ter-melons, and chills and fevera, one by one all 
the children had died except Tom. As to him, 
be doubtless owed bis apeciat ni«ugtb of consti- 
tntion to the fact that he bad been suckled from 
his very birth by a negro "mammy." In that 
mammy's catnn passed the days of his infancy. 
Us mother being a confirmed invalid, and his 
bther having an anfbrtanate habit of spending 
in town and in intoxication pretty much all the 
time he coald spare from field and cottou-honse. 
On the earth floor of bis mammy's hoose Tom 
learned to walk, and aronnd the chicken-coops 
in front of it were spent his first hours of play. 

In her way never child had a more loving mo- 
tfaer than Tom had in his mammy, preferring 
him, as she decidedly did, to all of her own dark 
brood. And a very paradise of childhood Tom 
had of it ; permitted to get as dirty as he pleased, 
very little washing, and no swiicbing whatever. 
"Sot was his childhood less anspicioos as it ad- 



vanced mto older yean. With a troop Of Uttle 
blacks at his beek be haunted the calf lot and 
Btoble-yard, worrying the calves, riding tbe horses 
to water "bare-back," hunting end eating all 
the e^gs. . With his allies to back hiita did he 
stone ib» eats and tbe birds, clip the tails and 
ears of the pnppiee, kill tbe snakes, paddle in the 
spring, and climb the trees. Among bis sable 
associates, too, did be learn and practice many 
a vice peculiar to their semi-savage nature and 
easily ingrafted into his. 

Id due lime Tom was sent to school ; yet it waa 
veij little Tom learned. What with playing 
truant, and "barring out" tbe schoolmaster, and 
holidays occasionally, and idleness atl tbe time, 
it was very little Tom iearncd beyond reading 
writing, and the beginning of cipbering. 

Tbe rest of the story ia soon told. After a 
youth of breaking hoises, and awimming and 
bunting, and accompanying the cotton-wagons 
occasionally to the nearest dty, and frolicking a 
little at nediliags and com-sbuckings, Tom fell 
In love with and married a neighbor's daughter,. 
and settled down. The death of bis parents not 
very long after devolved the "Place," with all its 
negroes, on his hands, and Tom went to work 
ginning cotton and selling it aa bis fathers did 
before him. The old log-houses in which his fa- 
ther lived did well enough for him. True, ho 
did ODce take a notion to build, had vast quan- 
tities of stone and sand and lumber hauled for 
the purpose ; but something or other turned up 
to postpone the matter, and there tbe heaps of 
materials continued to lie, an admirable lurking- 
place for snakes, laying place for hens, and play- 
ing-ground for the swarms of little negroes, dll 
wiuda and rain and tonering weeds had made a 
medieval ruin of the whole. 

Year after year in a row of wretched caUne 
did Tom, now Colonel Juggins, continne to live, 
as contented in bis honse aa any band in his lit- 
tle inferior hnt hard by. Be bad become accos- 
tomed to bobbing his head in passing through 
the low doorways, to walking over the rolling 
puncheon planks wbicb composed (he floors. As 
to the roof, a clap-board or two could be nailed on 
in half a minute to keep out the worst of the rain, 
and a rock or so, with a handful of mud, could 
close ap tbe woist of the cracks between tbe logs 
of the wall. Abundantly able to build a stately 
mansion, the Cohjnel saw little in his limited 
travels to awaken desire for any thing beyond 
what he already was so accustomed to. Besides, 
the Colonel was fat. 

And so rolled the years by with Colonel Jug- 
gins. Hardly would he do as a specimen of 
tbe terrible slaveholder of excited imaginations. 
Snck there are, hut not of that class was this Col- 
onel. His dwelling was firat cousin to tbe woiat 
which any slave on the place occupied. His 
clothing was rather inferior than otherwise to 
the Sunday suits of hia men. As to his daily 
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food, it was aboat the soma in honse ^nd in bnt. 
Very often, in fact, vaa Mrs. JnggioB glad 
OBoagh, whan company anexpectedly came, to 
borroir of lolne of their "people" the honey, 
pooltiy, eggB, or batter with which to eke out 
the dinner. 

Trne, the Colonel Toted and his bands were 
denied that hieatimable happineaa ; bnt, then, the 
Colonel linew Very little more at last abont the 
innciplea voted tea or agunst than they wonld 
have done. The Colonel, having all the reBpons- 
itnlityand bother of the "Place," wag, npon the 
whole, much the lesBt bappy man on it, and, as 
to his religiona principles, if he was a church- 
member, BO was almost every one of hia grown 
hands, and they had the opportunity of receiving 
jnst as mocb and as good teligioas instruction 
from Sabbath to Sabbath at be. 

There are two other classes of slave-owners, 
each as diHioct from the other as his is from 
both. The Yankee owner of slaves, Mr. Ncely 
fbr instance, and the aristocratic slaveholdei'. 
Colonel Bet Itoberts as a specimen. Of them 
we will apeak hereafter. I am altogether un- 
willing to say that the Colonel's is the largest 
class, the base of the pyramid, hecaose I am not 
entirely certain that it is so. 

*'^iat I've got to say is this: why can't they 
just stay at home where tbey are, mind their 
own matters, and let aa alone." That was Mrs. 
Juggins's o[nnion in regard to the war. She 
always mentioned it at table when company was 
present and the wm ^e topic. With her it was 
a plain, common-sense solntion of the whole 
matter, embracing the whole thing entirely and 
conclusively. "We btb not going where they 
live, and botheiing them 1 Why can't they let 
08 alone 1" 

But since the Yankees woald come Sonth 
"with their guns and things," Mrs. Juggins 
yielded to the necessity of sending Tom, their 
only son, to help drive them back. In her idea 
it was an operation precisely like having the 
chickens driven out of the garden — troublesome, 
bnt not very dangerous. Often had Mra. Jug- 
gins beard the plan snggested of building awall 
around the Sonth, over which no Yankee was 
ever to intrnde-. It was intended as metaphor, 
bnt MiB. Jaggins adopted it as highlj' feawble. 
The fact is, Mrs. Juggins was the dnpticate of 
the Colonel. Had yon been inttodnced to Ifae 
Colonel, and an hour after met his wife in a 
store, say for the first time, yon would have said 
on the spot; "There is Mrs. Juggiiti, and I 
know it 1" Both bore in weight abont the satue 
relation to two hundred pounds, both had the 
same large, red, good-hnmored coantryFace. It 
was little education Mis. Juggins had when she 
married, and she certainly had seen time for 
nothing except the management of the negroes 
and of her fast coming, fast going too, as for 
that, children since that event. Except an al- 



manac, a Bible, and a hymn-hook or two, then 
was no reading Id their house save the papers. 

Of those that he took the Colonel decidedly 
preferred his religious paper, which, while it 
gave him all the news of his church, gave bim 
also Secession in its moral and religioos aspect. 
But, ye Heavens 1 why is it that the men say 
so of a mortal has so much more weight and 
force when printed than it has when only spoken 7 
No mistake about that paper ! 

Never in bis life could the Colonel read a 
paper, or any thing else, except aloud and very 
slowly. In conseqaence of this his wife managed 
to get her news withoot mach trouhlc on her 
part. Every syllable was believed by the Cd- 
onel as he read it, and by his wife with a domble 
faith, because of the fact that it came to her 
from the lips and backed by the comments and 
assurances t^ her husband. If angels are per- 
mitted to hover over mortals, one would think the 
very tongnes of such visitants would have strug- 
gled to speak out and apprise this poor Colonel 
Ji^^ns and his wife of the enormous falsehoods 
which tbey fed npon thus from day to day with 
such a pitiful, implicit belief. But no ; the Col- 
onel and his wiCb then in their cabins were bat 
representatives of millions at the South — millions 
willing to know and to do the right, yet so sys- 
tematically, so awfully, go utterly blinded! To 
keep tbem apprised of the arts by which they 
were deluded would have withheld the heavenly 
guardians from all the enjoyments of bliss In 
unintermitting activity. Ati, how even angel 
bosoms must have heaved to smite with flaming 
Bwords the guilty authors of the gigantic dela- 
eion I How patient is God I And if tbe inhah- 
itants of heaven know what goes on upon earth, 
largely nast they be partakers of this attribute 
of the divine nature — else would heaven cease 
to them to be heaven, at least so long as earth 
continues to sin and to suRer beneath it. 

It was an immense relief to Colonel Juggins, 
as be entered the doot of bis house, to find 
Brother Barker tbeie. Pete Sbeban had as- 
sisied him In regard to fort Donelson for a time 
as he rode into town, Lamum had cheered him 
a little for the moment, hut Brother Barker was 
worth more than all be^des. Pele, Lamum, and 
tbe rest were all very well, bnt what Brother 
Barker aaid fell on the ears of the Colonel with 
all the wdght of religions truth. From his earli- 
est recollection the Colonel had been accostomed 
to receive as certainly trne what his preacher 
said whether in the pnlpit or out of it. Besides, 
Brother Barker proved all he advanced From 
Scripture itself. To doubt Brother Barker's con. 
clnsiouB was irreli^oos, and the Colonel hadn't 
been a "member" for thirty years now— class 
leader, steward, and ail — to do that I 

"And what do yon think of this last Fttft 
Donelson news?" asked the Colonel, immediate- 
ly after saluting his guest, and making himself 
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comfortable by ttMtittg himielf in b hide-bot- 
tomed chair and tilting himself back ii 

" As I see yon do, Brother Jaggins— painful, 
painfnl intelligence," replied the preacher. 

•■ YoQ belieTe in it, then ?" asked the Colonel, 
slowly and with a sinking heart. 

"Believe in It? Certainly I do. There isn't 
the least donbt, ai I can see, bnt the Federals 
are In possession at Dooelson and ITasbville, 
Tnscnmbia and Hnalsrille, too, for what we 

"Well, yon take it easier like than I can," 
said the planter, with a gloomy brow, 

"Why not. Brother JuKi"*' I* i* 
Lord, isn't it? Beddes, what do I care, and 
what ought yon to care about Donelson, Nash- 
rille, and the like, when I know and when yon 
know what the end of it all is certs" 
Why, Brother Jnggins, whaterer I expected of 
a worldling I didn't expect it of you. 
out in the world, now, I wouldn't be snrprised 
at, bnt yon !" And the preacher was as cheer- 
ful as his host was gloomy. 

" I was hopin' etroiig it wasn't true," said the 
planter, after some time. "To me it sonnds 
mighty bad, no iise tryin' to hide it." 

"And that after all yon know on the snttfect, 
atlei all the talk we're liadl WeU, Brother 
Juggins, yon most pardon me saying it, bnt I 
am surprised and griered," said the praaoher. 

"Surprised at what?" a^ed the planter. 
"Bad news it bad news, I suppose." 

"Strange; bnman nature; well; oh yes, of 
course; ought to eJtpect it U last," mosed the 
preacher, with his head down on his bosom as if 
in soliloquy. " So many thousands of years ago 
it was those Jews talked the same way ! * At it 
the instant they heard Pharoah'a chariots rat- 
tling behind them. Very first sound of the 
wheels tb^ forgot Motea, forgot God, forgot 
every thing except thatPbaroah was atier them. 
Umph! WeU. Tes." 

"I hadn't thought of it exactly that way," 
sud the planter, accepting the reproof humbly, 
and seeing consolation in it. 

"Did I ever say we would escape some fight- 
ing, some being defeated before we got through ?" 
asked tlie preacher — " tell me now, Brother Jug- 
gins." 

"You did at the flrset^ as I mind," said the 
planter, wi^ a thoughtful brow. "Christian 
Israel yon know we were. Baldwin, be made 
that plain in his book. Abraham driv out from 
his father's- house, our forefathers driv of God 
dwr the ocean,' Qod's special people in both 
oases. Thirteen tribes settled in Canaan, thir- 
teen colonies settled in America. Some of them 
' _tribes split off from the rest, some of onr Slates 
split off from the rest, too. And, you mind, 
when Sece«ion ftrst sbuted, come to think of it, 
yon proved from the Bible there woald bo no 



%ht^ not a bit. God wonldnt let that fool son 
of Solomon fight the tribes that split off eren 
when he wanted to. There was goin' to be no 
fight, no fight at all 1 God himself would inter- 
pose to binder, yon said. And it f&f look migb^ 
plain." 

" But, Brother Jnj^ns — " began the preacb- 

" In one moment, Brother Barker. I've been 
stndyin' over it, and I want to speak about that 
Christian Israel idea while I remember. I've 
been wantin' to ask yon ; It don't seem to gee 
like. In the BiUe the tribes (bat split off were 
all except two ; in onr case it's the fewer num- 
ber has split off from the larger number. Then, 
and this bans me worst, the tribes that split off 
were the ones that sinned against (lod in the 
thing, that became worse and worse, that went 
to — what did ever become of them? — while the 
tribes that tbey split off from remained the Ea- 
vored people of God, had Jerusalem, and the 
Temple, and all. I tcK you. Brother Barker, it 
all very pretty when you first look at it, 
but the more you study into it — tbera was that 
about there being no figblin' permitted of God 
between the tribes when the break-up look place. 
I declare, for one man, I don't understand it!7 
concluded the old planter, somewhat testily. 

"Brother Juggins,' said the preacher, grave- 
ly, " do I understand you to say that you have 
etadied Baldwin's book from end to end, deep- 
ly, thoroughly?" 

No, S»r,"saicl the planter. "If s near three 
inches thick, that book, I only skimmed over 
a little here and a little there.*' 
Ireallj-do not think, Brother Juggins," said 
the preacher, in a tone of expoctolation, "that 
ight to decide so upon what yon say your- 
self you never studied to the bottom." 

Well, perhaps so," sud the planter, as be 
remembered how ponderous was the volume in 
question, and how very litlM he had mastered 
"Bnt there was not one syllable 
about Seceeaoa in the whole book, I know that, 
any how. It was Monarchy and Democrat^ 
thai was to figbt the battle of Armageddon in 
the Misrissippi Y^ley. Not one hint about Se- 
ssion 1" 

And Colonel Jaggins was not the only one 
who had puzzled over the book in question — 

AbMAOBDDOH, OB TBB UNITED SlAtEB IN 

Fbophsot." Yon saw the thick and weli- 
thnmbed rolnme on every shelf during the tnu 
or three years before Secessioo. 

Brother Baldwin mu mistaken about thal,^' 
the preacher. "Bnt he has found 

his mistake, and, they say, is lecturing like 
wild-fire every where settii^ people right. I 
believe as certain as I do my own existence those 
prophecies in the Bible about the South and our 
Conlederacy. I'U talk with you any day about 
them as long as you like. No man, at least no 
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Christian man, can Undy tliDse JirophecieB aad 
saf they don't bave reference to the Confcdera- 
cj. Bat we non't talk about that now. Broth- 
er Jaggins, irill jou favor me with a Bible f" 

The Bible was found, dueled, and brought. 
Mrs. Jnggins drew still nearer with her kuitcing. 

"Brother Juggins," said the preacher, after 
he bad found the place in the large, well-thumbed 
Bible, and putting on his pulpit manner as an 
Episcopal dergjinaii would put on his gown, 
"jon " ^" 



ble- 

"That pas&age ia Timothj?" inquired the 
Colonel. 

"I know we've been over it often before," 
said the preacher, " but wo con hardly have too 
much of the Bible, I suppose. This book was 
given to guide us. Brother Juggina? Sister 
Juggins?" Very solemnly. The persons in 
question nodded a hearty assent. "Nov list- 
en," continued the preacher, and he read, in a 
slow, solemn manner: "It's First Timothy, sixth 
chapter. 'Let as msny serrantB as are under 
the yoke count their own masters worthy of all 
honor, that the name of God and hia doctrine 
be not blasphemed.' Next verse isn't so much 
to the pint. Next is: 'If any man teach oth- 
erwise, and consent not to wholesome words, 
even the words of our Lord Jeans Christ, and 
the doctrine which ia according to godlineai 
That iE^ any thing against slorery he's just been 
speaking about. 'He,' that is, every Abolition- 
ist, ' is proud, knowing nothing, bnt doting about 
qaeetions and strifes of words, whereof Cometh 
envy, strife, railings, evil anrmisings, perverse 
disputings of men of corrupt minds, and desti- 
tute of the truth, supposing that gain is godli- 

"Now let us hold on one moment," said the 
preacher, closing the Iwok, with his finger in 
the place. "I just ask yon. Brother Juggins, 
Sister Juggins, isn't all that a description of the 
northern people — the Abolitionists?" 

"1 suppose it u," said the planter for self and 

"What I say," added Mrs. Juggins, "isjnst 
this. Why can't them people stay at their own 
home, mind their own busineas, let na alone? 
We ain't goia' up where thej Utc to trouble 
lUm." 

"Exactly, Sister Jnggini. But here's Vhat I 
want to get at," continued the preacher. "This 
is the Word of God we're reading. It says all 
that of the Northern people plain and clean. 
Next it tells oa exactly onr duty toward them — 
it's aa plain as any part of the Bible. Listen :" 
and the preacher opened the Bible again, and, 
running his finger under the passage, read, very 
slowly and with prodigious emphads, the rest 
of the verse, "'From — such— nj>(Mroiu — thy- 
self !'" 



clear 



so; that was your sennon about 
can't see how any thing caa be 
from Scripture than that," said the 



"Wait an 



Brother Juggins ; I'm not 
through yet. I want to ask you one plain qnes- 
tion. Do you snppose God ever commands ft 
man or a people to do any thing and then pun- 
ishes them, or permits any body else to punish 
them, for doing it?" 

No, Sirt" said the planter. 
Well, we are beginning to see our way out, 
. As yoii weli know. Brother Juggins, the 
South was only obeying this direct command 
of God in withdrawing itself from the North 
and setting up for itself. A man is stone-blind 
who don't see that onr Secession was the com- 
mand of God. And here yon are talking to me 
lut Fort Donelspn and Nashville,"continued 
preacher, becoming greatly excited, "fright- 
ened by the puisuing Egyptians, exactly like 
those Jews were, as if God did not commtntd us 
to leave, as if God was not going with us in 
leaving 1 He lets Fort Doneltion and Nashville 
be token just to prove us and to try us, aa he 
to the Jaws, and I'd like to know how we 
standing the trial. He gave us that great 
victory at Manassas just to show us, in a way 
we conidn't help seeing if we was to try to, 
that God was with us. Bat what's the result? 
People forget God, say we did it all ourselves ; 
we're wasing fat and kicking, and now He ia 
letting OS be whipped a tittle jnst to ahow who 
it is that raisech np one and casteth down an- 

" I liked mightily what you said in your lut 
sermon. Brother Barker, " remarked the plant- 
er, after a pause of mmination ; " all that about 
the hearts of the kings bein' in the hand of the 
Lord to turn about as he pleased. Only J wish 
England and France would make haste and 
show some of it. Them Powers have been jott 
goin' to acknowledge the Confederacy every pa- 
per I've read since we set it ap ; somehow they 
hain't done it yet — " 

Brother Juggins," interrupted the preach- 

a a sad tone, "it was hard to wean yon from 

yonr old notions about that old Union in the 

like drawing yonr eye-teeth, 

you know ; and now that you are on the right 

track it is awful work to keep you to it. It's 

true, we have been acknowledged by England 

and the rest before now, if we only knew it, or 

yo will be ; but, don't you see, it's wrong in us 

look to them go much. Trusting in Assyria 

and going down' into Egypt will be jnst onr ^n, 

of God's other peculiar people. 

I'tell you now, we're going to get it worse and 

irse from the North till we Jearn to trnst only 

the Lord. I believe you know IVe had some 

experiences in religion — real, warm experiences; 

yon want to know what is my strongest experi- 
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ence now — the religiooa feeling which happtflea 
me most?" 

The planter and hie wife looked ap expect- 
ingly. 

" It IB that we here at the South are God's 
chosen people. Promises of Scripture have come 



oDt to me plain before now; but I jnst tell you 
this, nothing in the lids of this book has ever 
stood ODt from the page so plain to me as that. 
The Nonh has gone off into Free-Loving, Gar- 
Tisonism, Mormon ism. Spiritualism, and that 
worst and blackest of all kinds of infidelity — 
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AbolidtHiunn. Tbers was aome leligioD tbere 
once ; bot that makes it worse — it's apostasj 
the Nortli has fallen into, deep-reacbiog, wide- 
■preadiDg, universal apoetag;— and God.bas josl 
giren them otot to it. But he has rescued the 
South — he. has called as out. If there's one 
■ingle inn here at the South / nerer saw it — not 
even Univeraaliam. Talk to me I Can't jon 
Met that yon may as well give op all (he Bible if 
you give up what it says on our side? God on 
onrside? The God / wor^ip is t He to help 
those people who have apostatized from him 1 
I'm as certain this da; he's on onr side as I am 
there is any God. As a just Lord he aoi'l help 
those people— am'f do it I Look at the Jews ! 
Doa't'T'oa sm how he paoished tbeir enemies 
with sword, fire, pestilence, famine, and the 
like. If (hose poor, miserable, Uinded Tsnkees 
only knew it — the rain that is coming upon them 
from his hand I I never felt to pray fbr a re- 
Tiial in my life as I've felt to pray for their 
defeat and destruction. It's the Lord in me I 
Erer since they broke up onr Church there in 
New York, in the General Conference of forty- 
fonr, the Church Soath has been praying and 
praying for this Confederacy. Glory tohls name, 
he has beard onr prayer I For one, I'll tmst 
him for the rest!" 

Bat it would be nnreasonabte to snppose we 
can record all that Brother Barker said. A 
small, pale man was Brother Barker, wilh thin, 
lank, black hair comt«d hack off of his low and 
narrow forehead. Were yon to. see him in a 
crowd his small and stooped form promised lit- 
tle of the tremendous powers of speech possessed 
by hiiQ. There was a pecaliar thickness and 
heaTiness ahout his eyelids which gave an addi- 
tional aspect of dullness to the maiL Tet, let 
Brother Barker get &irly into the stand, and 
fully nnder way in a sennon, brighter and 
brighter grew his eyes, faster and faster flew his 
arms, and words rushed to his lips faster than he 
conld deliver them. IJke most of his denomin- 
ation, the disruption of his Chnrch in 1844 bad 
begun in his bosom an alienation of feeling from 
the North vhich had steadily increased ever 
ance disraption had followed in the other de- 
nominations ; but Brother Barker's Church was 
decidedly in the lead, as it was the first in the 
agitation. 

Perhaps not a member or minister of the 
Church itself dreamed how deeply and thorough- 
ly it was leaveiied in tbe matter. The^ct of Se- 
cession revealed an earnestness and intenuty of 
alienation in (he denomination to the North 
which aarprised (he Sonthem politicians as much 
as it gratified them. Bishops, presiding eldore, 
preachers, papers, it was a powerful organiza- 
tion ready to the work— io thwr eyes a religtoiu 



work. As with every religions body the feel- 
ing was deeper and stronger then any merely 
political body of men ever bnaw. Even the 
most heated poUticians saw themselves n(tcrly 
distanced by the almost frenzied xeal of snch 
men ai Brother Barker. It was not only heart, 
it was soul these threw into it. And no one can 
estimate (he immense power exerted by snch 
men in all the denominations at tbe South. 

Accustomed to receive as religious truth eveiy 
thing coming fmn snch a aotuce ; impressed, 
and which is far from being the popular feeling 
in regard to the politicians, with the diuntereal- 
ed, heart-fell uncerity of their spiritual guides -, 
aware of the moral purity, too, of these, no 
wonder the masses of the South were so moved 
by the unceasing efibrta of their ministers. No 
one at all familiar with the South but knows 
that the Southern clergy accompliehed more for 
Secession than all o(her instrumentalities com- 
tuned. By far the ablest argnments and the 
most eloquent appeals for Secession were from 
ministers ; and what (ha mass of inferior minis- 
ters lacked in ability and eloquence in the palpit 
and by the press they more than made up by 
their universal, incessant, and eager influence 
during the week, and the power of, at least, 
their public prayers on the Sabbath. 

Assuming as impregnable (hat (heological 
foundation for slavery which the last thirty or 
forty years has seen evolved from Scripture, 
Ibose among the Secessionists who were believ- 
ers in the Bible planted themselves thereupon 
as upon rock — making thereupon and therefrom 
their confident appeal to God for success. And 
since the universe aSbrded no other conceivable 
ground to stand upon in the matter, the pious 
were not the only ones to avow this as their po- 
sition. Multitudes who never opened the Bible 
had awful reverence for this one divine institu- 
tion if for no other decreed therein. Avowed 
infidels, too, accepted eagerly so much of Sacred 
Writ as proved slavery right, even though they 
scouted alt the remainder as fidile. And it is a 
fact worth recording, that, as a universal thing, 
the right and the wrong of the whole movement 
settled down, amidst a thousand side considera- 
tions, nnanimonsly into tbia. The abiding of 
the appeal made to God in battle upon this 
pdn^ in case it was decided egunst the iueti' 
don, was a contingency which never entered (he 
mind — no anticipation of or provision for that. 
History fomishes no instance of men more ab- 
solutely confident of the ud of Heaven. ' 
nearest parallel to their confidence in history is 
seen in the case of the Zealots in Jerusalem ai 
its bloody fall. Ah, direst of all infatnalion tc 
count with such confidence that Almighty God 
is npon our side when He i»— not I 
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embarTaBmeiit which attended her uriviil, bnt 
las Bpae in an instant as she sainted the com- 
panf with qaiet ease and took a seat beside Mrs. 
Jaggins. It was evidently with an effort that 
conTersatlon was resumed ; andihebnrden tliere- 
i( was thrown upon the visitor, who had heieelf 
o mention the facts in regard to the weather, 
which, in the eection of which we are speaking, 
and probably all over the world besides, form 
the invariable introdnction to conversation. 

t is alraoge; yet if ever eoimlenances ei- 
preesed the sense of being caaght at somethiDg 
wrong, the conDlenanceB of the persons thus in- 
termpted ezpressad that guilty emotion. Cer- 
tain it is, there was in the bosoms of the persons 
interrupted a sharp, sudden sense of guilt which 
sarpriied even themselves, but which their out- 
ward bearing was too true to their inward self 
to manifest. Of all of them the preacher 
had the deepest, strongest sense of this ; and a 
ie of it which, a moment after, he resented 
re than the others, being more violent and 
positive in bis after-conversation from this veiy 
cause. Meanwhile, if any one conld have known 
it from her composed and natnral manner or qm, 
Mrs. Sorel was saying to herself, as she took ont 
ber sewing — "Dear me, 1 wish I bad known ; 
t>Dl, as it is, lean not help ill" 

With the rest^ she felt that it was in vain to 

sit there five minutes and not get into tbe one, 

grand, only, all - lUworbing, everlasting topic. 

1 That it shoatd not, at least, be her fault, Mrs. 

I Sorel immediately engaged Mrs. Juggins, who 

I was her near neighbor, in conversation about the 

; makii^ of batter and theraising of chickens and 

I turkeys. The scarcity of these was evidently 

r leading into the topic of the war, so that it was 

necessary to avoid that theme also. The gen- 

: tlemen had from her entrance ceased conversa^ 

t lion; tbe preacher apparently engaged in read- 

: ing the Advocate — the religions paper of the 

' Church to which Colonel Juggini and himself 

belonged — and the Colonel engaged in smoking 

I his cob pipe and solemnly thinking over Fort 

I Donetson and Nashville. 

Now there vras no better soul in the world 

I than Mrs. Juggins, bnt conversation formed no 

; part of her excellences, so that it devolved npon 

. Mrs. Sorel either to say something or to sit in 

I silence. To avoid this and, at the same time, 

I keep the thread of conversation in ber own 

hands, Mrs. Sorel began in a lowered toae to 

' tell her neighbor of her various devices in the 

. economy of ber household ; how much a little 

alam had improved the candles she was making 

at home; bow easy she found it at last to plat 

etraw into hats for her hoasehold ; how she had 

succeeded in making starch — a lai^e sample of 

which she had bronght over for Mrs. Juggins— 

from wheal bran. 

" Yes ; and just as good as any I ever bonght 
of the store — Yankee made," remarked Mrs. 
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jD^ne, Ks sho esitmined the a31iclB carefully'. 
" Thac is what I saj^" contianed lh« old lad; ; 
" we CBD do without Ihem, we don't want thorn 
' here ; whj can't they just stay at home and — " 

"Bnt I must tell joa how I managed aboat 
making ahoea, " interrapted her riiitor ; and she 
proceeded to tell how many soles of old shoes 
she had made the children ctdlect from abont 
lbs place ; how she had soaked them well in wa- 
ter, and so made Ihem again into shoes. Mrs. 
Sorel also informed her neighbor how keenly she 
had snifered under the dearth of bloing, then 
desolating all tho wasL-tnbs of the country, and 
hoff she had fbond ont that common blue ink, 
largely diluted, answered jnaC as well. 

"Yes, and ink went right apfW)m two bits to 
fif^ cents a bottle, soon's jon fbund it out," 
moaned Mra. Juggins. 

Much more did Mrs. Sorel have to tell her 
neighbor, talking rapidly and in ber most cheer- 
ful manner. Not, if she conld help it, should 
the conTersation glide ofF into the war. 

"By-the-by, when did you hear from Frank 
last?" asked the Colonel, soddenly, in the midst 
of a description his wife was giving Mt^. Sorel 
of a loom ahe was haying made. 

Colonel Jngging had no such intentions, bat 
his sudden qnestion mined every thing. He was 
an ignorant man, somewhat dull too, yet he had 
his intuitions the moment after that it would 
have been as well not to have asked the question. 
Bat it was loo late. Even Hrs. Juggins saw 
that Ihey were, as she ^ierward e:cpressed it, 
"in for it now." 

"Nol for several weeks. Colonel, "replied Mrs. 
Sorel. 

" Your son is in Virginia, I believe, ma'am ?" 
said the preacher, in his usual tone at the be- 
ginning of a sermon. Brother Barker always 
began his sermon in a low and scarcely audible 
voice : he got load enoagh, however, long before 
he got through. 

"With onr Tom," said the Colonel, prompt- 
ly. "And now. Brother Barker, suppose we 
lake a look at that three-year-old I told you 
aboat; you circuit riders know a good animal 
when you see it if any body does; takes a Method- 
ist preacher to judge hoise-flesh I " 

"In A moment. Brother Juggins," said the 
preacher, who waa not to be interrupted in thai 
way either. "I congratulate yon, ma'am," con- 
tinaed he, "that you have a son to fight the bat- 
tles of bis coantiy ; it most be a great aadffac- 
tion to you." 

Now, "Brother Barker was bnilt for flght," 
hiid been a highly complimentaiy remark often 
mode in regard lo him by his friends. No knight 
ever went into tourney with greater zeet than 
did this man into any theological controrersy, 
whenever and wherever the lieia were opened. 
But controversy upon the well-worn themes of 
Church Gorerament, Elecdon, Bap^m, and the 



likerhad ceased entirely, had utterly passed from 
the minds of men. The one great controvert 
of the day, raging not only upon battle-field hut- 
in every village, in evei; knot of talkers, in ev- 
ery separate heart and mind. Ibis conlroveray 
had swallowed up everj other. To it men gave 
all Ibe zeal they had hitherto sqnaadered in 
doseos of diHerent directions; certainly with 
Brother Barker this was the case. 

" Ton ore perfectly aware, Mr. Barker, that 
Frank's course does no* give me satisfaction," 
said Mrs. Sorel, calmly. 

"Ah, is it so?" aaid tbe preacher, rusing bfs 
brows in wonder. Like every man who stakes 
every thing on a cause, falsehood favorable lo 
that cause was a totally different thing from the 
old, abstract, abominable falsehood. 

"Yoa mast pardon me, Mr. Barker," said 
Mrs. Sorel; "bat I have observed Avm the 
onleet that eqoivocation, departure from strict 
truth, has been a leading feature of Secession. 
Yon know perfectly well what my sentiments are 
to-day and always have been. Frank wonid not 
have gone to the war if he could have staid at 
home.. He no more wanted to go himself than 
I wanted to send him. He was taught to love 
his country from his cradle, and from bis earliest 
recollection he was trained to regard Secession 
as the greatest of crimes." 

"You must permit me, ma'am," began the 
preacher. 

"Only let me Unisb, if you please," said Mrs. 
Sorel, in a manner as cool as it was decided. 
" At the opening of the war Frank never dreamed 
of enlisting, at least not aader.fAof flag, but his 
case became more nnpleasant every day. Hard- 
ly a day hnt he would say when he came home, 
'I hate the thing as much aa yoa do, mother, 
bat what can I do ?' Not a day, not en hour of 
the day, hut his old companions were after him 

enlist. So many of them were gone that he 
began to feel as if left atone in the world. The 
hints, too, abonl his being tied to his mother's 
apron Urings, aboat his being afraid to go, and 
hundred ibings of the kind, wore upon him till 
be could stand it no longer. One bitter, bitter 
day he enlisted ! He did as tana of thousands 
of others have done — swept away against eveiy 
promoting of reason, relit^on, and consdence — 
swept away in the wild tide that sweeps the land 
— and woe to tho wicked men that set tfaat tide 
going 1 I lell jon, Mr. Barker, if to no others, 
to thousands of desolated mothers they will have 
to answer for it at the bar of Giodi" 

If Mrs. Sorel bad only spoken this in an ex- 
cited manner and with raised voice it woald 
have been a much easier tiling for Mr. Barker 
to reply ; but there was a calmness, a conviction, 
a sense of being unquestionably right, in her 
manner which embarrassed the preacher. Or, 
rather, there was a sense— straggle against it as 
he might— «f being wrong in the matter in Ibe 
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bosom of Ihia latter individual which he could 
not OTercome. Londl; ag he talked, abaadimt 
as were hia argnmentB from Scriptnre, fierce as 
were his denancialiona of the Tankees — all [he 
time there was under it all that seose of bdng 
in the wrong which the preacher coold not get 
rid of to Bare his life. Howerer it may be with 
other men, the reall; pioDS man has a sense of 
right and wrong in Mb bosom which nothing can 
quench — it is tbe unquenchable spark within 
Mm of an eternal life. 

"I would think, Mrs. Sorel — yon are a pro- 
tetBOT, I believe?" asked the preacher. 

"Mr. Barker," gnid Hn. Soret, with a steadj 
and surprised look at bim, "wbj' do ;ou ask 
such a qoeetion ? Ton know that I am." 

"Then I would ask, ma'am, why yon do not 
have faitb in God to leave your son in his hands? 
Yon shoald not grieve over your son, as I am 
told yon do. Thonsands of ne — Sieter Joggins 
here, for instance — have sons in the war^ — " 

"And that is just tbe difierence in my case," 
paid Mrs. 8or«l, breaking quietly in opon the 
preacher. "I do not grieve over Frank be- 
cause he is away from me, or because he may 
be lying at this moment in some crowded hos- 
pital without a mother's hand to lend bim. No- 
Nor if Frank was dying there of some disease or 
some dreadful wound, would ihac be what woold 
break my heart. For all that I conld and would 
trast him in the hands of the Lord — It is the 
caoitbe is engaged in that cnta me to tbe soul." 

"Really, Mrs. Sorel," said Che preacher, great- 
ly excited, "your views are very singular, and 
they may be such as may injure you." 

" Such have always been my views, Sir," siud 
the lady, quietly and gravely, " and always will 
be. If I apeak at all on the subject I have none 
others to express. And what I now think and 
feel was, a year ^o, the sentiment of every in- 
dividual in oar then happy land, with the ex- 
ception of a few desperate politicians who were 
even then plotting our ruin. Then they were 
regarded as bad men ; to4a7 they are the rulem 
of a deluded people." 

If Mis. Sorel had only got angry as she spoke I 
But she was so entirely calm, spoke with such 
force of moral conviction, in snch a tone as if 
of bnrglara or mnrdererB whose gnilt no one 
conld deny, that, in spile of himself, the preach- 
er was confused. A mere politician would not 
have been i bat Mr. Barker, on tbe other band, 
tiad a conscience. 

"Were joo not bom at the North?" he asked, 
at lei^th. 

' ' Mr. Barker, " said the lady, after a grave 
pause, "why do yon ask such a question? Ton 
know perfectly well that I am a South Carolini- 
an. Mis. Juggins has told you that repeatedly 
—BO have I." 

"You are a strange sort of South Carolinian," 
s^d tbe preacher, with a sarcastic Bmile. 



"Perhaps so," eaid tbe lady, quietly. "Hy 
father was a plain, sensible planter, living in 
South Carolina, as his people and bis wife's 
people had lived from the settlement of the 
country. In the days of NutliScatlon he was a 
Union man — not without some influence — the 
unpretending inflnence of plun, sober. Christian 
sense — in his neighborhood. He was murdered 
by a Nullifler, a leading politician then, and I 
never can forget the lesson I learned then — the 
calm, solid conviction of the one set of pi'inci- 
ples, and the heat and violence, tbe dueling, 
bullying, CQTsing, threatening spirit of the oth- 
er. Whon I look over the country now I see 
the some diO^rence between the two parties — 
only the noblest and beet among us have, in 
many cases, been poisoned and borne away with 
the wicked spirit which was at one time confined 
to tbe bosoms of the desperate few. " 

" And is it pogaible, ma'am, that you, a Soutb- 
em woman, can have any regard for Yankees?" 
said the preacher, with a strong emphasis, as of 
nausea, opon tbe first syllable of the word. 

"Not for want of learning what a dreadful 
people tbey are," said Mrs. Sorel, with a smile. 
"Only last week Mrs. Jnggins was telling me 
that marriage has been altogether abolished 
among them." 

"Law me, yes I" broke in Mrs. Juggins; "so 
I'm told. Up there the women all wear pants 
like men, make speeches, vote, and, I do sup- 
pose, carry their revolvers, corse and swear, 
drink and gamble, jnst like the meni When 
any man and woman happen to meet any where 
and take a likin'to each other tbey just consider 
themselves married — free love, they call it !" 

"And you remember, Mrs. Jag^pns," said 
Mre. Sorel, "what yon told me about Lincoln's 
baring contracted with people to go throuKb the 
South burning up people's houses bj nigbt, so 
much a bouse." 

" And Mrs. Jug^ns could have told yon, too," 
said the preacher, " that the North has aposta- 
tized into a universal inSdelitj." 

"Mr. Barker," asked Mrs. Sorel, pausing fW>m 
her work and looking steadily at tbe preacher, 
"do you believe yourself that the Christians of 
tbe North have thus apostatized ?" 

" I asked Lamnm the last time I saw bim," ' 
said the preacher ; " he is a Northern man, loo ; 
he ought to know, and he said he didn't know 
that any one doubted it. Thoogh," pnt in the 
preacher, with candor, "there may be — I say 
may be — some Lota in the midst of Sodom : for 
what I know there may be even seven thousand 
there that have not bowed the knee to Baal." 

"Don't mention that man Lamum, Brother 
Barker, if you please," broke in Sister Jnggins. 
" Preferred cold light bread, he said, that nigbt 
he staid with us — a Yankee, a regular Yankee. 
He has a cold, crecpin', calculatin' kind of a 
way. Bein' bom and raised North, br my port 
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I don't Bee how he cru help feelin' with his own 
people; il'a nature he Bboold. For all he eaya, 
tsJu mj word, be don't want the South U) whip. 
He ought to be made to leave — pnt the other side 
of that wall I" 

"^leT Jaggina," said the preacher, "jod 
forget. Charity beliereth all things, hopeth all 
thioga. But never mind about that. Please 
hand me that Bible again. Mrs. Sorel is an in- 
telligent lady, a believer in plain Scriptnre. I 
have" been blessed to convincing a good many 
before now who were perfectly infataated — yoa 
iKDSt pardon me, ma'am — aboat the old Union. 
If yoD will only listen a little ', I wonld not mind 
it BO mach, but that yon ehonld be from South 
Carolina, and not — But here is the place." 

And thereupon Brother Barker lannched ont 
upon the theme which had never been out of hia 
mind, and scarce for an hour at a time, except 
when he was sleeping, off bis (ongne, for the 
last year. He adduced all the psssagea in the 
Bible which are considered as aaitctiooing the 
inEtitnlion of alaveiy, and which were as famili 
to his finger and tongue now as the proof-lei 
in regard to election and baptiam had once been 
in less interesting controversies of old. Having 
established slavei; as a biblical ordinance, he 
then assumed the InfidetiCyof the North because 
hostile to that divine ordinance. 
< This poeition he confirmed by nnmerons t 
erencea to the avowedly infidel writers and i[ 
del practices of the North. GarriBon, Theodore 
Parker, Gerric Smith, Beriin Heights, Oberlin; 
John Brown, Lucy Stone, Antoinette Brown, 
Mormonism, Spiritualism, Milleriam, Lovejoy, 
Lincoln, Lincoln, Lincoln 1 flew from bis lips 
with a fluency and a force amazing to hear. 
These weie Che things which, like the well- 
])ebbles in the calabash, the war rattle of f 
Bge warrior, Brother Barker made deafening 
noiae with. It was aatonlshing what a mass of 
' ammaniiion he had accamnlated upon the aab- 
ject. Bat Mrs. Sorel ceased to wonder when 
he began to refer to the Advocate, lying 
table beside him. It was a very large sheets 
and week after week it had coma to Brother 
Barker, as to almost every family connected 
with the same denomuiation<ia the State, brim- 
ful of nothing else. 

As the preacher proceeded he waxed wanner 
and warmer, londer and loader. Bat when be 
came to the unnatural, unchristian, despotic, 
^malignant, fiendish, diabolical, hellish conduct 
of the North in actually waging war upon the 
South, recounting deed after deed of atrocity 
which he had gathered from the teeming papers, 
he seemed to have forgotten Mrs. Sorel — who sat 
by quietly sewing — altogether ; seemed, in fact, 
even to have forgotten himself, for hia langnage 
was rather that of an intoxicated bally than of a 
minister of the Prince of Peace. Hia sallow cheek 
became livid with passion, hia whole frame 



bled with the violence of his wrath. To Mrs. 

Sorel it was a painful apeclacle, like the raging 

of B thnnder'gust unpleasantly near — physically 

iplcasant, in fact. Even the Colonel and hia 

wife hung their beads, deeply conscious bow lit- 

' > in accordance with the gospel he preached 

us the temper and langnage of their pastor. 

It took Brother Barker little tine to get his 

feelings fairly wrought up when he began, but 

then it took him a still longer time to get them 

down agun. Only when he was exhausted did 

he draw to a close. 

And now, ma'am, knowing all this, is it 

poaaible yon can desire to be associated longer 

" a people? Union 1 Union!" It is 

impoaaible to describe the loathing with wbich 

the speaker proDonnced the hateful word. 

"Mr. Barker," said Mrs. Sorel, very quietly, 

I waa told something the other day in regard 

I yourself. We hear so much that is false these 

days that I took for granted it was not ea" 

Whot was it, ma'am ?" asked the preacher, 
hoarse from bis exertion, but pale and eager. 

told that Dr. Peel made a speech in 
Somerville, in which he said that if he supposed 
the Yankees engaged in this war went to heav' 
en, for his pan he would prefer going to helL 
And it waa said that you clapped your hands, 
with others, in applause. Will you permit me to 
ask you if that is so ?" 

" It is impossible forme, ma'am," replied the 
preacher, "to remember distinctly all I either 
say or do. If I did applaud aucb a sentiment, it 
was because T well know it is impossible tor any 
one engaged in this murderous war upon the 
rights of the Sonth to get to heaven 1" 

"I am free to say," obaervedMra. Sorel, after 
quite a pause, *' that I am conyinced of some 
things by wbat yon have said." 

"Ah I ma'am, I believed you were open to 
conviction— and what.are those?" 

" I think it ia extremely probable," aaid 'Mis. 
Sorel, gravely, "that tboae German soldiers in 
Missouri did break into the dairies and drink all 
the milk ; because our soldiers have done the 
same to my dairy." And Mrs. Sorel looks up 
with a amile. 

" 1 had hoped, ma'am — " began the preacher. 
"Pardon me. Sir," continued Mrs. Sorel. 
"Your remarks have thoroughly convinced me 
of something more to the purpose tbsn Chat I 
have noticed, and you are yonraelf as well aware 
of the fact aa I am — that when one is entirely 
Batisfied of the truth and of tbe moral and re- 



it of a 
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calm. It is to them a something as 
clear and settled as is the existence of God,, and 
I can not imagine a person getting into a passion 
in asserting the existence of Che Almigh^, or 
any other thing in regard to which bis niind is 
entirely made up. Now, if Secession be a thing 
so cerltunly right— a cause approved from Sorip- 
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tnro, and for which the Almighty is so cenAiDlj 
pledged — why aoch feverish excitement 01 
■nbject ? wbj aaab incewont argntnent and w- 
sertion and violence ? If the North ii punning 
a coarse bo horribly wicked why abuse them . 
Why not leave them, with tittle emoUou Bare 
pity, to the certain vengeanM of God ? And 
yet that paper yon hold in yonr hand i» foil, 
iVom week to week, of such terniB as raBcally, 
Koandrellf North 1 viUainoDB, execraUe Gor- 
eroineDt 1 and the like. Before (his thing bqgan 
the editor of that paper, and all of you minis- 
tera — yes, and all Cbriatiaiu — would hara shrank 
with horror from naing, in r^ard to any thing, 
langu^ie which is now the ereryday Bpeech of 
oren ministers in the pnlpil, to Bay nothing of 
Christians in private life. Can it be a holy cause 
which inspires such language? And we, poor 
Union pe(^, why are yon »o exercised in regard 
tons? We ate qniet and sQent i onewooldfop' 
pose yon would have a pity, a contempt even, 
for people so deluded I Why are yon so uneasy 
ahont us ? Yon see no passion in ns, only cool 
conviction. Can we help convictions which are 
as clear to n« aa any conviction can be ? We 
don't inl«rfera with your viewi; why can yon 
not leave ns in peace to onr deltuian 7" 

" Mrs. Sorel," said the minister, more exdled 
by the calmness of the lady than he would have 
beeo by her violence, " I tell you, as a friend, 
the Union people about Somerville had better 
look out. The feelings of the coimtiy are get- 
ting hotter and hotter every day. As sure as 
yon Jive, «very Union man, woman, and child 
will have to leave the country or be hangt We 
are not going to be trifled with, ma'am," and 
there was a dangerous fire in his eyes as bespoke. 
" It's with your church, like people like priest," 
he added, with tntterness. 

"And what has Mr. Arthur done?" asked 
the lady, nitb a smile. 

"He voted against Secession, ma'am, and," 
continued tbe preacber, "bo far from being 
ashamed of it, be has been known to Bay that he 
will always rejoice that he did not slay away 
from (he polls, as many of bis sentiments did, 
but went and cast his vote, at least, against the 
measure." 

"I always wished I could have seen him that 
momin'," said Colonel Jnggins. " I like Mr. 
Arthur, like his preaching — just a word or two 
from me would have fixed it;" and the Colonel 
resumed hb pipe, greatly regretting be had left 
the magical words unspoken. 

A close observer might have detected a slight 
motion at the comers of Mrs. Sorel's month, but 
she said nothing. Tbe training in the art of 
holding the tongue, which Union people at tbe 
South underwent during the revelation, was 
amazing. Alasl the long and severe training, 
too, in all manner of equivocation, deception, 
and dissimulation which many of them submit- 



ted to was one of the demoralinng influence! of 
that most demsralixiog of periods. 

" Never you mind," interposed Mrs. Jnggitu, 
with a wise lo<A from over the sock she ww 
darning — "I know one will fix him, suref 

"And wbo is thatf" asked the Colonel. 
" Neely isn't tbe nan to work on a man like 
Mr. Arthur. A* to that Guy Brooks, he's worse 
Union than tbe parson himself. As to that red- 
headed Ferguson, somebody ought to get hold 
of that fellow I Only the last week or two I 
bailed him aa he was riding by 10 ask the neirs. 
Would yon believe it? he stopped his horse, 
threw one leg over tiie pommel of his saddle, 
and told me a long story of how Washington 
had been taken by Beanr^ard, and how Ian- 
coin had been hnng on a pole — flag.pole it was 
— on the dome of the C^tol, the Washington 
people hurrahing underneath like smoke, and 
all his dying confessions, and snch like. He 
t»ld it all as solemn — you know how dry he 
is — never stirred a muscle I And I was fool 
enough to believe it Next time he saw me 
there in Somerville he came up to me, regretted 
— dry as yon please — what he had told we was 
false I 'We hear so many things eveiy day just 
as probable,' he said." 

" Mrs. Sore! boons wbo I mean," said Mrs. 
Ju^ins, demurely. "Lawmel it'snosecrel — 
~ "lES Ally Bowles. If she isn't sound nidiody 

and if she don't make him toe tbe mark I'm 
ptistaken." 

There is a true Sonlhom worDau for yon 1" 
broke in the preacher, by way of a severe iiit at 

' lie antagonist. "You remember. Colonel, 
and you. Sister Juggins, that day she presented 
the flag la the boys — I offered the prayer, yon 
will remember. Hon straight she stood — as en 
Indian I Her hair down her shonlders, her 
eheeta as red as fire, her eyes sparkling. With 
ber flag in her hand, and all, she reminded me 
of a picture of the Goddess of Liberty I saw 
somewhere Once I Genuine Southern noman 1" 
Bnt they say Mr. Neely — " began Mrs. 

3L 

A Yankee !" interrupted Mrs. Jaggins. 
iaour 1" may come very strong from the lips 
in exasperated .Mnssalman, but it could not 
express more unutterable disgust than "Tan- 
keel" did from the lips which then spoke it. 
To lie like a Yankee" expressed a proficiency 
L the art which Satan himself might envy. 
To run like a Yankee" left the old similes of 
3er and greyhound far behind. " A Yankee '." 
hurled by one boy on tbe play-groond at another 
considered the quintessence of all insult and 
cursing. "Abolitionist" used to be considered 
strong language, bnt " Yankee" was strongerstill 
meant the abolitionist armed and equipped 
n full operation. 

let no one is a more ardent Secessionist," 
said Mrs. Sorel, in her gentle manner. 
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COLOMBL JOaaiNS BEADINQ' the "SOKERVILLE STAB" TO HIS WIFE. 



"Fine looking fellow, too [" pat in tlie Co 

"I don't c&re," per«Bted Mrs. Juggins. " 
don't tiiink Mies Allj could stand & Yankee. 
don't oaro how rancli ihej make-believe Secessio 



I hal« them onlj' that muth more. Let them go 
back where they came from! What I eaj is, 
let them let ue alone ; we don't want to go among 
them Ihnt I know of. However, Ally'd rather 
m.irrj even a Yankee than a Union man any 
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daj. And if she did, therc'i Mtb. Bowlea — it 
woald kill her Btone.deail !" 

*'Wtiy, you are aa piert aa a tree-frog, old 
woman !" eaid her husband, '• It's m 
feel after that Donelaon news." 

In a few moments Mr. Barker bad lefi, care- 
full; and cordially shaking hands with Colonel 
Jaggina and his wife, and scarcely hoaorlog 
Mrs. Sorel with a distant bow as be passed ont. 
Hie sulyect of the war being exhausted with his 
departure, Mrs. Juggins and her husband were 
to' Mrs. Sorel for ibe test of her visit the 
plain, cordial friends as before Secession was 
dreamed of by them. 

But it was in vain, a diiy or two after, that 
the Colonel read aloud to his wife erery word of 
the Somerrille Slar. That Fort Doiwlson had 
fallen, and that Nashville waa threatened, was 
evident. It is Cme the Colonel read several 
limes over, with deep satisfaction, the important 
infurmation derived from the gentleman direct 
from England ; yet even this nerni, new as it 
was and delightfol as it was to the Colonel, pro- 
duced bnC a motnentary relief 

It was a satisfaction, however, to leam, as he 
did from the Somerville Star, that the recent 
disasters were all owing to the most nnexpected 
and abject cowardice of the military leaders — an 
event which could by no possibility ever take 
place again. Besides, the Slar had ascertained 
that the Tennessee and Cumberland rivers were 
both falling so rapidly (hat the capture of the 
Federal gun-boala and transports was a cer- 
tainty. The Slar even gave an estimate of the 
amaunt of provisions and military stores which 
wonld thus fall into the bands of the Con^- 
eracy — "brougbt to us by the Hendish enem; 
just when and where we needed them most." 

Never had the Somerville Star shone more 
clearly than in the passing darkness of the hour. 
"Mark our words," said the Star, "if any of 
our readers fall in with any one who entertains 
a donbt, or the shadow of a doubt, of oar suc- 
cess in this glorious struggle for all man bolds 
dear, that doubter is a traitor; yes, a tbaitob 
to his country, and should be dealt uitih ai sucA /" 



CHAPTER T. 
Orcb in his life the Rev. Edward Arthur had 
a raisTortnne t«fall him which was really one 
among the most fortunate circumstances be ever 
experienced. If it will make this seeming para- 
dox any plainer, let us say instead, the gentle- 
mati in question stumbled over an obstacle at 
the outset of his ministerial path, hut so stum- 
bled as from that moment to walk that path, 
when it had become a thousand times more dif- 
ficuU and dangerous, with a. step linn and snre. 
where multitudes fell never agnin to rise. 



This most fortunate misfortane, tbis most bene- 
ficial blunder, happened on this wise ; 

Some tour or five years before Secession was 
ever regarded as a possibility outside the State 
lines of South Carolina, a great political move- 
ment took place throughout the United States — 
a movement as sodden, as unexpected, and, it 
may be added, as much underground, too, as 
an eartliqaake. At first there floated a vague 
rumor, eddying about the street comers of Som- 
erville, of something new and remarkable in 
the political worid. To the people of Sotner- 
villo it was, bowever, a somethmg so little un- 
derstood, and so very far away, that no one felt 
or expressed much interest in the matter. 

The matter, however, which at first was only 
hinted at in the papers with a scornful item here 
and there, began to be more fully and frequent- 
ly and respectfully alladed to. Kach successive 
paper contained news of sudden and amazing 
victories obtained by the new party in city elec- 
tions here and there. The excitement rose rap- 
idly. Overwhelming majorities for the new or- 
ganizBiion swept away whole States at once. 
The Whig and Democratic leaders ceased from 
their mutual strife in amazement; not more 
astounded were the white-haired old generals 
of Europe when the youthful Napoleon rushed 
with victorious hosts over their obsolete tactics 
and old-faabioned battalions. The one thonghi 
with these leaders was how to tsbe possession 
of the new party, so as therewith to defeat eacli 
his ancient enemy. Bnt while Whig and Dem- 
Tat thus schemed and planned the new move- 
ent swept them, for the time, both adde from 
1 onward conrse. 

Somerville was very far from being at the first 
of things; hut even Somerville became finally 
and deeply interested in this new thing under 
In vain, at the outset of the matter, 
did it look to the Somerville Slar for light ttxd 
gnidance. For n time Lamnm held^hoth bis 
tongue and his pen. Lamum was taken com- 
pletely unaware, and was waiting to see. Weeks 
rolled by, friends and enemies alike waiting for 
the Delphic syllable from the lips of the re- 
nowned editor — friends wailing, afraid to step 
sve after him who had so often led them on to 
ictory, doubiy afraid to place themselves in pos- 
ible anugonism to tbat trenchant pen ; enemies 
'Biting for fear of committing themselves to an 
organization until Lamum was pledged against 
then, and not till then, could they be certain 
the organization was a thing right and good. 
At lost Lamum spoke. A thunder-peal was 
It more distinct, a lightning flash not more di- 
et and destructive. The new movement was 
wrong, unprincipled, detestable in every point. 
Those who bnd gone into it were deluded fools 
designing knaves, From that moment Lam- 
1 turned his artillery steadily and terribly upon 
the new parij. It was enough. In a few days 
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his followers had all abandoned and denonnced 
it, liiB enemies bad to a. man oniied ihemselveB 
to, and henceforth defended, it. 

Lainnm never hinted an explanation of his 
coarse in those daj^ bat it wan readil; under- 
stood afterward. From his earliest politieal life 
the dissolntion of the Union had been to him 
what it is said the conquest of Constantinople is 
U the Russian GoTemmenl — the grand object 
and (Mi of exiiteoce. If Lamnm paused when 
the new party first rase into notice, it was only 
ut Bscertnin whether that part; could in any nay 
hasten the destruction of the Union; could by 
any possibility be so wrought by main force m 
to be a new and effective engine to that glorions 
end. Had Lnnium only been eatis£ed on this 
point he would have gone into it with all his — 
we will not say toal, the word does not apply to 
the gentleman — let us say intetlecL 

It was soon sufficiently clear to him that the 
new party was not available to this end ; nay, it 
might even switch off Che puUic mind upon a 
new track! Lamuniwasdownnponit. Shrewd 
politician, men said afterward. Itanium had op- 
posed and denounced Know Nothingism in the 
very moment it seemed certainly rictorious orer 
all opposiliou. Its sudden and nniverea] un. 
popularity left Lamnm amazingly in Ihe ascend- 
ant. His influence was increased beyond com- 
putation. Tet all the shrewdness of the man, 
all the force, influence, success of Lamom rose 
solely from his having given himself np wholly 
to one idea. " The destruction of (his accursed 
Union" — that was the ihonght, the passion, the 
end and aim of his life. He had cherished it 
years before he had dared whisper it even to his 
most intimate friend. He had attended years 
ago the Naahville Convention to plan toward 
this end, when almost universal contempt at- 
tended the step. Patiently, hopefully, unweary- 
ingly had be toiled io this one direction. What 
amazing force it gives a man, the abandoning 
one's self to one purpose in life I 

Had Europe known, had this continent known, 
how completely the destraction of the Union had 
been for long years the one fixed purpose in life 
oT a few able men at the Sooth, pledged heart 
and mind to this thing, Europe and this conti- 
nent would have been less amazed at the at- 
tempt when it was made. 

"Be at my office — can jouf — this afternoon 
at fbnr," said Gay Brooks one morning to Mr. 
Arthur at the rise of the great Enow Nothing 
movement of which we have spoken. As he 
said this the lawyer — for Guy Brooks was a 
lawyer — had an aspect of meaning and mys- 
ter; ; and the expresaion thereof did not suit 
him either. A face franker and more open you 
might have searched even his native EenCncky 

"I can be at your office then," replied his 
pastor) "balwhat for?" Not (hat Mr. Arthur 



needed to be informed ; hia friend's myatwione 
manner bad already informed him. 

" Tou come down and see, " replied fe lawyer. 

The young minister looked for a moment in- 
qniringly, even doubtfully, at his friend, who 
had turned away to search for really nothing" 
whatever among the pigeon-btdes of his desk.. 
After a minute's silence Mr. Arthur shut and 
locked the door and laid his hat upon the table. 

" I suppose I know what yon are speaking of,'' 
he said, ' > and I want a word or two of conver- 
sation with jau JDSt now and upon that subject." 

The lawyer took his seal, though it was evi- 
dent be had much rather have waived the whole 

"Mr. Brookj^" said the yonng minister, ";ou 
already know how I am situated — young, inex- 
perienced, aiming to eflbct good here in Somer- 
ville, if it please God. I am resolved to be no- 
thing else in this world and in this town than a 
preacher of the Gospel. Do you think it will 
be right in Toe to go into this new movement ? 
Tell me frankly as a friend, as an officer of our 
church." 

Yes, I do," replied the lawyer. It was not 
nuch in a positive as in a dogged manner 
that he said this. What ungular creations we 
Sitting there by that table those two 
men knew perfectly well, each and both of them, 
that they ought to have nothing whatever to do 
with the new party. Guy Brooks, burly, open- 
hearted, open-handed, frank-spoken man that 
. the centre of his heart, knew with 
absolute-certainty that he onght to go into no 
organization whatever with wbofe whole plan 
id pnrpose he was not thoroughly acquainted. 
His pastor, too, knew, just as well, that, as a 
inisler of the Gospel, he most aesnredly had no 
isinesa in any such afl'air whatever. If you 
had asked him, "Would au Apostle havo en- 
colled himself a member of any such party —of 
ij party at all?" the "Ko, Sir!'" would have 
sprung spontaneonslj to his lips. " Would Whit- 
field, Wesley, Heber, Henry Martyn, any true 
minister of the Gospel, go into such a thing?" 
No, Sir I no !" would have been the instant 
reply. From the iirst something within him 
had kept up a perpetual No 1 at the very possi- 
bility of his becoming an initiate in (he mysteri- 
ous Order. And ye( both he and his friend per- 
sisted, none the less, in doing what all the time 
they knew well they ought to have carefully 
ided. Snch is this perverse nature of ours. 
I voice within, certainly in the case of a 
istian, may be as still and small as that 
ch spake to Elijah at Ehgedi, bnt it is per- 
fectly distinct, and is the voice of God. IVim 
the greatest to the smallest thing in life, no, man 
bat does err, not that this voice baa not 
spoken, but that, having spoken within him, he 
ill not heed it. 
The mischief is, that the young minister put 
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the keeping of hiroseir in the muter out of hie 
own handa into that of his friend- Almoit femi- 
nine in his tmst where ha loved, it was his na- 
ture, then, to take a positive pleasnre in looking 
to and reljing apon others — at least in the waj 
of advice about things better known to them than 
to himself. It was an amiftble weakness, and a 
poutive weakness if it was amiable. On the 
whole, after a man has become a man, if be 
Uvea in friendship with God, then to that man 
God within bim U guide enoagh. Infinitely bet- 
ter be advinng with Him in his Word, His Provi- 
dence, and in prayer, than be mnning hither 
and thither in search of advice and direction 
from this one and that, who is himself a safe 
counselor onJy as he himself is counseled in the 
matter of God. Better live in one's owo fbllon- 
ship with the Almightjl With Christ on hia 
own bark let eveij man hold the helm of bim- 
self with hia own hand I Entirely too miich do 
we depend upon and are we governed by each 



?i 



And so, that afternoon, was our youthful di- 
vine introduced, with a sense of shame and 
wrong;.Joing, into a miserable back-room of nn 
old office, and there initialed into the mystic 
hand. It so happened thit by his side, during 
the process, stood Brother Barker. Profoundly 
impressed was pale, lean, lank-hairod Brother 
Barker with the ceremony. His peculiar, heavy- 
lidded eyes drooped not enough over his pupils, 



but 70a could see the awe, the wonder, the in- 
tensity of his faith in the whole matter. 

"Brother Barker," said the young minister, 
half aloud to his companion, about the middle 
of the initiation.. 

"Well, Brother Arthur, " replied he, but giv- 
ing all his attention to the ceremony. 

"One thing I feel satisfied of. This"— and 
Mr. Arthur finished the sentence aloud — "is no 
place for either yon or me I" And there was 
not a man there but knew the same, at least of 
the two ministers. But Brother Barker vrant 
into it, nevertheless ! From that day none 
more zealous than he in the cause. No man in 
all the region organized, and, in every way, ad- 
vocated the new party so efficiently and unwea- 
ryingly. " Brother Barker throws his whole 
heart into whatever He goes into, yoa'd better 
believe,'' had always been the remark among 
his friends of him. 

"We ought — at leasts oi one thing I am cer- 
tain, / ought never to have come here," said 
Mr. Arthur to Guy Brooks, as tbey walked away. 

"Oh, I don't know 1" replied his friend. Only 
he <lid know. 

"Yon will act as yon please," continued Mr. 
Arthur ; "but I am done with the thing from 

And yet not six weeks had passed when Gay 
Brooks recognized, and with regret, his pastor 
seated among the members of the Order at a 
special meeting for the purpose of nominating, 
which was the same as actually electing — (be 
majority of voters in the place being members 
of tlie Order— certain county officers. The fact 
is, the young minister had been informed that 
Guy Brooks was that night to be pnt forward for 
an important office. The rots would be a very 
close one, it was urged upon him. " Attend for 
this once, your vote may elect him. Surely you 
will do that mnch for your friend 1" And so 
again did he pass out of his own hands into that 
of others! Yet Brooks was not elected at last. 
The only vote cast for him was that of the min- 
ister, some sudden arrangement having been en- 
tered into just as the Order met, by which another 
men was substituted. 

This was the first, and it was the last identifi- 
cation of Mr. Arthur by himsetf as a politician. 
In the sudden and overwhelming unpopularity 
of the Order which speedily followed, it so hap- 
pened that no one was more thoroughly abused 
as having been a member of it than was he. 
Very hitter it was to the sensitive yonng man, 
the essence of the bitterness being that his own 
conscience joined its voice to those of his foea. 
Many a night did he lie awake utterly miserable, 
" That I should have erred so, I who so keenly 
feel the peculiar sanctity of the calling to which 
I have given myself. The severest of my ene- 
mies reproach me not half so bitterly as I do 
myself. But why shonid / be so singled out for 
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repronch wbeaereiymiiiisierof everrdenoTnin- 1 
alion in tills whole region waa also a member — ' 
all of them — active membeni! I opposed it in 
my very initiation, attended bat once, and (hat 
for the Bake of Frieniisbip, and jet 1 am bo held 
up 1 Wtj ihoald it be Bof" 

Why it was all go ordered he nnderatood per- 
fectly nell not until yeara afterward. When 
Sec^on became the rage lie was the bnraed 
cbild that dreaded the Hre. His experience 
during thefnror of Know Nothingism bad braod- 
cd into him aeveral wholesome trnths. He 
leuned that a great political movement might 
swiftly rise and as sniftly cease. He learned 

ber its millions of adherents, and at another aft- 






e left SI 



He learned that vast multitudes might, during 
a period, be roused to enthusiasn) upon a cer- 
tain point, professing the most thorongb con- 
viction, the most ardent afieclion, the most ad- 
amantine resolve in regard to that point, and 
yet In a very short time afterward that entbnsi- 
nsm have utterly cooled ont, that conviction ot- 
terly gone, that affection changed into as eirong 
aversion, Ihatiesolro reveiBed to work exactly 
the other way. 

Eia experience &om Know Nothingism left 
bim, and thousands like bim, thoroughly pre- 
pared to resist the far more eventful Secession 
storm when it^ in its terrible turn, raged over 
the South — resist it^ al least, from sweeping 
them at) Iota aside. To that first experience 
did this eon of Levi, at least, owe it (hat, from 
the outset to the end of SeccEBion, be clung bat 
the more devotedly and exclusively to hie one 
bastnesB in life aa a Gospel minister. And the 
wondrous dealing of Providence thns with him 
to this end awoke within bim ibe sincerest faith 
and love ever thereafter in that Providence. 

It was very eaiiy one morning, soon after the 
electioD of Xjncoln was looked npon as a settled 
thing, that Ony Biooks entered the stndy of his 
pastor. That stody was a Utile room in the 
rear of the chnrcb, amasingly convenient to the 
lawjer on his way between his house and his 
office down town. The lawyer had a half-con- 
cealed expression of anxiety as he entered the 
room, took bis seat, unfolded a huge poster, 
spread it oot npon the table before his friend, 
and leaned back in his chair with a "There! 
what do yon think of that ?" 

As tho minister read the flaming capitals the 
lawyer studied his conntenaoce. It was 
countenance of a poet as well as a preach< 
oval brown eyes, clustering brown hair, quiet 
lips, almost too full to be so firm ; an expression 
of tbooght, BafTering, patience, and that alto- 
gether indescribable separatedness of the man 
from other men which characterizes the counte- 
nance of bim who habitually looks within him- 
self and above himself. 



Then was a marked disdmilari^ and as 
ar£ed a similarity between these two friendB. 
The lawyer was of an nnusaally large frame— ^he 
igular characteristic of Eentocky — statnre fit 
fur those who man that ontpoet and bulwark of 
freedom, while the minister was but of medium 
size. The lawyer was angular, and somewhat 
awkward and cntnbrons, while bis friend was 
■everae. The brown face of the law- 
yer would have been homely were it not for the 
frank and good-humored expression which per- 
vaded it, while peace and thought gave to the 
face of the minister that which elevated and re- 
fined a countenance already prepossessing. 
Even had the two men not been thrown to- 
ither as minister and officer of a young and 
struggling church, in a new community having 
bat little sympathy with religion, they would 
have been drawn together by an instinctive af- 
finity. Genuine piety and heart-felt sincerity in 
both, the dependence of the lawyer upon the 
minister as his spiritual guide, and of the min- 
npon the lawyer as his counselor in mat- 
of the world — these ties bound the two 
closely tt^ether. The lawyer found singular 
freshness and genlleness and elevation of senti- 
biB friend in comparison with iho rough 
and practical world in which he was struggling ; 
linistcr tamed with pleasure from his 
books and his own abstractions to the healthfnl, 
matter-of-fact, free-spoken lawyer. Not iu vain, 
either, had they, side by side, learned the same 
lesson during the ri^ng of Enow Nothingism, 
and of all that followed upon its heels. 

''Yes, bat what do you think of it?" asked 
■■ lawyer, as his companion read the poster 
through, then, withoot a word, folded it up and 
returned it lo its owner. 

Nothing at all. But where did yon get it ?" 
was the reply. 

Tore it down from beside the door of the 
PoBt-officc,"sBid the Kentuckian, with emphasis. 
s hardly worth your while," said his 
i; "you sorely attach no importance 
to any effort of the sort." 

"Yon are miBtaken, Sir; terribly mistaken. 
Listen how it sounds!" continued the lawyer, 
he opened the peeler as he stood, and read 
a powerful and eameat voice. 
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"Well, and what of all that !" asked the n 
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"THEttEI WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THATr 



ister, peifoctlj cool beside the exciienient of hig 
companion. 

"What of all Ibal?" replied hig companion. 
" Ik it possible ;on do not knoir what is to fol- 
low? Do joa not know that South Carolian has 



sireadj seceded ? That Mississippi has probablj 
followed? Tbat ibe etorm is just rising which 
is to sweep over all the Soutbcrn Slates? What 
of tbat? It means that our State, loo, is to be 
hurled into the m 
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"Bj whom?" The minister patienl with his 
miitaken friend. 

"By the leaders of this meeting this after- 

"And who are they? Look at it, man. 
Lamum, Brst and foremost; Colonel Roberts; 
Jadge Jones, who owes his late election to Lam- 
um ; Colonal Juggin* "iH "tl* i", too, from the 
coDntry; Dr. Gintlis; Alf Pike; Dick Sim- 
mons; Bob Withers; and the like. There may 
be others, bat only as spectators, like jourseif, 
Mr. Ellis, and Fergiison." 

"Yon seem to take it for granted that I am 
not eoinj; into the thing," said the lawyer, com- 
posing his face. 

"May God forbid t" cjacnlated rhe minister, 
fervently, and eomewhaC anxiously. 

"Be has forbidden, he -does forbid ! Bat yoa 
do not estimate the thing right. Perhaps only 
a dozen or two of the professional politicians 
will meet there really determined to act. Lam- 
um will bo called to the Chair. Brother Bar- 
ker, by previous arrangement, will open the 
g with prayer, ' 



"Neve 



d them 



It shows how liitlH you know, shnt up here 
among your hoots. Brother Barker will open 
with a long and fervent prayer. His whole de- 
nomination at the Sonth wilt identify itself, has 
identified itself with the movement. The stron- 
gest kind of resolutions have ireen written oat by 
Lamum weeks ago, and wili bo introduced and 
passed. Not a hundredth part of Somerville will 
sympathize in Ihe thing — the community. aa a 
communis will heartily disapprove of the thing — 
vet Lamum will publish a blaiing account in his 
paper, and represent the proceedings as the unan- 
imona and eothnsiasttc expression of the whole 
county. Meanwhile, by letters and visits lo all 
parts of the State, made weeks ago, months ago, 
similar meetings will ba got up by similar poli- 
ticians over the whole State ; an enthusiasm will 
be kindled, will rage with fury over the Slate. 
Then a Convention will be held. Secession will 
be consunnnated, and then — Ood only knows 
what!'* 

"But the Governor — " began the minister. 

"By — by nothing at all 1" burst ont the. law- 
yer, deeply excited, "Whst a splendid oppor- 
tunity for immortal fame that nan has I Ob, 
if I could bat be in his place to-dayl" 

"And what would yon do? could you do?" 

"Do? I would run np the flagofmy coun- 
try, rally aronndit by proclamation every trae 
man in the State, and defy the devil of Dis- 
union and all his Infernal woi^sl I tell you. 
Sir, three4'onrths of the voters of the State would 
stand by me to the death. Lamum and his 
clique over the entire South — the politKiaai — 
are utterly distinct from the people in this whole 
matter. The politicians have a loug-cheriihed 
hatred against the North baming in their bo- 



soms; they want plnnder and power. The peo- 
ple are busy with their crops and their families ; { 
they want only their rights and peacs. Tet it 
one month— in two weeks from this hoar, the 
people will have passed helpless into the hands 
of the politicians. And while this golden, i 
oos moment is passing away never to return, 
there they sit at the capital of the State 
Governor and the heads of departments, bewail- 
ing anil deprecating and dreading the awful 
ruin they have at least sense enough to tnc 
coming npon the Slate. Uawilliug to shed J 
blood 1 Imbeciles! Infatuated old women 1 As | 
if Che cause of Right and Liberty nnd Law, s 
all we hold dear as American freemen, is i 
Ihe one cause to strike for, if need be to. die for. 
Shed blood ! As if ihal should paralyze ns i 
this last moment. Only run up the flag pf oi 
country, rally aronnd it the true men of the/ 
Slate, Erresl every traitor; only a firm front! 
and a bold hand for this next golden mnnth,\ 
and the State is saved forever, just as old Ken 
tucky will be!" And the lawyer walked the 
floor in excess of impatience. . 

"Bat the Governor?" insisted the minista. 

" Understands the whole evil as well at any 
man; would do what is right; but — b^t — " 

"Is too old," supplied the minister, in sor- 

The lawyer's head snn^ gloomily, upon his 

" Yon draw a terrible picture," said tlie ypung 
minister, after a long silence; "yet I do not 
feel at all dismayed. I have no certain faith in 
any human nrm or brain. But I do feel a full 
and quiet faith in God,. You believe in him as 
well as I. You know perfectly well that he or- . 
deis all hearts, all minds, all events in infinite 
wisdom and love. This is a great Cbria^n na- 
tion, has been founded as such. Ever since its 
pecnliarly religions foundation was laid it praj- 
era and tears by the holiest men then alivo on 
earth, it, has been a nation trained to piety. 
Think of Ihe numerous and powerfn) denomin- 
iB ; think of the great benevolent aseocia- 
fortheadvancementof Christianity at home 
and abroad, and of their millions of income. 
Why, Sir.'this is a Chriatian land! I can not 
moment believe it is to be given up to dis- 
ruption and ruin. I woald as soon expect the 

Go ont 7" asked the lawyer. "Well, and 

r sun shall be tarried into sackcloth' — I don't 
remember the re«t of the passage-^' the moon 

blood.' "■ 

Oh, that refcra to the latter days," said his 
companion, with a smile of superior theological 
information. 

I myself can not think, can not bring my- 
self to believe in the raging of a civil war in this 
D—lhii nation. It seems preposterons," 
said ^e lawyer, as if reasoning with himself. 
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The minister langhod ontrighl. "I did not 
dream yon were ever tronbled with such mor- 
bid nolions, Mr, Brooks. Beall; Lunnm fright- 
ens yon ftllogether too ninch. Do you think 
that such men as Lamnm, and tha class whom 
he repreaents, are to be compared with the vast 
body of sober, sensible. Christian men who mate 
np ihia great country ? Or, if that ia not strong 
enough," said the minister, with a pitying smile, 
" do you imagine that a, million of Lamums are 
too powerful for the Almighty? For ray part, 
the more I think of it the mora composed I feel. 
War? Nonsense I" 

"God often uses had men to accomplish his 
greatest purposes," laid the lawyer. "A 
our Christianity, we may turn out to be ni 
Chiistian a people as we have fancied outselTes 
to be. And who knows," he added, looking 
his friend in a way which bolti puzzled and 
awoke vague pain in his bosom, *^bnt that the 
Almighty has a special controveray with ns 
people — a ipecial controveray? If He has, jou 
depend on it no amount of Christianity, nor of 
national fasting and prayer on our part, will ar- 
rest His hand until that one matter he settled. 
We will lee very soon. No matter about that 
just yet. The power of the bad men, the palsy 
of the good men just nowl I declare it does 
look like the hand of the Almighty, though. 
However! It is the ruin of my native South, 
and by the rash hnndi of the Sonth itself, that I 
fear. However, I am glad to lind we think and 
feel alike in this matter. I vas sure we would. 
"Hme for me to go to my oBice. Good-morning." 
And the visitor was gone only to look back 
again the nejtt moment. 

"I am afraid I know somebody with whom 
you will not be able to agree in regard to Seces- 
sion," he said, significantly. 

"And who may that be?" asked the minister, 
feeling his face suddenly bam as he spoke. 

"Not the least nse to inform you," said the 
lawyer with a smile, and closing the door after 
him. 



CHAPTER Vr. 
It may tend to lower the Rev. Edward Arthur 

in the eyes of the readers of these pages; bat 
none the less must it be stated that, although a 
minister, he was none the leu also a man. Not 
an ethereal being, not an ideal of all excellence, 
but, from head to foot, a human being like the 
rest of us. Perhaps the intensest human part 
ahont him was his heart. His capacity for lov- 
ing, his proclivity for lovinf;, his unweariedness 
in loving from his earliest recollection upward 
was wonderful. 

Of course it is painful to make the statement, 
yet it mast be said that, from the day when just 
three years old, he was detected in the act of 



kissing behind a parlor rocking-chnir a young 
lady-visitor of some six months or so less ex- 
perience of life, onward he had never ceased to 
love. His own relatives, of course ; bat, in ad- 
dition to these, all the little flaxen-haired com- 
panions of bis childhood — there always being 
for the day some special queen of his heart in 
virtue of hair specially fiaxen, eyes particularly 
black or blue, cheeks uncommonly rosy, and fair, 
and dimpled, dress remarkably beantiful, or, 
what was even more to the purpose, the being 
specially associated with him for the time of the 
little Cleopatra of the hour. Up to the very day 
of leaving for college he had not learned (o mas- 
ter such nonsense. 

With the development of lungs and brains and 
all the rest th^ heart had persisted in growing 
also. Not that, when he rolled away, jngtwx- 
teen years old, in the stage from his father's door, 
he had as yet met exactly with his ideal. None 
the less did he bear away with him the image in 
his heart, the lock of her hair being in his Bible 
in his trunk, of the last, in the quick soccession 
of the queens of his childhood ; not so much be- 
cause he loved Aer, as from the pleasure it was 
to him, the absolute necessity it was to him to 
love somebody. 

His fouryears' course in college vrna s endden 

aside Venus with perfect soccess during those 
funr college years. Heart had to content lleelf 
with merely keeping up the circulation while the 
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br&in WBB being developed. VaBtl; better woold i 
it have been could the two hare sbared the man 
more eqiuill3rbetnieen them — not so cold and hard I 
would those foar jeara have been. Languages, 
philoBophj, mathemalicB ; mathematics, phi Iobo- 
pby, langnageB all the session through, the im- , 
pnUe thereof bore him, liko a locomotive over a 
break in the track, over the gap of each vacation 
witli a jar scarce perceptible. That day Edward 
Arthur graduated he could have laid bis band 
upon the folds of the silk gown which covered 
■lis bosom and have trutlifuUj declared his heart 
10 have been, during the previous four years, 
nholly free from thought of woman. And as he 
descended the steps of the platfonn after Com- 
mencement, he could hnve safely declared that, 
leaving more sacred things aside dearer to him 
than the entire sex, from Ere down, was the 
honor he had obtained from Alma Mater, most 
revered and beloved of all her sex. 

Altogether too short was the period vrbich fol- 
lowed to think npon any thing but [he immedi- 
ate Past and the immediate Future. Bright 
and early that September morning following his 
graduaiion did he present himself in the chapel 
of the Ttieological Seminary to be matriculated ; 
no man more free from every thing else in the 
world to devote htmaelf to his studies for the 
ministry. And into it be plunged : Church 
History; Theology polemic, didactic, patristic, 
exegetic ; the preparation and delivery of ser- 
mons; Bebrew; Chaldaic; Syriac; German. 
Grudgingly was the morning and evening walk 
granted to the muscles; only because it was a 
necessary nuisance was the stomach supplied 
with (he regnlation food at the regulation hours 
in the regulation refectoiy — it was the brain 
mnit be exercised, the brain mnst be fed. No 
wonder if, like tbe right arm of the blacbsmiih, 
it was developed beyond the rest of the body, oat 
' of proportion to tbe rest of the body. True, the 
heart was allowed free play in regard to things 
ipirituaJ and divine, even stimulated and ever- 
more prompted to this. 

And, perhaps, it was wdl .t^at tnch things 
should thus by years preoccupy the heart ; ob- 
tain &om long habit, the de^seated, uniform 
custom of the heart, before its doors were opened 
to all the world. Tet, if its affection for all else 
could only be kept duly subordinate, the very 
exercising the heart in the love of all hnman 
things woold fit it for the more vigorous loving 
of things superior to these ; even as the eye and 
tbe hand, qnick to see and prompt to gather 
every little flower flourishing by the way-side, 
is but trained thereby for the prizing and the 
gathering tbe more eagerly of all diamonds and 
precious stones, too, which may sparkle along 
the road-side of life. Is it altogether fanciful 
to remember here that, though the heart beat in 
the breast with bat one throb, it yet has within 
itself two separate and distinct sets of organs, 



an auricle and ventricle on the left side there- 
of, and an auricle and ventricle on the right side 
thereof? Thou shalt love God, and thou shalt 
love men, is the divine command. Only ns we 
love either perfectly do we love both perfectly. 
Only as we love both as we shoold, do we, ai 
we should, love either ; only when both sides of 
the heart are whole, and keep the mystic time 
toeachotber, does tbe entire heart throb aright! 
"He that lovetb not his brother whom be hath 
seen, how can he love God whom be bath not 
seen ? And this commandment have we from 
him. That he who lovcth God love his brother 

One thing is perfectly certain, if ever there 
was a man prepared to love, prepared to love 
any thing and every thing which could be loved, 
that man was the Bev. Edward Arthur when 
be found himself, college and seminary passed 
through, pastor of the church in Somerville. 
Ne^ected, forgotten, the heart of tbe man was 
to assort itsclf^was to make up for the long- 
endured tyranny of the brain. 

Let me pause a, moment here. I have some- 
thing Co say which may greatly weaken the read- 
er's estimalion of tbe Bev. Edward Anhnr. 
Shall I say it exactly as it was? Or shall I 
not rather carefully conceal the fact, so that the 
yonng minister may be that much the greater 
and stranger individual in the eyes of those wbo 
read these pages ? Hesitate a* I may to say it, 
ashamed as I may be to announce the fact, 
deeply conscions, as of course I am, of the dam- 
age it^will do our hero from this instant to the 
end of his history, I must none the less say, be- 
cause I ran not possibly avoid it and be at all 
coherent in my narrative, that the Kev. Edward 
Arthur during the very first day of bis arrival 
in Somerville fell in love I Pardon him, dear 
reader, he could not possibly help it; at least 
he did not help it. PsJdon him, indulgent read, 
er, for it was a love which, however hastily kin- 
dled, never ceased to bum thereafter with but 
stronger and brighter and purer flame. 

The way of it was this : When Guy Brocks, 
Esq., years before Secession, bad written to the 
young theologian to come to Somerville and or- 
ganize a church in that new bat promiung town, 
and bad.i«ce.ivcd a promise of doing so in reply, 
he forthwith began, in a terrible hurry, to look 
around among the families of Somerville for some 
suitable home^for the new minister. It onght 
to he among the members of the contemplated 
church, lo begin with. Next, in which of these 
families should it be ? 

He himself was then a widower and boarded 
at the lime at the hotel, and the hotel was no 
place for a preacher; half an honr in the bar- 
room or any where else about the house was suf- 
ficient to dishearten one of hts celling through 
all the avenues of smelling, Iasti£g, seeing,' and 
bearing. Mr. Ferguson, die Scotchman, ofiered 
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to ebare hia bachelor home with the 
cBpeciall; as he waa io be aiaa a member of the 
uhnrch to be organised. Gny Brooks thanked 
liim but declined. A most aobstantiall; and in- 
flexibly good man was Ferguson, like all Scotch- 
men who are not utter reprobates ; but, like er- 
try other ScotchmaD, reprobate or not, Fergu- 
son was aet in hia way, notionate to the last de- 
gree. And cross, too j no tropical Ibunder-gust 
more enddenlj, unexpectedly, and violently so. 
Upon Mr. Ferguson Gny Brooks counted confi- 
dently OS upon a very oaken beam in the pro- 
posed charch organizaliDn, but, as a host of the 
])aslor thereof? Ho. The lawyer did 
tain the idea ouo instant. Suppose the gueat 
Bhoald derange, should injnre, ahould lose 
HnmbST from Mr. Ferguaon's collection ? The 
very possibility of each a catastrophe, with all i 
diaruptive effects upon the proposed cburch, wi 
sufficient to settle the matter. No one can dislike 
to pause more than the writer. The collection of 
Mr. Ferguson bas been unintentionally alluded 
to. But now that it has been mentioned, it n 
be explained before we can proceed. 

In Mr. Ferguson's bosom existed the ineli 
of collection. It is an instinct. Look at 
magjua. We all know what a passion it has 
stealing and secreting bits of raw cotlon, shrcda 
of rags, fragments of pottery, articles of jeweliy, 
and the like. There is a story afloat in works 
on Natural History of another bird — a species 
of hawk — which has iti9 nest in 
thorny tree, and which impales upon these thorns 
alt manner of grasshoppers, loi 
nil sorts, as well as the smaller birds. Toward 
the decline of iia daya this winged virtuoso has 
collected aperfectmoseum of natural curiosities, 
and lives and dies in ita overshadowed nest, in 
the centre thereof, in scientific and serene con- 
tent However true this may be, we are certain 
of the instinct in the case of the magpie. And 
it is the same instinct which is seen in the col- 
lector of autograpbs, peculiar snuff-boxes, fan- 
tastic pipes, singular walking-sticks, rare editions 
of old books, and the like. Very strong was the 
instinct in the case of Mr. Ferguson. A Scotch- 
man should have been more sensible ; but in an 
old bachelor the object of his collection was pre- 
postcrOQE — be had collected into a body every 
treatise on the subject of Infant Baptism he had 
over heard or read of. It may have begun bis 
making the collection, quietly and innocently 
enough, but it had grown inco a paseioa — a ma- 

The walla of a certain room in his house were 
devoted exclnaively to ihese treatises. Books in 
folio, quarto, octavo, duodecimo, were there ; thick 
books end thin books, and in every possible style 
of binding. Pamphlets, too, of all ahapes, sizes, 
and, ages npon the subject. Files of all euch 
newspapers also na contained articles upon the 
subject, and tbowhole collection patched, pasted, 



annotated, in every stage of wear and discolor- 
ation. Then there were bound volumes of let- 
ters he had evoked from reverend and irreverent 
sources, in all degrees of angry pro and recrimin- 
ating con. A bulky scrap-book or two contained 
eveiy flying anecdote, paragraph, item, cut right 
and left, from every paper which he had ever 
come upon bearing upon the one theme. One 
stood amazed to behold how moch had been said 
upon the subject in the world, and turned away 
Bghaat at the remembrance that, even yet, the 
question reninined as unsettled as ever. The 
plain fact is, Mr. Fei^nson took hardly the slight- 
est interest in the subject discussed itself — it was 
in his collection npon the subject tbot bis inter- 
mil.j. 

"No, and it would sicken htm, too, for life 
of the whole subject 1" laughed Guy Brooks to 
himself, as, after declining Mr. Ferguson's offer 
luse for the expected minister. 
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"He shall know of ray collection none the 
less. And surely no room in Sonierrille could 
he so appropriate for a minister aa jnst that 
room," said Mr. Ferguson, as he purled from 
the lawyer. In something of a huff, too; only 
he knew that no amount of huff on his part 
conld provoke any thing but amusement and 
good-nature on the part of the frank and open- 
hearted lawyer- 
There was Dr. Warner, also. He, too, was to 
bo a member of the chnrcb. There was not a 
pleasanter houae in Somorville than his, nor a 
better spread table. 

" Ho can have my office in the ft'ont-yard," 
said Dr. Warner, after having previously re- 
ceived hia wife'a views upon the subject. 

A nice office it was, too, as Guy Brooks knew, 
for it was therein, in retreat from his wife, that 
the Doctor entertained his gentlemen friends. 
On the shelves therein were the Doctor's rows 
of bottles and papers of herbs. Therein also was 
hia mahogany case of surgical instruments. The 
wooden apparatus, loo, was in the corner, with 
its complicated straps, in which Bub and 'Ria 
had more than once imprisoned Amos when 
suffering, in imagination, with the fracture of 
!verj bone in hia body in consequence of a fall 
from the top of the stable. In the book-case were 
the Doctor's medical books, especially his large 
lud intensely- colored Surgical Atlas, of the inside 
of which he was BO careful Bub shonld know no- 
thing, and yet whoso every plate had been often 
thoroughly sladicd by Bub in the aK 
sences of hia father, assisted by Amos, with "Rla 
carefully locked out. Therein, also, was the good 
Doctor's collection, in glass jars and alcohol, of 
m, bits of lungs and brains, amputated 
fingers and toes, embryos, and the like delica- 
cies, as had come in his way in the course of his 
profesaion. And there, also, waa a full-length 
skeleton in its comer. 
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"llie first tbing lie «iU see in the morning, 
the last his eyes will close upon M night — have 
an imprcssiTO inflnence npon hU tneditationa, " 
said the Doclor, in cotnmeniiing the room foi 
the expected arrival. 

Bat no. There is a certain smell sboat that 
room, considered the lawyer with himself. Be- 
sides — and the idea stmck the lawyer with con- 
siderable force — deprive the Doctor of that re- 
treat from bis wife? It wonld be a base impo- 
sition on bis chsj good-natare. And then, ber 
UtDgue I Pbew I— DO ! 

There was Colonel Roberts also. !Fine, com- 
modious boDse ; Mrs. Roberts an excellent wo- 
man, and member of the church. And who 
knowi bnt be might be able to inflnence eren 
Roberts ? But tbe lawyer, charitable and hopeful 
as he was, shook bis head Bren as be said 
The sqnat figure of the Colonel atood before bis 
imaginaUon on the instant — that black 
those sjilenilid black eyes, that full face, so much 
like that of a bull-dof-, and yet so handsome 
"What an anmitigBled bully and blackguard thai 
man is I" said the lawyer to himself, as the image 
rose before his mind — forgetting all abont the 
minister. "Gambler, hard drinker, duelist, ob- 
scene to tbe last degree; unmatched and nn- 
matcbable in profanity ; loose 10 dishonesty in 
the payment of his debts and in all his bnainess 
transactions ; avomedly a scofier at the truth of 
religion and thevirtnc of woman. With all this, 
when he carealoheso, nbnt dignity, what grace, 
what eloquence, what polished wit, what exqui- 
site conrtesyl Tliat it should be possible to 
combine into one such a deril and sncb an an- 
gel I" murmured the lawyer to himself. 

Colonel Ret Roberta I Nothing conld be more 
fHroiliar lo the public ear and to the public 
tongne iban that. Ho had been a bold young 
lawyer; then an indefatigable stump-speaker 
throngbont the Slate — copious io anecdote, reck- 
less in statement, vehement in invective; next 
an Elector of a successful candidale for the 
Presidency ; then, for six nionlhg, Chargi at 
one of tbe minor European courts; after that 
Governor of the State. When Gny Brooks was 
debating whether or no to make him the host 
of the expected minister, he was drinking, gam- 
bling, playing at once the Edmund Burke and 
the bully in the United States Senate at Wash- 
ington. All the State knew pretty well the kind 
of man Colonel Ret Roberts was ; most certain- 
ly he di^uised nothing of himself from any one. 
Tet all over the State religions, grave, and sol>cr 
men applauded the Colonel's speeches ; eontribn- 
red gladly pica, tnrkeys, and Ixievea toward bar. 
becaes in his honor; introduced him, with pride 
at the opportnnity of doing so, to their wives 
nnd dangbters, and voted him into whatever 
office he demanded rather than asked at their 

"As yon say, my house is too fer out of 



Somerville for the purpose; or, there being only 
Bobby and myself here, I wonld be pleased to 
bare Mr. Arthur with me," Mrs. Sorel observed, 
when Gay Brooks, throwing his enei^es into 
tbe matter, bad ridden out to consult her upon 
the subject. There is Mra. Bowles, thought Mrs. 
Sorel to herself, and she knitted and thonght 
over the matter, as was her plaojd wont on every 
subject, before she spoke out. It was Dot alto- 
gether BO clear. 

"I have thought of the hotel, of Ferguson, of 
Dr. Warner, even of Colonel Ret Roberts, be- 
sides every otlier place possible," said Gnj 
Brooks, efi^ a somewhat despondent silence. 
" It ought to be in the family of a member of 
the church if possible." 

"How oU did yon say he was? or did yon 
say any thing at all on the subject ?" asked Mrs. 
Sorel, at length. 

"I do not know, somewhere under thirty, I 
suppose. You remember I never saw him,"Baid 
the lawyer. ' ' Ferguson, Warner, Ellis, and my- 
self wrote to tbe head of the Theological Semi- 
nary to recommend some one to us for the pur- 
pose of organizing a chureb here. In reply Hr. 
Arthur was warmly orged upon us; we corre- 
sponded with him, bo says bo will come ; thgt is 
alt we know of him." 

"Have yon thonght of Mw. Bowles?" in- 
quired Mrs. Sorel, at length. 

"The very person I" exclaimed the lawyer, 
rising to his feet " Strange I never once 
thought of her. That is, if she will consent. . 
You know what a, delicate, retiring lady she is. 
Besides, it woald he 



ledge Buwies occupied before he went to college 
in tbecomcrof theyard. The very thing I She 
is a member of the proposed chureb, too. I do 
not tbink she would consent to the arrangement 
except on that ground. I will Bee her right 
away." And the lawyer took his bat to leave. 

"There might be one objection," said Mrs. 
Sorel, accompanying her visitor to the door. 

"What, what can it be?" inquired he, turn- 
ing suddenly. Mrs. Sorel smiled demurely and 
continued knitting. 

" Oh, nonsense I" said the lawyer, looking at 
her firat, inquiringly, and then with a smile 
breaking over bis wholesome face : " Beg yffur 
pardon, I didn't mean to use such language, Hn. 
Sorel. But you never fear. We men, especial- 
ly in such a new place as Somerville, with eveiy 
thing before ni to do, have no time to think 
about SDcb things. Yoa ladies flatter your- 
selves; really, I beg pardon ngain," said the 
frank lawyer, laughing at himself. 

Do we, Mr. Brooks? Well, perhaps we 
do," said quiet Mrs. Soret, not at alt cast down 
— quite confident rather. 

You wonld not really advise a^insl Mrt. 
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Bowles on that atxcmnt?" asked the lawyer, seri- 
ODsl}', paastDg hat in hand upon ihe front step. 

"By no means, or I should not have nen- 
^oned it. Yes, see her, and see what jou can 
do. Don't let me detain you. Good-evcDingl" 
Bat the wise, placid smile was still on her face 
as she said it. 

"Staff, nonsense I It is to be hoped ho will 
find t«o much to do lo think of sach things! 
Uh these women, tliey think men nercr think 
of any thing else ; senaible lady like Mrs. Sorel, 
too! Get up, Charley !" and with an nnneces- 
sary cut of his whip the Kentuckian cantered 
back into Somerville. 

Mrs. Bowles came into the arrangement the 
moment .the lanyer mentioned it, which he did 
irith characteristic promptitude that same even- 
But it was after having most clearly and dis- 
tinctly ascertAined from the lawyer that the ex- 
pecled rainistar was not from the North, but 
from Virginia, bom, raised, edncated there. 
Good ', If any spot on the globe conld be said 
to stand next lo South Carolina, in Mrs-Bowlcs's 
estimation, it was Virginia. " Though I have a 
great admiration for Kentucky also," Mrs. Bowles 
said, with the charming condescension of the 
daughter of a hundred Earls lo k oewly-kuight- 
ed Baronet. 

"If he will consent to live plainly there will 
be no inconvenience to us at all," she said to 
bim immediately thereafter. "I have been so 
long without aeoing even a minister of my own 
charch that it will be a treat to me to have him. 
There is Rntledge Bowles's office. We can put 
a bed in there for him, yoo know. It will do 
for his study, too. If I do not like the arrange- 
ment afterward, you know, we can make a 
change. But I am sure we will like it^es, I 
am quite sure of it '." and excellent Mrs. Bowles 
was almost enthusiastic upon the subject, great- 
ly to the delight of her visitor. 

The troth is, Mrs. Bowles was enthnsiastic in 
every thing. If sho liked any thing or person 
she liked enthuaiaslioaily— could not acc, would 
not hear or believe any thing to the contrary. 
And, it must be added, if she disliked she dis- 
liked as sincerely and vehemently as her piety 
would permit. It so happened that Mrs. Soi'el 
and herself were from the same neighborhood in 
South Carolina, had been school-girls together. 
Yet it was ungular that Ihe same soil conld pro- 
duce two persons so unlike. Mrs. Sorel tail, dig- 
nified, grave, Belf-possessed ; Mrs. Bowles rnther 
petile and spiriiael in face and figure, uncon- 
strained, full of lively fancies, impulsive, quick- 
spoken. Both were thoroughly ladies in the 
highest sense of the t«rm — strongly attached to 
each other Irom memories of their childhood, 
still more from contrast of character i for whHe 
Mrs. Sorel could not hot love the ardent and 
warm-spoken widow, so sincere and free in every 



thooght and feeling, Mrs. Bowles conld not. but 
feel a warm affijclion fur one in whose judgment, 
strong sense, sober speech she had long learned 
to have the deepest confidence. She had long 
been in the habit of consulting Mtv, Sore! in 
every thing of importance — much more so since 
the death of her husband, the Major. 

I wish our story could pause long enongh to 
permit us to say a little, or rather a good deal 
about M^or J. C. Bowles. Tou can gather all 

Wry by turning to any book of national portraits. 
Yon will find him there among the politicians of 
Sooth Carolina of some forty years ago. A state- 
ly gentleman he appears to have been from the 
somewhat stiff portnnt in qnestion, the half- 
length painting, from which it was taken, hang- 
ing in silent grandeur in the parlor at Somer- 
ville. Ofu^n did the young minister sit in that 
parlor of summer afternoons and study, not only 
the biography of the man himself, but a vast deal 
of national history, too, in that imposing por- 

Evidently a commanding man the Major was, 
with his high rolled collar, huge cravat beneath 
his chin, and the locks brushed away from the 
broad forehead, only a bine ribbon across the 
bosom lacking to make it pass as the likeness 
of a royal duko. The painting in question rep- 
resented bim thus: the gold-headed cane pre- 
sented bim by his constituents after his great 
speech in Congress reating between his knees, 
the sword wherewith his father bad fonght in 
the Revolution hanging on the wall behind him, 
St. Michael's Chnrch visible through the win- 
dow, lj> show the portrait was taken in Charles- 
ton. But you can see it all for yourself, dear 
reader, by turning to the volume in question, 
and his life besides on the nest page. 

Let us halt here long enough, however, to say 
at least this: Colonel Bet Roberts and Major 
J. C. BowtcB were as exactly alike, and as ut- 
terly, eternally, and irreconcilably unlike, as 
any two men can possibly be. Both were ap. 
parently gentlemen of the highest type of breed- 
ing and courtesy, yet Colonel Eet Roberta was 
only superficially so ; it was as natural to him 
as a salt of the superfinest broadcloth is to a 
prince, and as much a thing apart from and ex- 
ternal to his real self as such a suit. Major J. 
C. Bowles was a genuine gentleman to the cen- 
tre of his soul. Colonel Ret Robens was a tal- 
ented, highly talented man. Major J. C. Bowles 
was not, even a Utile dull. With Colonel Ret 
Roberts, the Major believed to the hour of his 
death that South Carolina was the first State on 
Ihe continent — in the world, in fact ; unlike the 
Colonel, however, the Major never in his life 
cursed and commended to eternal perdition, as 
the Colonel did every day of his life, whoever 
and whatsoever was in conflict with bim on this 
point. That Calhoun was the superior of Weh- 
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ster Hajor Bowie's never eaiertained the sligbt- 
ett donbt ; yet Webster was a rational, respect- 
able, perhaps conscientious indiTidnal. Hiis the 
Major sincerelj believed, while the Colonel did 
not— or, at least, swore he did not. That the 
"peenliat inslilulion" was morally, soeiailj, re- 
ligionslf, poliiically, eternally right, ihe essen- 
tial foundation of all correct goTemment, a thing 
to exist for ever and ever by ordinance like that 
which rolls the Blars, both heartily believed ; 
yet Mqor Bowles fed, clothed, cu«d for his ne- 
groes like the Christiaa gentleman he was ; see- 
ing himself to it, with a deep sense of roBponai. 
bilily, that they were not overworked nor their 
religious instruction neglected. Colonel Ret 
Boberts, on the other hand, believed and acted 
in every sense in the belief that bis n^roes were 
only speaking animals, to be worked to the ut- 
most hy the strictest overseers. However, as 
Colonel Bet Boberts had but scant reference 
himself to his own higher nature as an immortal 
being made in the image of hia Maker, yon 
coald not reasonably suppose he should imagine 
any such thing for an instant in reference to his 
slaves. VHien in good-humor he would treat 
them to tobacco, whisky, and all manner of 
frolics and idleness; hot with the same feeling 
tonard them in good-humor as in bad, that they 
were but animals, worth no more thought than 
the horses in hia stable, petted as such, beaten 

Major Bowles had no specially rigid notions 
on the subject of religion, yet he was not an 
avowed and insolent scoffer at it like Colonel 
■ Ret Koberu ; even attended church, at least oc- 
caaionally, a tiling that Lamum never could in- 
duce the Colonel to do even when the most im- 
portant political object was at stake. Nor did 
Major Bowles admire any Puritanism in regard 
to morals ; yet he never wonld have soile ~ 
fingers with the greasy cards, the dirty dice- 
box, the dripping gin-tumbler with which Col- 
onel Ret Roberts was familiar, to say nothing 
of the profanity, obscenity, and practical de- 
bauchery which peopled the Colooefs plantation 
with bis mulatto oaring, as mnch to the'Col- 
onel, and no more, than the puppiet littered in 
hia kennels. And the M^or had as anpreme an 
adoration fbr honor as the Colonel ; bnt it was t 
principle which would have made him blush to 
leave a debt nnpaid, or to do even a deed of 
doubtful honesQ', wherein the Colonel differed 
from him amazingly in practice. As behooved 
gentleman of honor, both had "been ont" with 
an antagonist. The Major had gone oat only 
when grossly insulted, and then had coldly re- 
ceived his enemy's fire with erect bearing, after- 
ward firing into the air. The Colonel, on the 
other hand, had ever been the one provoking 
the qnarrel, and then eager on the field to kill 
in which, to the nnmber of some five or si: 
foes, he had been remarkably soccesslul. 



But why speak of Major J. C. Bowles ? Did 
1 not waste his estate with too prodigal an hos- 
pitality, too ntler a devotion to politics, and so 
subside, in his later years, first into what re- 
mained of his large property, a small home in 
Charleston, and a practice at the bar, for which 
he bad become loo old or too unused by political 
3 succeed, and then into his grave there in 
St. Michael's churcb-yard ? Had he but had 
Colonel Ret Roberts's— what shall we cull it?— 
highly-polisticd synonym for rascality, lie 
would not have lost acre or negro.' However, 

When somewhat advanced in life the M^or 
married bis wife, of as distinguished and of as 
decayed a family as his own. A son and a 
daughter were the children of his old age — Rut- 
ledge and Alice. These were both but children 
when, after the death of her husband, Mrs. 
Bowles moved out westward and settled in 8om- 
erville. The Major owned lands there ; Mrs. 
Bowles could not endure to take a lower rank in 
Charleston than her husband had once occupied- 
Mrs. Sorel had preceded her, and had written, 
urging to the step. So it was, that, at the date 
of our story, Mrs. Bowles was living in her neat 
little cottage-home on the edge of Somerville. 
She had left Sonth Carolina, it is true, but the 
lil was all of the Stale ahc had left behind her. 

The young minister learned all this, bit by bit, 
after his arrivaL Welcomed at the hotel door, 
as he stepped from the stage, by Gny Brooks, ho 
and the lawyer were at home with each other 
from that moment ; for where people are sincere 
they understand each other from the first sight 
of each other's face, from the first grasp of each 
other's hand. The energetic lawyer had his 
new possession into his chamber in a moment ; 
and had him brushed, dined, and introduced to 
Ferguson, Warner, Ellis, and half a dozen more, 
within the hour of his arrival. 

" You must feel yourself at home with ns," he 
said to him, in his frank, hearty way. "We are 
all fragments of the church that is to be. Dr. 
Warner here is readyio doctor you the moment 
you say the word. Mr. Ellis hos a store down 
town, a good place to drop into to get acquaint- 
ed with people. Ferguson here — well, Mr. Fer- 
guson can post you on the subject of Infant Bap- 
tism, if yon need it at all. I am the only one 
not of much use- However 1" 

" Somewhat too young for my fancy ; it isn't 
a fair-cheeked, brown-haired girl we wanted for 
such a place as this rough and unchristianized 
Somerville," growled Mr. Ferguson to himself 
as he went back to his room. 

The afternoon of his arrival— " Why not ?" the 
lawyer said to himself — Mr. Arthur was carried 
over to Mrs. Bowles to be introduced, the law- 
yer expUining matters to him as they walked 



"What a neat, home-like plac 



" the n 
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"AND ARTHUH WAB IN lOTE." 



comer uiid lo himeelf, ss they entered the front 
gate and advanced aloiij; the graveled walk be- 
tween the aldieas and rose-bushes lo the door. 
Like all houses at (he South not built b? people 
direct from the Korth, a goodly portico waa in 



front of ihe reeldence, admitting to a halt into 
which rooms communicated on either sido. It 
was a May morning when the new-comer stood 
there, inhaling the fragrance of jasmine and 
mimoBS, glancing around at the many evidences 
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of a refined taste on ever; aide, while they waited 
for the door to be opened. With Mrs. Bowles, 
s few momenta after, so warm-hearted and cord- 
ial in her sables and gray hair, the young min- 
ieter f«lt himself at once at home and at ease — 
tbere is so much, ao exceedingly mnch, in re- 
finement whco warmed by a glowing heart! 

" I bave but a small family, Mr. Arthur," she 
saic), at last. "Rulledge Bowles, my only son, 
is at college in Columbia." Mn. Bonles did 
not say, "Columbia, South Carolina," because 
to her there waa but that one Columbia in the 
worlJ. "My daughter Alice — "ehebegaa; but 
at that instant the front gate waa heard to alam, 
haslj steps succeeded along the gravel, and a 
yonng girl threw open the parlor door, with sun. 
bonnet in one hanil, school-books in the other, 
her hair about her glowing face. 

And the Hev. Edward Arthur waa in love I 



CHAPTElt VII. 

Let us linger a few moments longer before 
we plunge again into the stormy epoch of Se- 
cession with which these pages began. We will 
loiter but a moment. Heaven knows Secession 
will come soon enough. 

Blessed forever be the quickening of Ibe sap 
in the veins, the putting forth of leaves and ten- 
der blossoms tiuc4 like the rainbow, the eager 



Joy of beginning the earliest rudiments of future 
fruit — the spring-time of youth t Never physi- 
cian entered upon the case of his first patient, 
never lawyer undertook the business of bis first 
client, never painter began his first painting, nor 
sculptor his fii'st statne, nor poet his first poem, 
with more eagerness than did the young minis- 
ter engage in his new charge. Only his waa a 
diviner joy than theirs, as his work was a diviner 
work. He had dreamed of it all while yet a 
boy, for, from bis earliest remembrance, the min- 
istry had been the purpose of his life. A hun- 
dred times had he planned exactly what he would 
do, and what he would most carefully not do, 
after having charge, while yet in college. As 
to his three years in the Theological Seminaij, 
not a day but he, had determined apon some 
new evil to be avoided in his future ministry, 
npon some new virtoe to bo practiced. During 
all the long years going before, he had never 
known one of his own proposed profession, thrown 
with him in biography or in person, but he had 
said to himself, ' ' By the help of God, vhen I 
enter the ministiy, I will never, never be this 
and that as I see it in this individual. God 
helping me, even this heroism, this habit, this 
88 which adorns this man shall be equaled, 
please God, surpassed, when / am fairly 
upon the stage." 

That memorable morning after his arrival in 
Somerville, when he awoke in Rutledge Bowles's 
Mrs. Bowles's front yard, it was a 
feeling half of pleasure and half of terror with 
which he realized that bis life's business, for 
which he bad been so long training, praying, 
dreaming, was at last fairly entered upon. Ah, 
how fervently did he pray for aid as he knelt be- 
de his neat bed ! What expressions of his own 
Lability to do aught unaided on his lips, and what 
srfect confidence of being able lo accomplish 
'ery thing throbbing the same instant in his 
heart 1 No patriarch more dignified than he in 
conducting family worship that morning in Mrs. 
Bowles's parlor beneath the steady stare of the 
old Major from his gilded frame, Mrs. Bowles in 
her low sewing-chair, her daughter Alice upon 
:loman at her feel, and the two family sorv- 
seated solemnly near the door. Hud he 
he began, in reading the chapter 
expressly and definitely to Mrs. Bowles and her 
daughter, his manner would have continued ar- 
tificial; but, fVom long habit, afier the first six 
eight verses, he became deeply and devotion- 
ally interested in the words, and read them ac- 
cordingly. And so of his prayer; nothing conid 
ore natural because nothing could be more 
re. Were it only for the effect of it on 
consequent bearing toward his fellows, it 
admirable thing to possess a deep and habit- 
ual reference to, and beart-felt belief in. One su- 
premely above the whole of us. 

' The head of the table, did you say ?" asked 
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FIRST HE&L AT Ueb. BOWLES^ 

Mr. Arthur it few minates after,' a^ thej were It waa a dreadful moment fbr the bashful 

Beating themselves at the breakfast-table. theologian, fresh from the barbarism of three 

"If you please, Mr. Arthur, the foot of the jears' eating with slouched and slipshnd com- 

table," said Mrs. Bowles, with a elicht South paniona in the seminary refectory. His cheeks 

Carolinianism of stress upon the word. btimed, and Alice's cjes danced with fun. But 
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Ml the Latin, Greek, and Hebrew in the world 
can not destroy tbe true gentleoiBQ in a mwi 
where it exists by nature. 

"Tou mast pardon me, Mrs. Bowlea," he 
said, with a ft'ank smile, after pronoancing the 
blessing, and trith perfocc ease ot manner; "but 
I haTe been liritig for the last several jemn like 
a sort of Robinson Crusoe upon a qtecies of 
desert island." 

" Tes ?" asked Mrs. Bowleg, to whom his man- 
ner was as on Open Sesame, while Alice's mirth 
became diminisbed as she found it elisred with 
their guest himself- And so, during the pauses 
of the breakfast, tbeir new acquaintance gave 
them in a humorous manner some description 
of his scholastic life. It was dooblj interesting 
to the mother from the fact that her son wat at 
coliego in Columbia, 

"Really, Mr. Arthnr," sfae said, at last, "it 
b almost like haTing Butledge Bowles on a visit 
home from Columbia. He always occupied since 
the death of his father tbe seat you are now in. 
Yon remind me of him, I assure you." Higher 
compliment than that no new acquaintance could 
receive from her lips. " Tou were not educated 
at Columbia, Mr. Arthnr?" 

"At Hampden Sydney, Madam," replied her 
guest. 

"In Virginia, I think It is?" asked she. 
Not. quite as low down as Tale or Princeton | 
liowever, ho was not to blame, she felt sure. 
Mr. Arthur replies in the affirmative. "Yon are 
a native of Virginia, I think?" 

"Tes, Madam." 

" Yon did right, quite right to enter an insti- 
tution in your own Stale," said Mrs. Bowles, 
glad to find a defense for him. ," I dare say 
they are not so extravagantly expensive where 
you were educated. I am almost shocked at 
Kctlcdge Bowles's expenditure. I suppose, 
however, his situation in such a place as Co- 
lumbia requires greater expense than in other 

And terribly expensive the fond mother did 
find her son's education there ; but sbe stinted 
herself proudly for it; she mentioned it with 
nnconacions pride in her tones ; it was part and 
parcel of being at Colnmbia. 

"Though, while we are upon the subject, 
there is one thing in regard to Cclumbia I have 
never yet fnlly understood," said Mrs. Bowles, 
after a while. "Rutledge Bowles has explained 
it to me over and over again in his letters — the 
perpetual revolutions in the College, I 
From what Bntledge Bowles writes it he 
impossible for the students to porsue, coni 
ly with their own honor, any other conn 
seems strange that the many Faculties of the 
College can not come to underaland, any of 
them, what the youtb of Strnth Carolina 
and what they will not submit to. Strange! It 
is a great inlermption to the studies, 1 fear. I 



know very little of the institutions out of the 
State ; but I fear it is something pecnliar to Co- 
mbia," said Mrs. Bowles, though her fear 
unded far more like pride. 
Tes, in the history, eventful enoagh, of the 
College of South Carolina, at Columbia, yon 
have, in epitome; the character and history of 
the Staleilseif. Self-will, contempt for rightfiil 
authority, reckless disregard of every thing ex- 
cept the selfish abstraction of the hour 1 Gallant, 
generous, high-toned youth, Iha/ yield their own 
tioaslothatof their Faculty? No, Sir! Ratb- 
Ihan that, let the institution be wrecked to its 
foundation] Rather than that, let their own 
education, and consequent success in life, per- 
ish 1 See the same youth when grown a few 
inches higher in stature and immeasurably more 
generous, gallant, high-toned, and all tbe rest; 
iheg submit their own ideas to the superior an- 
thoriiy of tbe General Government? they yield 
a hair's -breadth from their own heated view 
of their own rights and wrongs — imprescriptible 
rights, infinite wrongs? By all [hat elevates the 
above the brute and the negro, never, Mr. 
Speaker, never! Rather, Sir, let the General 
Government be wrecked till not a spar floats (o 
tell where once it sailed] Rather perish the 
hope of the human race! Above all, rather, 
Mr. Speaker, we of South Carolina lose every 
from our fields, every cent from onr cof- 
fers, every city from our soil, every son on the 
field of battle from our hearth-stones I Perish 
'erse and we. Sir, we with it, rather than" 
save as we intend it shall move I From 
his birth to his death never in the a^es such a 
conspiracy as against your South Carolinian. 
Nurse, parent, schoolmaster. College Faculty, 
General Government, opinion of Christendom, 
course of God's eternal providence — one early- 
begun, nniversal, incessant combination against 
him. But not more magnificent the coition 
than the defiance thereof on his part 1 

Poor Mrs. Bowles ! From its fonndallon was 
practical Secession the incidental but leading 
part of the Colnmbia Curriculum, and well was 
the lesson learned. The ycUow.fever is, they 
say, a standing affair in Cuba; and there lives 
scarce a man beside the Pedees, the Congaree, 
thp Edisto, and the Cooper and Ashley but in- 
haled Secession as bis vital atmosphere. It was 
too strong even for the Gospel. Heaven defend 
as, even in the conventions of religious bodies. 
It was: Mr. Chairman, Mr. Moderator, it is 
painful to us, Sir, it is very painful, but on this 
point we can not yield. No one can regret it . 
more than ourselves, but, if brethren mill press 
this point, there is, Sir, bnl one course left tis — 
Jn aecvite atealorumqae, out South CaroliBa out 
nuilus. 

Sturdy, wrong-headed little State! Lookatit 
on the map there, altofiethcr nnlike North Car- 
olina even on the one side, and Georgia on tbe 
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other; tough, threo-sided fragmeot irf modie- 1 "And the tears in his eyee as ha told yon 
val granite, refuung lo be djaaolved or to lose about bU good old fatber, and aboat his mo- 
an angle eveo in the tolling of che great waters Ibei's death-bod and dying charge. Umph, yes j 
of progress; reqniring something besides the V- drinks," replied the lawyer. Drinks? And the 
'■' ■ yoDDg divine had oi "'" ' " "' ' 



teoi, serene processes of nature by which che 
craggy mountains are being melted slowly down 
and the rough globe rounded into shape; re- 
quiring the extra fbrca and fury 
long and too obstinately dammed back Irom their 
natural and inevitable course. Every soul of ns, 
however, admires the South Carolinian at last. 
'Only let bim be master, and a truer gentleman 
never breathed. The Hardkoppig Peit in him 
is bidden nnder the Bayard, the C<xur de Leon. 
He is only a hundred years or so out of place, 
that ii all. There is nothing to laugh ' ~ 
Quixote except bis living a century o 
late. Even iJien it is with pain tbat we smile 
at the ancient armor, language defiant of the 
universe, and, most sorrowful of all, poor old 
Bostnante which bears bim Dpi 

But Mrs. Bowles has madensfoi^tonraelves. 

Breakfast over, the Sev. Edward Arthur sal- 
lied out into Somerrille and his new life. Be- 
fore night be bad been introduced to more per- 
sons than during his entire academical course. 
"If 1 can only remember all their names I" he 
thought. And all along, as he went here and 
there over Samerrille, he bad it vaguely afloat 
in his mind, " Oh, if I can bnt exert a ne ' 
flnence, an influence for good, a divine infli 



So pleased was his manner, 
too, that the impression he made npon all was 
decidedly in his favor. It was not particnlarly 
much that the people of Somerville cared for 
preachers^ there was any quaniityof them to be 
seen every day about the streets, and to be heard 
every Sunday ; yet all bod a vogue respect for 
the spedal denomination to which the new-comer 
belonged. Besides, education and piety bad giv- 
en a certain elevation to the countenance and 
bearing of the new preacher. As to that, every 
thing new has its gloss, we know. Veiy faith- 
ful were the lawyer, Mr. EUis, Dr. Warner, and 
his other immediate friends lirom that time, not 
only in making bim known to the people, bnt 
in making them known to him ; and all such 
knowledge kept up b rnnning commentary there- 
on in the mind of the novice. 

"What an agreeable gentleman this Mr. — 
Mr. — " began he, on parting from the lost intro- 
duction one day. 

"Smmons — not Mr. — CV"" Simmons. 
Don't forget the €^>tain part of his name when 
yon speak to him next," said the lawyer, vrho 
had introduced bim. 

"What an ^reeable gentleman the Captain 

' is 1" continued the young miniatcr. "Yoo beard 

what he said ^>oat having led the choir beibre 

moving to Somerville. And his expressions of 

regard for our new organization." | 



of sermons on intemperance. 

"Mr. Peteis, this is onr new preacher, Mr. 
Arthur ; Mr. Arthur, this is Mr. Peters, a mem- 
ber and pillar of one of the Somerville ehnroh- 
es," interrupted the lawyer, introducing him to 
a tall, spare, white-haired old gentleman. 

" Don't call me Mr. Peters— BWiier Paters ; 
and yon must call me so always, Brother Ar- 
thur," said the old gentleman, warmly grasping 
and holding in his own the hand estended to 
him. " I heard yon bad come; am glad to see 
yon — glad to see yon. And you are hut a young 
hand at thegreat work — a young hand, a young 
hand. Brother Arthur. You'll find it a hard 
field, hard Geld. But yon know where your 
help is. Bless yoar soul, I was not five when I 
joined, not five! I've been about a good deal 
since then ; seen wonderful things. Wo must 
get better acquainted, Brother Arthur, better 
acquainted." 

" Mr. — Brother Peters seems to be a warm 
Christian," said Mr. Arthur, after a long and 
cordial conversation with Jiis new acquaintance, 
during the latter part of which his companion 
had endeavored several times, bat in vain, to 
carry him away. 

"I declare," said the lawyer in reply, push- 
ing his hat back off his forehead, his fingers 
lingering indecisively a moment behind his right 
r in consideration, "I do not know whether 
leove you to find your new acquaintances oat 
not. Besides, I don't want to cast a damper 
you. But the fact is, this Brother Peters — " 
"Does not drink, I hope?" asked his com- 
panion, hastily. 

"Ob no," replied the lawyer, quick to deny 
such a charge. " Sober as yon or I, hard work- 
ing, honest, kind-hearted, punctnal at chorch 
IS can be ; nothing in the world against him 
but his awful lies. Lying Sam Peters is bis 
ime every where. Ho knows it as well aa any 
le. His friends have talked to him about it, 
9 church has worked with him for years, ev- 
7 new proacber they get makes a special effort 
ith him ; it does no good. He has lied so long 
has become hia nature to lie whatever be may 
happen to be speaking about, and always. Like 
an old swearer and his oaths, lying Sam Peters 
tells falsehoods from morning till night withont 
knowing it." 
Alas I that sudden sinking of the heart in the 
iBora of the yonng minister. It ia o painful 
thing that sinking of the heart in the bosom of 
the young and sangnine. After a while the heart 
learns to beat more evenly through everything. 
"Ah, yes, Ananias and Sapphira, the sin and 
the penalty of falsehood ; I must preach on thttt 
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BDlyect," mnnnored Hr. Artbur to Mnuelf, some 
relief in tbM. 

In the iMaiee of tbe day tbe tvo friends come 
upon Bratber Barker, lo whom the new-comer 
waa mode known. As soon u it eoiild be cod- 
TCDienilf done-^d little sooner, id ^t — Brother 
Barker felt compelled to tell bis new brother in 
Che zniniatrj tbat there were Certain doctrines 
held by that new brother's denomination which 
be realij conld not agree with him in at all j 
which, in fncl, he regarded as againat Scripture 
and common sense, and which really — really he 
regarded as — but he would not wound tbe young 
brother's feelings by saying all he deeply, yery 
deeply felt on the subject [ 

"A series of diseonrees establishing onr pe- 
culiar doctrines, and as soon as possible. Dear 
me, how mnch, haw Tsry much tbere is for me 
to dol" thought Mr. Arthur, as he parted fVom 
bis new friend. 

As 10 Brother Barker, the arrival of the 
minister precipitated hira for weeks after with a 
vehemence new even to him agaii 
ious doctrines in qncalion. Tbe spore frame of 
tbe zeoloua Brother fairlj dilated with their 
enormity, as, in private conversation and from 
the pulpit, he fought against tbe deteslAle doc- 
trines, with long, muscular arms, gleaming eyes, 
and f^t in incessant motion while ha talked, like 
en atblelo in the arena. 

Before the week was over the jonng di 
had seen the pressing necessity of preparing, 
delivering as soon as possible, serm 
Me. He had incidentally been tiirown with 
Bob Withers, who had told him on the second or 
thiid inlcrriew that he would have been a Chris- 
tian long ago, instead of " the regular whisky- 
drinking, card-playing, cursing and swearing 
icamp, by George, which I now am, Mr. Ar- 
thur!" if it hadn't been for the gross inconsist- 
encies he had obseired, by George, in every 
single professor, by George, it had ever been his 
misfortune to meet with ; not one single excep- 
tion to the rale, Sir, not onel Strange to Bay, 
there is something attractive to Mr. Arthur in 
the round, sensible, good-humored face of Mr. 
Withers, bin frank eyes and sincere manner. 
Allhongli there is a glow as of ripe grapes in 
Bob's face, it is a vast deal sunnier and more 
pleasing than, in Mr. Arthur's opinion, Brother 
Barker's dry and lean, though rigidly correct, 
face. And that he must preach a seimon warn- 
ing Chrislians on this point was only too evi- 
dent to the youthful tbeologian. 

Mr. Ellis, too— the mild, amiable, humble Mr, 
Ellis— whom Mr. Arthur had been drawn to 
from his first acqnunlance with him, uninten- 
ttonallj even he hod. aided in dampening some- 
what the ardor of bis new pastor. In answer to 
inqniries over his counter at the store on the 
part of that pastor, he gave it as his opinion 
that the main obstacle in Somerville to tbe spread 



of religion consisted in an intense worldlineu. 
He readily agreed with his pastor tbat here was 
the grand evil to be aimed at. Afiar Mr. Ar- 
thur hod added parental n^lact, Sabbath dese- 
cration, profanity, infideli^, and a score more 
of evils, lo be immediately combated, to hie list^ 
he was fain to panse from the ennmeration. 

However, if he ky down a little wearied at 
night with accomplishing, in imagination, in 
Somerville vastly more than has ever yet been 
accomplished by all his profession put together 
for men rince Christ left the world, nevertheless 
a sound night's rest sent him fotth next morn- 
ing to bis Eindiea and into Somerville as hopefal 

And so tbe new cbnrch was duly organized. 
It was a small organization, yerj small indeed ; 
yet, on second thought, even this was a new 
pleaenre to tbe ardent pastor to know into what 
a noble size the church was to grow from that 
little seed. And those who were itA members 
clustered around him so heartily, too. Ener- 
getic Gay Brooks, steady Mr. PergnsoD, smiling 
Dr. Warner, devoted Mr. EUis. Mrs. Sorel, too, 
punctual as the clock did she alight every Sab- 
bath morning at eight o'clock with Bobby, her 
bright little boy — Frank is old enough to have 
a class, and is there before ber on his pony — at 
the door of the little Bcboot-bonse, which was 
answering as a church for the present, in time 
for the Sabbath-school jnst established. Mrs. 
Colonel Bel Roberts, Coo, never failed of being 
there with her children. A thoroughly-inform- 
ed man of the world could have read the Col- 
onel^ domestic character in the pale cheek and 
bowed head and sorrowful eyes of his wife. To 
Mr. Arthur she was but an estimable, silent, re- 
fined lady, sorrowful by reason of ill-health. 
Ah, how devoted she was to her children, spe- 
cially to her boy with his father's superb eyes 
" brow ! And devoted a wife but nata- 
ratly is when her love for her husband is spum- 
ed, nothing left for her to love but her children ; 
doubly devoted lo them she well may be, when 
lII her care is reqaired to undo all the evil lu- 
flnence upon them of their fiitber. 
Mrs. Bowles, too, how enthusiastic she was in 
igard to the new enterprise 1 Mr. Arthur nev- 
' came home at night from his visiting but she 
id something new and hopeful to tell in con- 
nection with the church: some new family who 
had said they would send their children next 
Sunday to Sunday-school; some new young 
whom she had ascertained to have had pa- 
I in connection with their denomination, and 
who ought to he looked after; some bran-new 
young lady who had agreed lo teach in the 
school. Almost every night it was late after 
supper before her guest, as antbnsiaslic as she, 
could tear himself away from the sitting-room to 
go lo his little office in the yard. At last Mrs. 
Bowles would run in upon him of mornings 
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there in the midet of his scndiea, with an apolo- 
gj for ioterrupdng him, only she thoaght hs 
would like to hear this, thai, and the other en- 
conreginft Bomeching about "onrcbarcb." How 
mnoh the noveltj of the thing j bow much a 
lively competition with the other denomisatioiiB 
in the place, rotued bj Mr. Arthur's advent into 
fresh life end zeal, had to do with all this on 
the part of all of them, no man shall uk and no 
man sbaU answer on these premises. Tis in 
heaven only onr motirea will be perfecttj pare. 
But nnmingled? No, not even there. 

And Alice, too. Mr. Arthur saw from the 
portrait of Che old M^or where she got her erect 
bearing and clear, baoghCj glance. Haughty is 
by no means the word, but aristocratic wonid be 
preposterons in this free land. Afodest conQ- 
dance, self-reliance, independence, queenliness, 
fearlessneaa — well, the langojige lacks the exact 
word, and we must do without. The reverend 
gnest had taken np an idea that thb black-hair- 
ed, quick-eyed, open-browed school-girl must 
resemble Joan of Arc, say, before she bad come 
out into the world, yet not unaware of herself 
even then. There was somewhat of the angular- 
ity of the ichool-girl — likes nnd dislikes eliarply 
expressed, undisguised amasement at every thing 
odd in any pereon wbatever, and a certain some- 
thing in her manner that caused the gnest Co 
feel quite sure that she — if she did not dislike 
him, at least did noC give him a thought. All 
this, and more, in her kept these two quite apart 
from each other. 

The idea never definitely entered the head of 
Cheir guest ; jel, if his heart could have been 
taken apart and accurately weighed piecemeal, 
it would have been found that this school-girl 
all these days was to him decidedly more than 
all Che world besides. Yon may say it was be- 
cause he had to love soma one of her sex by the 
necessity of his nature, and she happened Co be 
Che nearest and most convenient one to bim for 
the parpose. It may be so. None Che less was 
the unconscious Alice Bowles that person in all 
the world for whom he most cared. Perhaps if 
he had had a uscer, or a brother, a mother, or 
even a father, to love, it would have been diSer- 
ent; but hewaswitboat these, and all these Alice 
was to him, and he knowing almost nothing of 
her as yet. Tea, it was foolishness itself. 

It took hiiD a long time to keep from looking 
too much at her as she sat on her low seat at 
night studying her lessons for the next day, 
while her mother conversed with their guest. 
Her face had not settled down as a whole into 
its final beauty, but her lips had — so full, so rod, 
so eloquent in their very silence. Once, months 
after his arrival, she had suddenly raised her 
eyeswich an exclamation against her lesson, and 
had caught his eyes fastened npon her face. Bat 
Mr. Arthur was too fast even for her. 

" Had I met your daughter, Mrs. Bowlei^ in 



London or New York, I could have told where 
she was bom," he said, continuing to indulge 
the look under cover of the observation. 

"Yes?" said her mother, with pleased eyes. 

"I never flatter, Mrs. Bowles; but there is 
a certain something in you South Carolinians 
which marks yon unmistakablf," ha continued. 
"But pardon me, I interrupted a remark yon 
were making." 

" Not at all," said the moCber, abandoQJiig 
tho old theme for the new. "Only what you 
say we have ever regarded as a matter of course. 
And it is the same of yon Virginians," saidMrs. 
Bowles, in Cone cheerfully conceding the second 
rank in the world to Virginia. 

" Why, as to Chat, Ms, yon can say the same 
of anyone from New England," said the school- 
girl, putting back her hair from her brow, and 
letting the book close upon her lap, 

"Certaioly, my dear," sud her mother, with 
a meaning smile ; " and we can always tell where 
an Irishman is from, or an Esquimaux. But 
Mr. Arthur left something more favorable Co be 
ioferred from his remark, I presume." 

" Oh, how I do hace Che Yankees!" concnrred 
the daughter. "There is thaC Miss Moulton at 
school, her lips pursed up, her elbows drawn 
down, prim, precise old maid ; forever talking 
about her dooty toward us and to our pe-rents, r 

with her system of education, rewards of merit, | 

marks of approbation — " 

" Mj dear, hush ! You should be ashamed of 
yourself!" said tlie mother, interrupting her 
daughter's mimicry of her teacher's words and 
manner. "You must remember Miss Monlton 
is employed as your teacher. She is a very re- 
spoctab!e perwn, I know. And yon forget that 
she is not to blame for her place of birth. They 
may say what they please of the Yankees," con- 
linned ^e mother, turning with charming can- 
dor to her guest, "but for my part I think they 
Bi« extremel; osefnl people in their way. I can 
not say I have been nsed to like them veiy 
iDuch, but I will say ChaC. We had at one time 
an extremely deserving young man in our fam- 
ily in South Carolina from the North as tutor 
for Bntledge Bowles. I am afraid Bntledge 
Bowles did not make his situation as comfort- 
able as it should be, but I am sura the joang 
man really nishcd Co be of service. He reman- 
ed but a short time. Rutledge Bowles disliked 
him ; treated liim, in fact, so — so Scornfully that 
we were compelled lo dismiss him." 

Again we toach the chord whereby we at 
least intended this chapter should be keyed, and 
repeat. Blessed be the spring-time of youlh 1 
How swifyy the days melted into weeks, and 
Iha weeks into months, with the young pastor. 
His sermons were most carefully prepared — Coo 
directly aimed aC Che point in view lo be Tcry 
rhetorical, bnC pleasing from their evident sin- 
cerity and pith. To pay more a 
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fatlness and flow of words w&s & lesaon lie was 
afterward 10 learn. It viae, joa know, as he 
grew old that Edmaod Borke gTev so anblimely 
rhetorical. But no one could be more ignorant 
of essctlj the kind of Bermon he was to preach 
OD an; occasion than was the preacher hiniself. 
At one time he wonld prepare with great eager- 
ness some special discourae, to find, in actaally 
preaching it, that it was nothing Bpecial at all — 
the reverse rather. Again, he would go into 
the pulpit nith some preparation of which he 
was heartily ashamed, to find, fiijm his onu 
feeling and the evidentinierest of the congrega- 
tion, that it was far better than he bad erer 
, done before. One Sahbath when he would conac 
confidently on haring quite a crowded congre- 
gation, he wonld be chilled to the soul to find 
bat a small one. Another Sabbath, counting 
gioomily npon but a sparse attendance, be would 
be encouraged by a house full. Now be would 
be led to count assuredl; upon certain persons 
becoming members of the church, to be disap- 
pointed instead; and to receive, unexpectedly, 
persons into membership of whom he had never 
hoped such a thing. To-day would he be en- 
coornged by the nnacconatable presence of cer- 
tain individuals at church; and on the next oc- 
casion annoyed by (ha uuaccoontable absence 
of others. 

This week he vroold attend some funeral, and 
wonder at the qiathy to the important spiritual 
concerns thus brought to mind on the part of 
those present; wondering most of all at his own 
Inability, standing beside the open coffin, with 
the cold face beneath his hand, to set forth, as 
he would, those spiritual truths. Tbe next week 
would be illominated with some unexpected or 
long-expected wedding, with all the incidents 
therewith connected. 

And there, also, was the pastoral vMiation 
the conversing with persons from whom all tbe 
machinery of Archimedes could not have drawn 
out more than Yes and No during Che interview 
However, there was placid, sensible Mrs. Sorel 
practical Gay Brooks ; delightful Mr. Ellis, with 
whom he could converse. Crusty as Mr. Fei 
guson was, loo, the young minister soon learned 
to keep plenty of sea-room in conversation be- 
tween himself and tbe Scotchman's hidden reefs ; 
learned even to keep aloof, with a mariner's in- 
stinct of a storm, from the Scotchman alugeCh- 
er when that Scotchman was all leef and break- 
ers. And so passed the days along. 

Perhaps there was not one thing in his charge 
in the least degree as be had dreamed it t 
be — pleasures and pains all difierent; yet it was 
a great work and a good work, and a work in 
which he lud himself out with joy. The very 
bnying the ground for the new church, the plan, 
ning of the building, the raising the money, was 
an epic of interest for months. And the actna! 
erection of the edifice, fkim foundation to weath. 



■vane, it was a daily joy and rejoicing. We 
say nothing of his intercourse with the workmen 
during this period; with almost every nail and 
shingle and plank the young pastor bad inti- 
mate acquaintance from their arrival on the 
ground until finally adjusted to their place. 

The months of picnicking — if we may so speak 
— in the covered in bat unfinished church, wjih 
loose scantlings on trcssels for seats, and a pine 
table a foot across for pulpit, was accompanied 
with a purer pleasure than the worship in mtiny 
a stately edifice all granite and walnut, fresco 
and velvet. The obtaining of the church bell, 
frotn the instant of the conception of the idea in 
the head of Mrs. Bowles, until its first peal rang 
npon the ears so attentive to hear it that Sab- 
bath morning, was one long and pleasurable ex- 
citement. And the painting, pewing, famish- 
ing tbe church thronghout, in which the ladies 
threw themselves with their inseparable and in- 
alienable love for adornment in all its ramifica- 
tions — was that a matter without deep interest 
to the pastor, as well as to many others ? There 
was the organizing a choir ; the most unexpect- 
ed discovery of Mr. Ferguson's splendid bass, a 
mere growl hitherto under his grizzly heard, de- 
veloping now into music — a hard and stiff old 
Memnon smitten by the sun ; culminating in 
the suggesting, subscribing for, obtiuning, and 
actually using an instrument. It is impossi- 
ble to pass lightly over that And tbe Ladies' 
Fwis ^so, from time to time, for this object and 
ibr that; the Sabbatb-school celebrations of 
ribboned and rosy and hungry children ; the 
grand efibrts at tract distribotion for the en- 
tire town; the purchase and arrival of a grand 
CangregHtional Library ; the building of a study 
for the pastor; the presenting him of sudden 
seta of linen and altogether uiiexpecled wriling- 

Oh, blessed period of life, when, a nmn is fairly 
at his life's work, with Tooth and Health and 
Hope his close companions ! Blessed period 
when, like a swimmer fresh to his task, there is 
a joy in ever; fibre at the very encountering and 
mounting and leaving behind the opposing bil- 
lows as they crane I Time of einltation, when 
every defect discovered in one's self is a joy, in 
the hope of henceforth destroying the same; 
when eveiy enemy nnintentionally made learns 
the novice how henceforth to act so as to secure 
instead a thousand friends; when every oppos- 
ing circumstance is but a something, the path 
over which leads one that much higher above 
what he was before I But, O joalh thrice bless- 
ed, when the Tclemachas accompanied by Men- 
' tor is realized, more than realized, in him who, 
i engaged in the service of an incarnate God in- 
stead, walks ever with that God doring all the 
day, kneeling mom and night in communion, 
followsliip, fi-icndahip closer and sweeter than 
the world knows beside with that friend and 
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brother! There is too entire &n idetitity 
tween the life of him who is doing the will of 
Go<t oTi earth and him who in iloing the will of 
God in hOBTen, for the happiness and energj' 
of the one in heaven not to be rer; much the 
energy and bappinesi of the other on earth. 
In notliing was it more evident how fully 
gaged the yonog paalor was with his work, and 
how entirely it filled and satisfled his heart and 
his hands, than his entire forgetfulness as to the 
making of money ; that is, as Co the accomalat- 
iog any property at all. It never occnrred 
hinj to place at interest what remuned over 
his salary at the end of the year ; it went every 
cent to gifts for the children of the Sabbath- 
school, and daaationg to benevolent objects. 
When he first arrived in Somerville had he onty 
bonght a few town lots at the nominal price then 
asked, in a few years be. would have had even 
wealth. It never occurred to him for an 
slant ; even the purchasing of a lot for his 
home in the future was done only at Che Ea£ 
tion of friends. People who owned a few bead 
of cattle when he arrived in Somerville had 
whole herds thereof by natural increase ic 
years. Why could he not have done the 
There was Mr. Necly, the schoolmaster — with big 
first earnings from his school be had bonght a 
likely negro woman, and now ho had qui 
family of young negroes, upon even the j 
geat of which he coold have realized five hundred 
dollars any day, "And why," Mrs. Warner fre- 
quently asked, "conldnotMr.Arthar have done 
the same thing?" Yes, it is with pain that we 
frankly state this new weakness in one whom we 
would fain have the reader love. Devotion to 
his calling ? Certainly. But inch thoughtless- 
ness, such ntler lack of reference to his future 
wife and children! We would paint him in 
brighter colors if we dared ; better tell the truth 
of him though. Truth is, "Tlie children of this 
world arg wiser in their generation than the 
children of light!" 

One thing is certain — be grew steadily in the 
confidence and esteem even of those who ac- 
knowled|!ed his deplorable lack of worldly wis- 
dom. Yet " men will praise thee when thou 
doest well (o thyself;" perhaps they would have 
thought that much the more of him if he had 
been accumulating property all the while; but 
let us recount nothing but the truth about him 
thoogh the heavens fall 

Yes, so far in his ministry the young pastor 
toiled with enthusiasm and joy. From the first 
he can be said to have had bot one definite 
traable; and that tronble bad quick, sharp, 
black eyes, which saw every thing going on in 
Somerville and a great deal more ; and that I 



tronhle had a tongue, and such a tongiie I I^- 

petualljwasMra.Warnerseeing something dread- 
ful here, and strongly suspecting something worse 
there, and painfully but positively assured of dis- 
aster in the future, and pouring all hetwlf abroad 
upon Buch matters every where. Any chemist 
who had enumerated the ingredients compos- 
ing the atmosphere of Somerville, and, in men- 
tioning oxygen, nitrogen, vapor, and carbonic 
acid, had failed to mention Mrs. Warner as a 
chief coDstituent element of that atmosphere, 
would have been woefully mistaken. That one 
lady managed to keep the place surcharged with 
anecdotes, mmors, suspicions, surmises, profih^ 
ecies — all personal, and all of a painful nature 
a degree surpassing human power of produc- 
m. To do Mrs. Warner justice, her own serr- 
ante, children, husband — household, in fact, was ' 
the theme upon which she dilated most freely 
and fully. Neat and energetic housekeeper as 
Mrs. Warner was, it was certainly not at home 
only that she washed her "dirty linen." Some 
of it showing, in her hands, so very dirty, too. 

As the years rolled by the canal gales had 
been too often opened to close now at all. But 
her children did not particularly mind, her serv- 
had grown used to it, her hosband was too 
old a sailor upon the tossing deck and amidst 
the whistling gales of his home not to have 
regard it all as the ordinance of nature- 
Everj day he grow fatter and balder and more 
itooped about the head, more slovenly about the 
person, quite a weather-beaten mariuer, but 
wonderfully forbearing and mild. But Iben her 
ible, and her exquisitely neat and clock-work 
household! If one were hut stone-blind and 
perfectly deaf, or a philosopher — Socrates say — 
! could live even under Mrs, Warner's roof. 
And all these months Mr. Arthur continues 
with Mrs. Bowles. The idea never occurred to 
her in that form ; hut her guest was to her all 
that Rutledge Bowles would have been had he 
instead tenanted the little office in the front 
yard all this time — rather more perhaps. 

And Mr. Arthur is such a vast assistance to 
Alice in her studies," said Mrs. Bowles to Mrs. 
Sorel one day; "and they have read a great 
deal of history together, too. Mr. Arthur takes 
pleasure natural to a scholar in snch things. 
Beally I believe Alice is improved beyond her 
years — more thoughtful, too. I hope to return 
to Charleston as soon as Rutledge Bowles is set- 
tled in the practice of the law there. It is too 
^ak of such things yet, I am aware ; 
but if Alice is finally married into one of the old 
families there I will be satisfied," 

And placid Mrs. Sorel only smiled in her quiet 
way, and said nothing upon the subject whatever. 
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Bowles, looking up from ber sewing. Her ejee 
a strong as ihey might be, as they were 
years ago when the Miijur oTerhead first sur- 
rendered to them; bnt Uutledge Bowles must 
have his shirts. Butledge Bowles has left college 
— not graduated exactly, bnt left it. More 
than once had he consented to waive the past 
and return to Columbia from Charleston, in Che 
earnest hope that tbe College Faculty bod come 
o (heir senses. Tbe last time, howerer, it was 

00 much, really too mach — their coarse — for 
ilm 10 endure. In company with the other stu- 
dents be Bgoio withdrew as to Moas Sacer/ but 
this time he could descend no mora — conld not 
even eniertaia such a proposition. 

In fact there'is, jost now, no college at Co- 
lombia to descend to. For the time, Student- 
Secession has killed it. Batledge Bowles is now 
in the law office, at Charleston, of one of his fa- 
ther's old friends. That is, he is occasionally in 
t. What with cigars and wine-parties, games 
it billiards and the like, he really has but little 
leisure for the office. Besides, politics mast be 
attended lo. Being in Charleston, the Mercury 
Sfii the Cotoier must be read, at least glanced 
ver, after breakfast, and an hour or two spent 

1 discussing with the ncaroat friend the last 
points of tbe case, Aa Butledge Bowles retires 
rather late of a night, and rises rather late of a 
moroing, when he has done with the papers and 
the conFeraaiion thereupon after breakfast, it is 

) altogether melees to go to the office that day at 

t Not that he has no purpose in life. Butledge 

■ Bowles has plenty of talent, undisciplined as it 
- is, and superabundance of fire to warm it. He 
I has a purpose before him in bfe — a purpose lo 
I which he wonid gladly give all his energies. If 
i he could only gel to stand upon the floor in Con- 

greis, make one good, full speech containing all 

I he would like to say against the North ; see the 

, Abolition Members writhe in their scats beneath 

I it, and then have it printed and circulated over 

I South Carolina and the rest of the South, a copy 

I carefully mailed to his mother, he could be con- 

' tent to die, naturally or in any duel which might 

I tarn up. Butledge Bowles has his ideal of hn. 

I manglory, too. Let him hare jttsticedone him. 

' Congressman Brooks is the idol of tbe hour in 

I his latitude — bnt not with him. 
> "No, gentlemen," be has said in his knot of 

■ friends, "you must permit me to difi'er itom 
I yon. I periijctly agree in all yon say or can say 
: about that most contemptible fellow, Sumner. 

But Brooks was wrong to cane him. With all 
respect for Brooks, the club is not the weapon 
of a gentleman. Under no circumstances is cad- 
. geling B gentlemanly deed. My idea is simply 
this ; Calhoun would not hare done it t If the 
fellow was a gentleman, call him out. If he is 
not a gentleman, be unaware of his existence." 
But his friends can not agree with him for an 
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iDittuit. He does not know it ; but it U tbe old 
HbJot, Ua grand old father, Biieaha oDt id 
And ii is amating in Rutledga Bowles. Not 
onl; the young agiprove the cadgcling; even 
white-headed men, members of the church, of- 
ficere of churebeB, even venerable paatore, think, 
" nudcr all the circumBtances," that Brooba was 
right. Thej regret he was compelled to do snch 
a tiling in jaat enuh a place ; bat, aa it was, he 
was right, Christ and all hia apostles to the con- 
trary notwithaCanding. No; Calhonn ia Rat- 
ledge Bowles's ideal of earthly glory. Not ex- 
actly Calhoun the hard student in hia youth ; 
nor Calhoun the cold dialectician ; nor Calhonn 
the Bpotleas huabnod and father ; nor Calhoun 
the irroproachBble gentleman only — but Calhoun 
the scourge of the North. More than once has 
Butledge Bowles, Btrotling along Che street there 
in Charleston, thrown down his freshly-lighted 
cigar at the door of the pnhlic edifice wherein it 
is enshrined, and gone in yet once more to have 
another good look at Powers'a statue of the old 
Roman. And Calhoun ia an awful presence, 
Btanding there in a marble coldneas which har- 
monizes with his character. Only lava cold from 
VesnviuB could have been better and more sig- 
nificant material. There he stands, his oat- 
stretched arm shattered to the ahonlder by rag- 
ing watera and foundering ahip. Did Butledge 
Bowles road no omen in this of another tempest, 
another foundering bark, shattering in the future 
more than that? 

"I am astonished at you, Alice," said Mra. 
Bowles. "Mr. Arthur tella you he knowa no- 
thing of the matter about which yoo aak him, 
and yoo say, Ob pshaw !" 

"Ves; hnt, ma, the girls all say that is just 
what all their brothers and fathers say when 
they ask them — and they members of the Order 
all the time. That ia the way it came by its 
queer name," aaid Alice, giving nnneceaaary 
length on her slate to tbe fingere of her mudc- 
master's widely-extended arms. 

"Yon are right, Miss Alice," the minister re- 
plies. "But I am in eameat. And, what is 
mare, I never intend to know any thing more 
of this new party than I do now." 

He was in earnest when he said it ; yet we saw 
how he afterward fell from this hia high estate. 
And it ia almost a positive HatiBfactioa to kno«v 
that he did err herein. The weakn esses of those 
ministers are so often internal and undiscovered 
by the world around, that this error of the Rev. 
Edward Arthur will help the reader to believe 
the assurances of the writer of these pages that 
he was by no means an angel. On tbe contrary, 
a man, and a veiy imperfect one at that. 

Tes; Enow Nothingism had come and bad 
gone, accomplishing its specific something for 
God in the land, certainly in this individual. It 
had been entombed beneath editorials, pamphlets, 



speeches, as beneath autumnal leaTca which had 
once been so fresh and Sourishing. People had 
subsided somewhat into merely youths and mald- 
eag, buabanda and mothers, when suddenly they 
are brought back to their condition of citizens 
with a shock. Lo another excitement begins, 
literally, to redden the horizon ! 

It had amazed Mr. Neely very much — Mr. 
Neelj was from Sew HampBbire, and tanght 
school in Somecville — when he first arrived in 
the South, not lo find the negroea working in 
irona al! day and carefully locked up all night. 
Wliy they were not in a condition of incessant 
and universal insurrection had been a puzzle to 
him, and multitudes with him there, before he 
left the North. Mr. Neely had often read items 
in tbe papers before he left tbe North, and he 
met with them in the papers of the Sonth after 
settling in Somerville, to the elTect that the 
blacks in such a county and in such a State had 
been discovered to be in a conspiracy to rise on 
a certain fixed day, murder all the wbites, plun- 
der and bunt all the houses, and — who knowa 
or had any idea of what they would do next? 
It was a thing in which Mr. Neely look the live. 
lieat, deepest, most nervous interest ; yet, for the 
life of him, be could never gel tbe exact facta 
of any snch case. Every few months he would 
read of some auch conspiracy being discovered, 
now in this county, now in that, in the State iu 
which he had settled. Qftener still he would 
hear accounts, to the same effect, of which the 
papers made no mention. It was always the 
same story — a conspiracy existing, embracing it 
was not known how many negroes ; a discovery 
thereof just before the day it was to break out; 

Ttain white men mysteriously involved therein; 

dozen or two of the negroes bung in company 

ith one or more white men. 

Always exaggerated, the facts were in somo 

ises substHnlially so. Yet Mr. Neely could not 
understand the matter for bis soul. Who were 
rhite men ? What was their motive in ex- 
citing the negroes to insurrection t Was it hope 
of plunder? Was it revenge of private grudge 
against certain owners? Or was it nothing oth- 
Ihan desperate fanaticism? There mast he 

ne powerful motive to induce any one lo un- 
dertake BQch terrible risk. What was the mo- 
,rve? The detected conspiracy was always fol- 
lowed by confession on the part of some one or 
of the partiea involved. What was the 
confesnon? Among so many discovered con- 
spiracies, taking place during so many years, 
ndiy waa no more nndecstanding arrived at of 
the germ, and process, and end aimed at? Tbe 
fact and philosophy of the thing — that ia what 
the inquiring mind of Mr. Neely wiahed to get 
But Mr. Neely never found any body who 
coald cast Che least light upon the subject. 

Nor wonld he if he had songht for information 
throughout the entire Sonth. When such things 
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take place pe^Ie in the immediate adghborhood 
thereof are [erribly excited ; rigid inveadgationa 
are made ; negroes and otbers are huog ; but at 
]aai the whole matter remains aa raaeb as ever a 
pazzle and a master;. A regnlar organization 
of while men lo exuite the negroes to iosarrec- 
tion, with agents abroad ? or each case a prirate, 
isolated, gpontaneoos matter? The people of 
the Sonih know no more on tlie subject than did 
Mr. Neely, or than the North from wtiich Mr. 
Keely came. 

So that when, one mid-snmmer morning, Mrs. 
Botvles asked her gnest, at break&st, "Mr. Ar- 
thur, what do jou think of these dreadful bnm~ 
inga we hear so mnch about?" Mr. Arthur could 
on]; repl^, " The accounts ate greatlf exagger- 
ated, madam, I feel confident; bejond that I 
reolly do not know what to say or t» think." 

"We were speaking of the sutgecc last night 
at Mr. Ellia's house, "said Mrs. Bowles. "Mrs. 
Ellis told me about it before Mr. Ellis came in 
from his store, and he conSrmed all the hod 
sajd. Stables, miila, private houses hare been 
bamed in great numbers ; all in different neigh- 
borhoods, bnt all aboat the same time. In ev- 
ery aeighborhood, too, negroes have been arrest- 
ed and hnng. Mr. Fergoson happened to be in 
lo snpper. I believe it is the on\j place in Som- 
erville at which he visits ; and he says it is amaz- 
. ing ssnsible people should be such fools. He 
does not deny the many simnltaneous flies, hot 
accoants for them by the great heat of the sam. 
mcr, which has turned every thing to tinder. 
Under such circumstances, when the least spark 
will prodnce a conflagration, his ouly wonder is 
that there ore not more fires. We all know Mr. 
Ferguson, however," Mrs. Bowles adds, with a 

"Bnt bow does he account for the torpedoes 
and matches which are said to have been discov- 
ered among the negroes — the arms and powder 
also?" 

"Ohl you knoiv Mr. Ferguson. All stuff 
and nonsense, he says." 

" If you will permit me, here is General Lam- 
um's view of the matter," said Mr. Arihnr, un- 
folding a damp paper — the Somerville Star. 

" We all know Lamum is a bad, unprincipled 
man; hat, Yankee as he is, nobody doubts him 
to be H genuine Southern man, as &r, at least, 
as he con be, poor man]" said Mrs. Bowles. 
" Please read what he says." 

" ' We have long looked fot it,' read Mr. Ar- 
thur — 'have even wondered why the work was 
not begun before. It is fairly inaugnrated, how- 
ever, at lost I True to their infernal principles, 
faithful, as madmen ever are, to their diabolical 
threats, the Abolitionists have entered upon their 
work of fire, and blood, and pluoder at last I 
From innumerable parts of the South and of 
our own State we hear of awful conflHgrs 
and of detected conspiracies among the blacks. 
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That Che whole North is entered upon a crusade 
against slavery we have no more doubt than we 
~ the shining of the son. Advices from 
Texas are to the effect that over the whole of 
that State conspiracy reigna triumphant. From 
hich place the information beyond all 
doubt we know that there exists a powerful or- 
1, secret, and amply supplied with men 
and money, sworn to the work. This secret Or- 
der has its peddlers, map and book agents, fur- 
Lture-vamishers, scboot-leachera, preachers, tmi 
the like, traveling over the entire South. To- 
day are these iofamol emissaries among ns, in 
ntimale intercourse with the negroes, poisoning 
^heir minds, supplying them with torpedoes, 
ttiychnine, and arms, preparing them for what 
a to come. The signal has already been given. 
Any night we may wake to fire and carnage un- 
precedented in the annals of the world. Our 
homes, out wives — '" But here Mr. Arthur 
ilopped. There was much more to the same 
eflracC 

ToD seed not fear my nerves, Mr. Arthur," 
said Mrs. Bowles, with a smile. "I have heard 
and read things t« the same etfect in Sonth Car- 
olina ever since I can remember. I am used 
to it." 

"It reminds me," s^d Alice, after a pause, 
of what you read to us, Mr. Arthur, in Car- 
lylo's ' French Revolution' the other night. You 
remember the negro alluded to therein standing 
before the magistrate in St. Domingo, with block 
seed in his palm covered with a few white seed. 
He shook his haitd: the white seed had disap- 
peared, only the black seed seemed left! And 
after that came the awful convnlsions there I" 

Mr. Arthur ate his breakfast in silence, the 
negro servant, a smart mulatto hoy, waiting as- 
siduously on the table, and hearing all that was 
said. That was never thought of by any one 
there. Talk ahont excluding Abolition emissa- 
ries from the South I No public speaker for 
years past has ever mounted the stump in any 
part of the South but he has had negroes by 
among his audience ; negroes with white 
children in their arms ; negroes attending to the 
horses ; negroes bringing water ; negroes loiter- 
around from curiosity. And when, for years 
past, has any stump apeaker fuled In his speech 
to dwellnpoD Abolition, conveying to his n^ro 
hearers, and through them to every black in the 
South, all the information any haman being 
conld convey to them on the subject ? It had 
struck the young minister as a little odd, hear- 
ing, on a grand barbecue occasion, Colonel Bet 
Roberts deprecating from the stump this very 
thing, when, all the time he was speaking, half 
a dozen of the brightest mulattoes in the coanty 
stood in eager attention vrithin almost arm's- 
length of him. Save beings to do the work, 
needing in consequence just so much food, cloth- 
ing, and the like, the hoose-flies were little less 
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" For mj part,"s»id Alice, motioning Charles, 
the wuler, to hand her the ump — aha was achool- 
girl enough jet for that — "I wish jou badnerer 
read me that horrid book, Hr. Arthur. All that 
description of the peaaantrj of France in the first 
part, and how the^roae aftenvardi" 

"It wBa no selection of mine, Miaa Alice — " 
began the gaeat. 

"Oh I I know that, Mr. Arthur; bat I do 
wieh, with all ray heart, all the negroes were 
iit the Bed Seal" And none bat a aohool-girl 
conid haTS made anch an iireleraut nmark, with 
such singular emphasis too. 

" One Ibing I hardlj need sa/," obaerred the 
minister, at the; lingered itill around the table, 
"I am not a blood-thiraty character, I believe, 
and I abhor Ljnch-law ; but if there bt agents 
among as inciting our serrants to insoirection, 
they are guilt]' of the most terrible of crimes 
against us, and agiunst the negroea themselves. 
The; can not be watched against too carefully, 
nor dealt with, when detected, too sererelj,"* 

"Yes; butwbatlbate," broke in tbeimpuls- 
ive Alice, "is, that we should be in a condition 
requiring us to be afraid of any body, requiring 
us to be keeping np a watch all the time. I am 
a genuine Southern girl," continued she, erect 
as an Indian, with glowing cheek and sparkling 
aye, " and I can't bear to think the South should 
have to be always in a panic abont Yankees, and 
emissaries, and conspiracies. They want us even 
to be looking around to see if any of the negroes 
aie near before we speak ; watching lest they be 
peeping through keyholes and listening behind 
doors; whispering and talking low, and nsing 
nil sorts of devices to hide our meaning. It's a 
cowardly condition to be in 1" 

" You foolish girl 1" said her mother, smiling 
at her energy of manner. " Don't parents have 
things they never speak of fraolj until their chil- 
dren are sent ont of the room ? Do we say all 
we think before oar acquaintances even, and 
fdends? What a child yon arel" 

But, like a wijlfnl child, the young baauty only 
arched her brows and shook her head. 

"I only know pa always taught rae, and yon 
have always taught me, and all I have read has 
langht me to admire England ; and I'm snre 
there's nothing of the sort — the continual trem- 
bling and apprehending I mean^there ; is there, 
Mr. Arthur?" 

"There is in Austria and in Italy," replied 
that gentleman. " I liave read about tbe Chart- 
ists of England, and the Irish, the French, too, 
over the Channel ; bat to what degree they are 
feared I really can not say. But I must go to 
my books.'' 

As the weeks rolled by matters becatne more 
and mora alarming. Every number of the Som- 
erville Star was taken up with accounts of new 



baraingi, new conspraciea, additional hangings. 
Several fires had taken place in the vicinity of 
Somerville. One day Somerville was thrown 
into the intenseat excitement — a carpenter's shop 
was suddenly discovered to be in flames. Not a 
man of iha many speedily on the ground bnt had 
his revolver girl beneath his coat It was dis- 
covered, however, to be the work of poor Jack 
Sampson's children, tbe unfortunate carpenter 
himself. Like other anfortunates in this world. 
Jack had altogether too many children, and ev- 
ery one of all he had was perpetually in mischief 
and in trouble of some sort or other — a broken 
leg, or a chopped foot, or a blued eye, or a bad 
bum, or a " Deary mo 1 somethin' goin' wrong 
all the time with them children ; it breaks my 
back to nune 'em, and breaks my heart to raise 
'emi" was poor, slonchy, sallow, worked-to- 
death Mrs. Sampson's continual expreasion of 
the matter. 

" Jnst as I knew t" said Mr. Ferguson. "And 
if evatjone of these fires could but be thorough- 
ly investigated it would be found to be the same 
case in all. Incendiaries ? Stuff and nonsense I 
Look at Sampson's shop ; those piles of shavings 
baking under this hot, dry summer for months ; 
the wonder is they have not canght fire long ago. 
All those fires in stables, too; any man. in his 
senses must see that the heaps of straw and litter 
abont BQch places are tinder during such a sea- 
son as this." 

Another fire in Somerville I A dwelling-bouse 
this time, and by a n^;ro boy of some ten years 
old. He was seen to (ire the building in broad 
day 1 In fact, he never denied the thing. The 
town anthorilies had prohibited the usual sarv- 
tbr the blacka on Sunday afternoon at the 
churches; aiwi the boy avowed that he did the 
deed partly because they had stopped bis going 
church, but chiefly on account of the over- 

ight of the while babe he was required to nurse". 

" I heem tell of de black folks bumin' houses 
all de time, dat's what made me fust link of it^" 
was his candid explanation (« Mayor and Coun- 
cil. "Nobody pul me np to it," he perwsted. 
"Mass George be say sha'n't go to church, an' 
daC baby weigh five hundred ponnd I" 

Now what to do with this negro boy? that 
was the question. For four weeks Scip lay in 
tbe jail ; that was all. Longer than that his 
owner could not do without him. Hired to 
somebody else, bearing a lighter infant, he^nned 
no more. Butfor months be considered himself 
rather a hero than otherwise. Morethau once, 
as he drifted about SomerviHe on warm Sunday 
aftemoouB with his chai^, in answer to tbe 
question, "Whose baby is that boy?" "Mass 
Boiling, what lives down by de sieam-mill, an' 
I is da boy what bnmed down de bouse by de 
gnlly," waa his prompt reply. 

Another fire! This time it originated in a 
grocery. By this time Mr. Withers bad fallen 
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from being only ft drinker of whisk; to the lower 
d(«radation of being a ssller thereof; and "All 
I know about ii is tliis, gentlemen. Luce 
night I fell asleep against the conoter, by George I 
There totre a good tnanj newspapers, I know, 
Ijingooit, Was a candle any wliere near? Of 
coDT«o there was! Do yoa think I was 
by George I in the dark ? I don't pretend to say 
bow my place caught aiire," continned Mr. With- 
ers ; "but one thiDg I do know, Jem Budd' 
gun-shop 18 next door— loos, by George 1 — to my 
place, and we can easily gaess why any incend- 
iary wonid want that bnmed down. The other 
thing I know ie, that I am regnlarly cleaned 
this time — nary red I Not able to get even 
daily liquor except on tick I" 

Another Rrel A cottoU'gin this time, a few 
miles out of Somerrille, The excitement was 
becoming fearfal. Could Lamum'g explanation 
be the true one ? Was the country really filled 
with incendiaries 7 Ic certainly looked tike it. 
Mr. Arthor found no satisfaction in Mr. Fergo- 
son's theory. Dry and hot as the sammer was, 
there were altogether too many fires. To do 
Mr. Ferguson justice, with erery new conflagra- 
tion he became more positive upon the subject, 
fractious even. It had become one of his etorm 
reo&, which his pastor had learned to avoid. 

Another increase of oxcitomentt Mr. Isaac 
Smith, the painter, had been out of his shop all 
day painting at Coloael Ret Roberts's new office. 
He did not return to' it until bedtime — Mr. 
Smith was a bachelor, and slept in his shop. 
After entering it, and while groping about in 
the dark for his candle and matches, he was as- 
tonished to observe flasbes of light under his feet 
On lighting his candle be found scattered over 
the floor white grains little larger Chan the head 
of a pin, which burst into flame on being trodden 
npon or rubbed in the hand. Not that Mr. Ar- 
thur himself got to see any of these torpedoes, 
bnt the Btoiy was told him by a doaen lips. 

By this lime the panic waa fairly ander way. 
Even Mrs. Warner disappeared, so to speak, in 
the nniversal excitement. Lying Sam Peters, 
lingering about street-comers, foand himsolF 
singularly tame and uninteresting where every 
body was talking;. Every fresh number of the 
Somerville Star nas filled with the topic, to the 
exclnsion of every thing else; conspiracies de- 
tected, men hung, the whole North engaged sys- 
tomalically in the work of Sonlhem destruction. 
The paper was frenzied in its descriptions, asser- 
tions, invectives; and it was bnt one of hun- 
dreds of sheets employed, few with equal, none 
with fp^ater ability, to the same end. 

"What do yoa think about it?" asked Mr. 
Arthnr of his friend Guy Brooks. It is impos- 
sible for any haman tieing to lire for any length 
of time amidst nniversal and intense excitement 
and not be affected thereby. Physically, mind, 
as well as mentally, the hui 



trici^, sympathy, whatever yoa may choose to 
call it, which binds men together, insures that. 

"I have my own deliberate opinion on the 
snbject^" replied the lawyer. "Bnt we won't 
bring it up just now. Let as keep cool, and wait 
a little. The temperament of Somerville jast 
now is too much that of Sam Peters ; the whole 
place talks too much like Mrs. Warner to be- 
lieve all we hear. Ho man likes Dr. Warner 
more than I do," said the lawyer, apolc^tical- 
ly ; " but Mrs. Warner is really, really — ah, well, 
we all know Mrs. Warner 1" 

"Bat, Mr. Brooks," persisted Mr. Arthur, 
"I would like to know what yon do think upon 
the subject. It certainly is a mysterious matter, 
one affecting us very — " 

" It certainly is," interrupted his friend, grave- 
ly. "Butwewon'tventure an opinion jast now. 
My case is not quite made up, as we knaves at 
the bar say. Wait. I certainly have my fear- 
ful opinion on the subject. But it is really too 
bad to nller. I may be mistaken. God grant 
I ami If I'm wrong I'm glad of it. If I'm 
right time will show." And that was all the 
generally frank lawyer could be induced to say. 
the next Sunday night after this con- 
thai Mrs. Bowies was aroosed hy a tap- 
her chamber window, 
t't ^he alarmed. Madam ; it is me — Mr, 
Arthnr," said that gentleman, in answer to her 
hurried exclamation. "Please get up and dress 
yourself — Miss Alice, too — and don't be alarm- 
ed ; I Irast there is no occasion to be. I will be 
It upon the front porch." 
There Mrs. Bowles and Alice foand him when 
ey had harried on their dresses. But no need 
ask him why they had been aroused. Even 
before they left their bedroom the rnddy glure 
npon the walls told them of another fire. As 
they stood upon the front porch the whole cod- 
flagration was distinctly visible, inming night 
day, and throwing the shadows of fence and 
trees darkly upon the ground. Fall in view 
from the eminence on which it stood, the Som- 
:ile Factory ^aa one vast blaze from the 
ground, and with Sames which towered high 
above the lofty roof. A six-story edifice, re- 
cently completed, thoronghty furnished, and 
owned by a Northern Company, the establish- 
ment, a good deal sneered at as "that Yankee 
noBc the less the boast and pride 
of the place. 

~ not a word was spoken as they 

stood gazing npon the sublime spectacle, listen- 
ing to the hiss and roar of the iteam from the 
heated boilets. It waa remembered by all of 
Ihem afterward that no shonling was heard, no 
Tas seen harrying past their house to (be 
I. In fact, though all in Somerville knew 
of the fire, few besides those immediately con- 
nected with the mill were there. 

"'Ton need not remain with us," said Mrs. 
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bowleg, at last "Perhaps yon wonld like to 
amist at the fire. Th« Major always hurried lo 
them when ne lirsd in Charleaton ; he liked the 
excitement. If Batledge Bowles was here he 
wonld not even hare stopped to awaken ns." 



"I hare no desire to go, I thank yon," said 
Mr. Arthur, qoietiy; and Alice noticed now that 
her brother's doahle-barrd shot-gun, rnsly from 
long disnse, was leaned in a comer of the porch 
tiehind him. Beoenth his hastily-buttoned coat, 
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too, slie aaw the butt of b, rerolrer gleaming in 
the light of the conflagration. And. not a man 
or bo; in Somernlle that night but remained at 
home Hrmed to the teeth. It is strange the new 
and singulaT emotipn which Barred in the bosom 
of this joung and impulaire girl as she stood 
beeide Edward Arthur that night, aware, she 
hardlj' knew hoiv, of his pale face and set tips 
and fixed resolve. Not that he said anj thing. 
Mrs. Bowles engrossed the conversation with 
reminiscences of Sonth Carolina, and the mag- 
nificent scale on which that State indulged it- 
self in its conflagrations. 

Like all the olher school girls, Alice had made 
abundant fun of the joung preacher among her 
companions, the truth being that reverence was 
atrait as jet undeveloped in her character. Her 
novel emotions aro eaailj accounted for. You 
have often observed that when jon are suddenlj 
awakened at midnight from a sound sleep bj 
music there is a freshness of feeliag about jou 
which mokes the music far aweeiei to jou than 
the verj same struna heard on anj other occa- 
sion ; and it wae ont of a veiy sound sleep that 
Alice had just awakened. It might be incident- 
ally remarked cbat these jbung people had been 
cloaelj associated now for same time, not onlj 
as dwellers under the same roof It is amazing 
how much of history and poetiy they had read 
together ; how much, in consequence of that, 
thej had conversed, thought, and felt together — 
all in a natural, imperceptible way — from week 
to week.' We will say nothing about anj im- 
pression which may possibly have been made 
upon her by Mr. Arthur's purity of character 
and refined breeding, and, above all, his en- 
thusiasm in his profeaaion. Ton may not have 
thought of it Ix^fore, but an honest enthusiasm 
in any good cause ia one of the most bcaati^ing 
things in thia world : it imparts a light to the 
lip and to the eye, an nplift to the whole per- 
son 1 A quiet, unfathomable enthusiasm is the 
light and Miss, the element of heaven. 

Not a more unpopular man existed than was 
Air. Ferguson the next day, when, true to his 
native heather, he was as Scotch in his belief of 
the accidental nature of the fire aa over. There 
ia nothing people in a panic hate more than the 
man who coldly refuses to go with them there- 
in ; there is an affected superiority to every body 
else, a self-assertion in such a course which is 
positively insolent. 

" Every sensible person in Somerville has ex- 
pected the burning of that factory from the ont- 
eet of the Eummer," said Mr. Fergoaon, "It 
was one pile of tinder from top to bottom; cot- 
ton, wool lying all about, and a raging furnace 
in the centre of it. Incendiary t Staff and 
nonsense I" 

Not an adherent did Mr. Ferguson have to hii 
theory. Be only held to it with the zeal of 
thousands concentrated in himself. Beaides, he 



had entered upon a new collection. It had oc- 
curred to him during the last few days to collect 
and preserve all things ia his reach which had 
so far been published upon the sulject of the 
burnings end conspiracies. "A rare treat it 
will be to read them after the delnsion is over," 
he said to himself; and he entered with an en- 
thusiasm upon the sntgeet which he had not ex- 
perienced even in making np his treasure of 
documents relating to Infant Baptism. 

But the excitement in Somerville, as well as 
throughout the whole region, who can describe! 
Nothing else waa thought or talked of. Arms 
of all sorts were cleaned, loaded, and laid in 
readiness. Hardly a lady in Somerville but took 
lessons, with a hundred " Oh my's !" and " Oh, 
I am so afraid!" in the art of uaiog the riSeand 
the revolver. You could not walk past a door- 
yard without hearing the crack! crack! of pis- 
tol practice on the part of the inmatea of the 

Aa to the blacks, the Sunday afternoon serv- 
ice had been long stopped. Now patrols scoured 
the streets from dark till broad day, firing, 
promptly upon all negroes attempting to ran 
when ordered to atop. By an arrangement of 
Mayor and Council the room and trunk of ev- 
ery negro in Somerville was searched at the aame 
hour by a large committee. 

"And nothing found'-not a thing 1" said red- 
headed Mr. Ferguson, in triumph. 

But at least aome few arms, boxes of caps, 
even powder, mos found, was the general ru- 
mor. In one case, at least, aeveral glaas bot- 
tles of powder were certainly found in a negro's 
cabin. Very promptly was he had up before the 
Mayor, but as he seemed more amazed at the 
discoveij than any one else, he was as promptly 
releaaed. " I need not Bay, gentlemen," re- 
marked pnrsy Dr. Ginnis, the owner of said 
boy, during his eiamination, "that if Jim had 
any band in patting that powder there, yon may 
string him np, and welcome. But my boy Jim ! 
I'd take my oath he knows no more abont it 
than X do. Why, gentlemen, Jim was raised 
with mel Nursed by the same mammy; wres- 
tled together a thousand timee. He thinks more 
of me than if Iwashia ownhrolhcr." And while 
Dr. Ginnis waxed short of breath, and redder in 
the face, and puffier even than before upon the 
subject, Jim stood beside him open-moothed, 
thoroughly bewildered, imdeniably innocent. 
It was singular the lack of definite, decisive, 
undoubted proof upon any one point in the whole 
mysterious matter. 

"I am more and more convinced," Guy 
Brook 9 had said more than once, or even twice, 
to his friend, Mr. Arthur. "Bnl I may be ^|ia- 
taken. Wait. Let time show." But of what 
he was convinced he altogether refused to state. 

" It really seema to me as if this excitement 
were deran^ng the whole of ns," said Mr, Ai- 
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tharone-erening toHrx. Sowlai, about ft w«ek 
after the deMnietioii of the factor;, ai tbey ta) 
oat Dpon the porch in front of the hoow enjo;- 
ing the moonlight. For sereral nights nov he 
had slept npon a pallet in the hall of the hoose, 
dressed, two loaded rerolTen within eu; 
of hii hand. Mrs. BoitIgb said nothing 
about it, bnl ibe saw to it that ererj tabla-knifo 
la the place was under lock and kej before she 
lay down at night, counted and sale; the sil- 
Ter-moanted earring-knife, wherewith the Major 
had carved at his hospitable table many a joint 
and tni^ey, rested safe under ber pillow. And 
her gnest nerer spoke to her on the subject ; ;et, 
. before lying down, he never failed to take the 
axe from the iroodpile and secrete it, restoring 
it to its place before dawn next day. And ha 
could not bat conf^ to an almost sheepish, if 
not mean, feeling as he did It — a sense of being 
ashamed of himself, he knew not why. 

And now, as they sit npoa the porch, they 
hear a rapid fbot along the street. Erery ear 
had grown painfully attentive, every eye keenly 
alert lately. The person stops nt the front gate, 
shields himself in the moonlight behind one of 
the gate-posts, and begs Mr. Artbor to step there 
a moment. Mr. Artbar does so, and finds 
Aldermaa of Somerville there. The Alderman 
is fat as becomes an alderman, although turtle 
soup smokes not within half a thousand miles ol 
Somerviile, and is panting from his rapid walk. 
"We have learned, Mr. Arthar," he says, ai 
welt as he can — "learned hut an boar or so agt 
that the negroes have airenged to rise, and that 
to-night is the time appointed for it." 

"But, Dr. Ginnis, ia there any foundation, 
begins Mr. Arthur. 

' ' Can't tell ; fear so ; in tact, we feel almost 
certain upon the snbject. Bat I have no time 
atop," aaid Dr. Ginnis, in the same low, hurried 
tones. "We are alarming every family in Som- 
erville, and glad we knew of it in time to doso." 
And the AJderman has hastened on to apprise 
other families of the impending insurrection, 
with that keen gratiScation in having news of 
moment to impart which the heart will feel, 
though the news be the death of one's own fa- 
ther. 
That night Somerville sat up. 
With the single exception of Mr. Fergnion. 
Leaving every winilow of his hoose open and 
ever; door unlocked, the Scotchman made a point 
of going to bed earlier than Dgnal, and of sleep- 
ing particularly sound, in open defiance of the 
panic of the hour. 

If Dr. Warner could only have been induced 
to do so, he could have deponed under oath that, 
frAm supper time t^ll breakfast next morning, 
Mrs. Warner never ceased speaking ; the im- 
pression produced on the Doctor's mind thereby 
being that, in some inexplicable but nndonbted 
way, he. Dr. Warner, was to tdame (or the whole 



thing- It was also currently rcfiorted aftarward 
that Mr. Neely, the scboolmaster, had abandon- 
ed his own bachelor home, after locking in his 
negro wonuui with her children, and nailing 
down all the windows, and had taken refuge, 
armed to tbe teeth, and making ten tbonsand ' 
inquiries as to the contemplated rising, when it 
was to begin, and how it was to be met; io the 
centre of a crowd of watcben at the hotel. 
" White in the gills, by George ; actually 
frightened out of his wits!" was Bob Withers's 
ttotement on tbe subject afterward. However, 
it was moroDy impossible for Sob Withers to 
ipeok of a Northern bom man save in scorn and 
contempt. 

As the yonng minister returned to the house 
from receiving Dr. Ginnis's information, per- 
plexed for a moment what course to pursue, be 
finally conclnded tbot here, as in eveiy thing 
els^ the frankest coarse ie the best. 

I do not think there is any ground for ap- 
ieD8ion,'*he said to hia companions; "but 
tiien I can not be positively certain, not know- 
ing upon what the Mayor and Corporation rest 
their belief 

" Bnt have tbej adopted no plan in case there 
a rising ? Suppose the negroes do attempt 
it, what are tbe men going to do? Will the 
negroes move in one body, or will they rise sep- 
arately, the blacks on each place attacking their 
ovra people ? When are they to begin ? What "" 
are yon going to do, Mr. Arthur? Oh, if Rut- 
ledge Bowles was only at home!" And Mrs. 
Bowles showered question upon qnestion on the 
bead of her guest. Not at all bystericnl either. 
The least frightened persons that night in Sonj- 
erville were the females. Bless their inexplica- 
ble natures, they shriek at a spider, but look a 
lion undaunted in the face! 

It was little their defender had to say; bnt 
after the servant boy Charles and his wife were 
gone to their room to bed, he quietly locked 
them in to begin with. Next he laid the double- 
barreled shot-gun within easy reach in the hall, 
and plenty of ammunition on tbe chair beside it. 
his revolren, they were girded on as a 
matter of course and of custom. But while he 
made every possible preparation for any event, 
treated the whole as a needless alarm — a good 
joke, in fact, to he laaghed over hereafter. 
It was strange, bnt Mrs. Bowles seemed rath- 
to enjoy tbe excitement than otherwise, re- 
counting innumerable like alarms passed through 
Sonth Carolina, especially one, in which the 
M^or patrolled the streets by night for two weeks 
at a time. So excited was she that she refused 
to go to bed at all; and it was after midnight 
before she at last fell asleep, with Soatb Caro- 
lina on her lips, in her easy-c^ir, sealed with 
them on the front porch. Softly adjusting a pil- 
low beneath ber mother's head and a shawl 
OTDund her shoulders, Alice again seated her- 
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L NIQHT ON THE PORCH. 



■elf on the step of the porcli, leaning herself 
against the column. 

Mrs. Bowles's house— Bntledge Bowles'i prop- 
erty she preferred calling it — stood by itself on 
the oatskirts of Somerrille, no other house wilhia 



several hundred yards. The moon had now gone 
down ; only the clear bright stars ilinmined the 
serene SQinmer night. Sealed in a cbur abore 
her on the porch, somewhat in the shadow of 
the Tines which overhung it, her companion 
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sbanduitBd himself id silence to her lorelineas 
ai she sat, her face and ejes tntned up toward 
the Ehining stars. Ah, that feeling of love, first 
love, love nnntteted as yet even to the c 
thereof, why shoald I describe what we all 1 
BO well ? It is the purest, sweetest emotion fult 
beneath those stars. He felt nnwiliing to break 
the ulence bj a word, while he blessed the fat 
Alderman for his news, forgetting for the time 
the nature of the news altogether. 

It seemed anddenly to occur to his companion 
that the sitnaliou was becoming an embarrssaing 
one, and she attered what came fint to her lips : 

"There was something I overheard Charles 
tell Sally, his wife, the other day, Mr. Arthur," 
she said, without taking her eyes from the a 
" I do not know what they had been speaking 
0^ but I only heard Charles say : 'Nevermind, 
never mind, well be free soon, any how;' and 
Sally answered, 'You'd better try an' see if jou 
can't tell me some naei /' Such a singular em- 
phasis on the word news." 

"Yon have not mentioned it to yoar mMher ?" 
began the minister. 

"No; but she knows how it is with the rest 
of the negroes. There is not a day but some 
negro says something of the same kind, cEpecial- 
)y when they are whipped, or are threatetied 
with a whipping. And Charles and Sally were 
bom, too, and have lived all their lives in the 
family, and if ever setvanls were indulged they 
have been." 

"The truth is," said her companion, after a 
panse, "they hear so much from the public 
speakers and from the conversBIion at table — I 
mean all the negroes do — I do not wonder they 
get EQch ideas in their minds. Besides, there 
are several of the mulatto bays In town who can 
read, who do read all the papers, I am told, 
and ihey commnnicate all they know to the rest. 
Yon know the reason why their Sabbath service 
was stopped; one of their preachers — I know 
not how true it is — is said to have been so swept 
away in the fervor of his prayer as to have prayed 
most ffetvently for Freedom, And where they 
got their notion of their being liko the Jews in 
bondage in Egypt, one day to he delivered by 
God, it is imposiible.to say, hut they certainly 









"Do you think they would be better off if 
they were free ?" asked his companion. 

" No, I do not I confess the whole thing is 
apniile to me. Their parental relation and"— 
her companion was about adding marriage rela- 
tion, but checked himself in time— "is not as 
the Gospel requires it to be among Christians. 
Many ij our Sonlhem ministers are wridng, 
even preaching, npon the subject. Besides, we 
do know that in many respects the Institution la 
A positive evil to — well, to as — at least I fear so. 
Bat what to do with them is the question. If 
we were to send them to Africa — and how coat4 



we ship off the three millions of them f — thej 
would relapse ander its climate into barbarism. 
They do not do well in any sense when free, 
either h%'e or at the North. I confess it is aU 
a puzile to me." Mi. Arthur spoke earnestly. 

"And how is the pnzzle to be solved?" said 
Alice, her eyes fixed opon the fleecy clouds roll- 
ing rapidly by over the deep blue. 

"The Providence of God will solve it, and in 
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tent to wait," said her companion, quietly. 

"It is strange. Miss Monlton making us read 
Guiiot's History of Civiliiation," said Alice, aft- 
er a while, in a dreamy manner. "I do not 
know what makes me think of it to-night. It 
was very dty at first, but I became deeply inter- 
ested in it Bt last. I have never thought of his- 
tory in that way before — a plan, a purpose of 
God in the whole, from first to last — ;ou know 
we were spesking about it." 

" Guizot is a Protestant, yon know — has read 
his Bible, Miss Alice, though, like a Frenchman 
and a philosopher, he almost ignores the exist- 
ence of such a book. Yet he has stolen his 
whole idea from it. From creation histoiy is 
the slow overturning of all wrong things toward 
the development of the race and the establish- 
ment of God's dominion again npon earth. It 
seems b very, very slow process throngh so many 
ages. At times the tendency seems to be in the 
other direction altogether." 

"I have been reading Dickens ever since I 
can remember," said Alice, after a long silence ; 
"and there is one theme running through all 
his pages, and I do believe it is his dwelling so 
eloquently on that theme which makes his books 
so popnlar. I hardly know how to describe 
what that theme is — a steady denunciation of 
all that wrongs human beings, even the lowliest ; 
a continual dwelling npon the excellence of lov- 
ing-kindness toward the meanest and humblest." 

"Peace on earth, and good-will toward men ! 
Tes, and this Sotig of the Angels at the Inrth of 
Christ is becoming every day more and more tlie 
substance and staple of all popular literature. 
Perhaps," added the theoli^an, "Glory to God 
in the highest may come to be blended in the 
strain also as the world nears its consummo- 

In what a singular, thonghlful mood they both 
are t The etill niglit, the romance of the hour, 
the desire to entertain each other. 

"Do you remember Tennyson's lines — 'Ring 
out, wild bellsi"" asked Alice. 

"And its c]os»— ' Bing in the Christ that is 
to be?' Fertbotly well." 

"And that 

■one hr-nff dJilne event. 
To which llifl Thole creatloD mcpvca.' 
So unlike Byron, Scott, Bnd all the old antbors. 
There is Locksley Hall, all fntl of the same 
e," continued Alice, her bead still leaning 
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against the colunm behind her. ' ' Yon remem- 
ber, 

'Soirly coiiM m hoiigry petite, it > lion irMping nigber, 
aiirea at one llui Doda uid iriolu beblnd > ilovlj- 
ijiBB flit' 
Who do yon mppose ho means by that, Mr. 
Arthur?" 

"All enslared people; those in Bungniy, 
Italy, every where," said her companion. 

"He meaiiB them too when he ^leaks, in one 
shape or other, so oi^n, of 'a slawly-^ying 
caase,' I suppose ?" said Alice. 

"Thefactis,"8aid the minisCer, after a pause, 
"all Scriptureis^eFrophecy of, and a]| Histo- 
ry is the Record o^ the slow, steady destmction 
OTer the whole world of Eendalism — yes, Feadal- 
Um is the best word." 

There follows hereapon a long silence. Both 
were thinking exactly the same things Like all 
perBons at the South these two bad, from their 
childhood, singular ideas at times to flash apon 
their minds^deas easily staved off, bnt often 
returning — nneasy ideas, disagreeable ideas; 
ideas one prefers to leave in their present nebu- 
loas CQDdition. Botb have a sense almost of 
guilt in entertaining such ideas an instant. Both 
woald deny ever thinking such a thing, if plainly 
charged with soch a crime. As to uttering such 
thougiits, both are thoroughly airaid to do it. 

"How, then, about our 'Institution?' It 
is an ugly word, isn't it— rSlaveiy F I wonder if 
it must go down too?" ventures Alice, at last, 
being the braver of the two. " Strange," she 
adds, " bow full of fancies one feels such a night 

"Only one hundred years ^o, or bo," says 
her companion, our 'peculiar' institution, as we 
well call it, existed over the whole world ; no- 
tbing peculiar about it then. Just look at it («>- 
night. Outside of the South, of all the civilized 
woiW only Brazil wid Spain retain iL Brazil 1 
^>«fll t And here, on this continent, ft was once 
tinrestricted of its whole area ; now it is crowd- 
ed down — a thing abhorred and hunted down by 
the world — into the South'." 

" You forget Russia," said Alice. 

"I beg your pardon; the Czar has already 
decreed its extinction. Serfdom ceases in Russia 
March lT,I861,"replieihflrcotopa]iioii,eagerly. 

" And here we are to-night watching against 
an insurrection of slaves among ns. That there 
should be slaves among us — liaeei! — it strikes 
me soioetimes so oddly ! And the movement 
which has overthrown slavery every where else, 
under u> too this verynight. Pshaw! whatnon- 
sense 1 and for a South Carolinian too I What 
I hata about it is that those Yankees at the 
North think they are so wise," said Alice, gay- 
ly. " Bat do yoD think it m to cease among as, 
Mr. Arthur?" 

"I certainty do. I am as certain of it as I 
am «fthe existence of God," he replies. 



"Yes, hnt how?" 

"I have a sort of theory of my own. Miss 
Alice. I believe slavery is now driven to bay 
here at the South. I believe, too, that it will 
flght desperately, perhaps with struggles which 
will deluge the land with blood and shake the 
world — long after you and I are dead, tbongh. 
Of the result I am aa certun as I am that eveij 
wrong tbii^ must go down beForo God. No 
use attempting to make a China or a Japan of 
the South. Open the gates must fly, down the 
walls must go; the Gospel unU have Iree and per- 
fect access to every human being that breathes. 
Just see those stars, great worlds they are, aU 
moving so unswerringi}', so musically upon their 
paths beneath the hand of the Almighty; bow 
do they assure ua past doubt of the presence and 
power and love of God ! Such a still night as 
this, the jarring voices of men hushed, God's 
great universe moving so serenely under bis lov- 
ing care, one feels content to leave this little 
star we lire in, too, in the same hand that cares 
for all the rest of the worlds. I don't intend to 
preach a sermon, Miss Alice," added tba min- 
ister, in earnest tones, lowered, too; "bnt yon 
believe it all as well as I. Jnst think of it. It 
was on this world alone of them all that God 
dwelt in person, living here, dying here for its 
inhabitants ; putting on then, and wearing for- 
ever henceforth, the nature of its race, God and 
yet a man forever t With such assurance of His 
special interest in us, I am perfectly content to 
leave this world uid all its events in His hands. 
And to think that He is no respecter of per- 
sons ; that he died for, and wears the nature o^ 
and cares equally for, the least human being 
that lives I You remember the trial we are to 
undei^ at his bar; as ye did it, or as ye did 
not do it nnto the least at &i6se little ones, ye 
did It or ye did not do it unto met When yon 
think of that sublime Will moving as silently on 
in the accotnplishment of his gradous purposes 
toward eveij being on earth made in His im- 
age, how idle and senseless and. despicable do 
all our stragglings sgunst it seem 1 To acknowl- 
edge and bow to that Supreme Will is the act of 
every sane intelligence. To acquiesce in, to ex- 
ult In that glorious Will as in that of one's own 
pemon^ (Hend and father and saviour, seems to 
me the very essence of piety."" 

It was not much all this ; it was the low tone 
in which it was said, it was the mood in which 
it was beard. It was sold in communication 
with soul. 

Both knew how near henceforth tbey stood 
to each other. And well did Alice know why 
Edward Arthur did not long ago, and did not 
to-night, say things of a nature more interesting 
to them even than all this. Being proud her-' 
self^ she undeistood his pride, admired it, was 
vexed at it in the same instant. 

"And yon do not have much faith," said 
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Alice, after s long silence, "in the saccets of 
anj movemeD t in defense of ulsyoiy, or in (lie peiv 
laanence of anj government based on ein'ery ?" 

"Not the lew! in the world," said her oom- 
psnion, quieilj. "Nor will such a mad expeii* 
meat eier be tried.'' 

There was a long pause in the coavenation. 
How ntterij had thej both forgotten fat Alder- 
man Dr. GinniB and his insurrection ! Both felt 
like anj thing else rather than lilie those sitting 
uD the crater of a volcano that night. 

"Yonder is a fire at last," said Alice, reallj 
gratified iherebj, pointing to (he reddening hori- 

"Tes, Miss Alice, but one kindled by no hn- 
maa hand — it is the dawn," said her companion, 
and with any thing but the enuttion of them 
that watch fur tlie ntoming. 

" Dear me, I never dreamed it was so Ial«— I 
mean so earl;!" exclaimed Alice, but a blash 
followed the words. 

"Any insorreciion jet?" inquired her mother 
al this juncture, wakening and rubbing her eyes. 

"Notabit,ma; and, oh 1 1 am so disappoint- 
ed," laughed Alice; "and after sitting up for it 
all night, too— it is too bad !" 
. "WeusedtobayeBomegroandforauchihings 
when we had onr alarms in South Carolina," said 
Mm. Bowles, patient and forbearing for failure in 
the present instance. "We must write to But- 
ledge Bowles about it, Alice; it will amuse him. " 

Iq fact, there was a general seitse of disap- 
pointment that morning throughout Somerville, 
a sense of having been cheated and defrauded, 
as people javmed and stretched themselvea. 
Alderman Dr. Ginnis sank fifty per cent, in tbc 
opinion of every body. However, like all other 
light yet bulky bodies, his depression on the sur- 
face of things was but for the moment ; his the 
imperishable properly of bobbing np agsjn when 









you suppose they would rise 
after they fbund we had put every body on their 
guard?" chorused Mayor and Conncilmen. 

As to Mr. Ferguson, coming down thai morn- 
ing from bis peculiarly sound and refreshing 
sleep, more inflexibly Scotch than ever, he was 
insolent even in his triumph, hard to be endured 
by people surly after a sleepless night. How- 
erer, people were used to Ferguson. 

" And who sat up with you, Alice f" said the 
■chootgirls to ber next day. 

" My mother, of course. And, dear mo, how 
stupid it was 1 No rising at last, either. 1 was 
so disappointed t" said Alice. 



CHAPTER IX. 

Ahs so we return at the point from which 
these pages set forth — the fail of Fort Donelson, 
and oil the boundless astonishment wbich follow- 



ed it. We nnmoored onr bark and set sail under 
the strong wind beginning to blow at that date ; 
and though we have been compelled to reef sail, 
and lie by for the last few ehaplets in order to 
:t onr ship's company thoroughly acqnainred 
ith each other, we will from this moment spread 
alt sail, drive before the ever-increasing blast, 
and gain such haven in the end as it may please 

" Exactly as I hare all along said it would he, 
only far worse," Guy Brooks, Esq., is remark- 
ing to bis pastor in the study of the latter at the 
very hour Brother Barker is reasoning over the 
same topic—the fall of Fort Donelson — with 
placid Mrs. Sorcl aoder Colonel Juggins's hos- 
pitable though somewhat leaky roof. In fact, 
every person in the South — doubtless in the North 
also — over ten years of age is eagerly engaged at 
this instant upon this same Ibeme. There in Som- 
erville, the excitement being so intense, it is but 
itatnral a warm-hearted, large-limhod Kentnck- 
ian like Guy Brooks should feel deeply also. 
And strongly disposed to converse, loo. Not in 
pnblic, however. Ilie time had been when no 
man spoke his mind more warmly and freely be- 
fore Bob Withers, Sam Petera, Brother Barker, 
Colonel Ret Roberts, Colonel Juggins— ay, even 
before the dread Lamum himself, apt to put it 
nil in savage print ten loinutes after ; before all 
Somerville, for that matter, .than the lawyer. 
On the streets, in hie own ofBce with his heels 
upon his table, in good Mr. Ellis's store, and 
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eTeiyvhere ebe, tbe Kentnckian wna wont to give 
hk opinioo npon whatever the topic might be. 

Not BO in these dajs. The lawyer bK» altered 
into a grave and sileDt man, with only occa- 
sional eruptioDB, showing that the Area witliiD 
are only intenser for being emothered. What 
he wonld have said avery where before, he now 
niters only when with snob intimate friends as 
Ml. Ferguson and his pastor. 

In every city, village, and neighborhood 
tbronghoot the Sonth it is touching to eee how 
the Union men ding to each other. The ship 
having passed completely into the hands of mnti- 
neera, these poor disarmed passengers in the cab- 
in below, the batches battened down upon them, 
cluster instinctively together for comfort, spec- 
ulating with each other ander their breath npon 
the storm raging around and the breakers ahead. 
One of the craelcst effacts of Secession was the 
breaking up on every square mile throughout 
the South of many a friendship between even the 
oldest and most intimate friends. Worse still, 
families were broken up, son tamed against fa- 
ther, brother against Iw^ther, wife against hns- 
band. In Ihia latter and worst case, in nine in- 
stances oat of ten it was the wife who was tbe 
Seccwionist, while to many a bnaband nothing 
was left but either to engage in bitter and no- 
ceasing strife at hoqie, or to play as well as he 
could iho patient part of poor Dr. Warner. Yet 
it wonld be telling only half the truth here if we 
did not add that, where friends 'and relatives 
did hold to their country alike, the ties between 
them were immeasarahly strengthened thereby ; 
friend loving friend, father loving son, brother 
esteeming brother, wife valuing husband just so 
much the more as they thought alike, felt alike 
here, where thought and feeling had their inter' 
twined roots abont the soul's very centre. Ay, 
and persons never before acquainted, at enmity 
even, came now together into cordial friendship 
npon ibis one and suScient gronnd. 

"I frankly confess," said Edward Arlhnr, 
drawn toward his burly friend as he had never 
been before, "every thing is altogether unlike 
what I anticipated." 

"Of course," replied the lawyer. "Ton min- 
isters are only too ignorant of hnman nature, 
especially its darker side— which is all over," 
added the lawyer. " Yon preach total deprav- 
ity from the pulpit as an abstract doctnne, yet 
ignore it in all your dealings with men or ex- 
pectations from thera. Do yon remember that 
day I brought the first placard here for yoit to 
read? I prophesied then how it would be. As 
I knew at tbe time, the whole programme had 
already been arranged by Lamam and Colonel 
Ret Roberts, the Colonel at the very time sol- 
emnly sworn OS a member of the United States 
Senate to uphold its Constitntioii — only one in- 
stance of a thousand similar peijories. And jet 
we were nil so borrifled at Louis Napoleon 1 As 



we all know, there is a Colonel Bet Itobena snd 
a Lamum, in some stage of development, in ev- 
ery town throughout the land. The tneeting 
called and held by them in our Court-hoilBe here, 
not a corporal's guard of the people there; the 
furious resolutioni adopted calling a State Con- 
vention ; the blazing account thereof in the pa- 
per, was bat a specimen of like meetings engi- 
neered by like men over the State. And this 
was the spontaneous, indignant, unanimous np- 
rising of the people ! Yod know it a!l. Before 
the masses can realise it, lo [ a Convention is in 
BCtaal session — a Convention voted for, and del- 
egatee thereto elected, by only a miserable mi- 
nority of the people. 

"And who composed that minority?" said the 
Kentnckian, becoming more and more excited. 
"First, the politicians themselves — men whose 
trade and living is politics — men who saw their 
power and plnnder passing forever from their 
grasp nnless they made just that last desperate 
move. And even they accomplished their end 
only by enperhnman exertion through the preea 
and from tbe slump. Next come the set in ev- 
ei7 neighborhood, following their party leaders 
from the very force of habit. Last, tbe people, 
fancyiitg Secession tbe only remedy against tbe 
North. Remedy? Good Heavensl"' 

" You forget, Mr. Brooks," said Mr. Arthur, 
"there were really sensible and excellent men — " 

" Who voted for the Convention, and for 
delegates lo that Convention?" interropted the 
lawyer. "Vea; Colonel Juggins, for instance, 
and all his class; and why? Because Lamnmi 
assured them Secession was only a step to Be- 
construci ion— merely a peaceful Seceasion! He 
and his no more voted for the dissolution of the 
Union, and for war if necessary, than did jon 
or I, or Fergnson, Warner, Ellis, and the rest 
of us who refused to vote abont a Convention at 
aU." 

"I half thought at the time a terrible mistake 
was being then made," said his companion. "If 
Union men throughoal the State bad all sud- 
denly come into the idea of a Convention when 
it was first proposed by the Secesraonisis, had 
voted for it, had voted true men into it, then — " 

' ' We would have seiied their one piece of ar- 
tille>7, turned it upon the Disanionisla, and with 
it blown them to the — tbe moon !" said the law- 
yer. "Ah, it is easy to talk 1 Or, if the Gov- 
ernor had hut planted himself npon the Consti- 
tution fhim the first. Bat what is the use of 
talking about that now?" 

" Yon know Secession was submitted to the 
vote of the people afterward," saggested the min- 

" And with great difficulty was that precious 
Convention induced to do it," said his friend. 
" And when it was done I By that Ome badnt 
the politicians fanned the fire into a conHagra- 
tion? You remember how it was commonly 
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who voled against it, that man was an Abolition- 
ist, wid the sooner bnog the better. Freemen 
And yet tens of thoosanda of the best men in th- 
Stale, Ecatisred apart as the)' were among the 
excited, infatuated — " 

"Don't let na say fools," interrapted the min- 
ister. " We can not keep our tongues too care- 
fully from the Tiolent language of the day." 

"Did notdare to vote," continued Mr. Brooks. 
"Yon and I, Ellis, Warner, Fergnson, and the 
like, did Tote against Secession; but I know, 
and yon know, many a man who dared not go 
to the polU ; was sick himself, or had a sick 
child or wife, or had pressing bosiness some- 
where, some cowardly escusa of the sort. ~ 
of those who did go to the polls, how mauy 
prerented by the crowd about the boxes, and 
. couldn't wait, or who disliked going into such 
excitement, aud all that, didn't vote at last. I 
tell yoo, Sir," said the excited Eentnckian, 
Signers of the Declaration of Independence left 
an illastriona name; but I will band down th 
fact that I voted against Secession to my postei 
ity as the nohleat act of my life i my declaration 
of independence of falsehood and folly, i; 
when at their highest flow." 

"Bnt a m^ority of the Totea cast wen 
Secession," said the minister, after a panse. 

"A majority of the votes coat yon may well 
say," replied Gay Brooks. "Bat jon know as 
welt as I whether it was a maJoriQ' of the voters 
in the S 

" And then came the raising of troops against 
the South," said Mr. Arthur, refleutivelj, 

"Yea ; and no. man in the Soath had, in tl 
flash of the moment, mure disposition than I 
me^ force with force," began the lawyer. "J 
first it was a feeling sudden and uniTersal. I 
thiok yon were not altogether as clerical in yonr 
langnage, Mr. Arthur, my friend, as you might 
have l^n," he continued, with a smiie. Bnt 
^ere he stt^ped. 

Ah, that terrible test of conviction and prin- 
ciple! OuyBrookssatinsitence, tngginggloom- 
ily at the hair behind his rjght ear vrith restless 
fingers, his broad, brown lace no longer open, 
but full of such anxious thonght as men know 
only. when bosom and brain are at cross pnr- 
poee, when feeling and principle are at strife for 
ascendency. 

He said nothing, but he thongbt, thought! 
And multitudos at the Sonlh were at the same 
instant thinking, thinking, thinking — not saying 
a syllable of their thonghts even to brother or 
wife. 

If his disjointed thoughts conid have been 
written down they would have run somewhat in 
this manner: "We of the South — Southerner! 
Deraocracic right of self-government. Bnt that 
democratic old Andrew Jackaon and his native 



South Carolina in 1832? Humph I The old 
General would not have actually fought Caro- 
lina? Perhaps, Sonth fighting for its very 
existence as a nation? Yes; and the United 
States Government fighting, since need is, fbr its 
prior existence. Secession iu this case ? Then 
Secession legitimatized at the North, East, West, 
in the South over and over again. Humph 1 
Universal disintegration, dissolution, death t 
Wrong to fight against thalt" 

And on and on— millions at the South on the 
same track that iuBtant with him — plodded Guy 
Brooks slowly, paiufuUy through mire and fog. 
Alas, the systematic effort to drown one's own 
soul with the clamor of the times 1 Multitudes 
of the noblest men of tbe South were forced to 
conceal their trains of thought from others, from 
themselves. Alas, for the laborious process of 
self-silencing! Miserable dissembling to one's 
own self as well aa to others. 

With some it became settled into a hopeless 
habit, for which "the peculiar times are to 
blame. Heaven knows, not I; /can not help it!" 
With many, very many, the soul came oat of 
the mire at last, to see clearly, to stand firmly, 
to speak boldly. But that daylight has not ar- 
rived as yet to Guy Brooks, sitting there that 
hour in his pastor's study. 

"I am as well satisfied as a man can be on 
any moral question that Scceasion is a great 
wrong, a crime against man, a sin against God. " 
The minister, as he says it, walks to and fro 
across his study, his hands clasped behind him, 
his chin drooped upon his bosom. "But then 
the Battle of Manassas t At the time it seem- 
ed to me God's Approbation of Secession. Not 
that I thought for an instant tbe Almighty ap- 
proved of Secession," said the minister, hastily 
correcting himself; " that I never can bring 
myself to believe. I mean, it began to seem as 
if the Almighty intended permitting the deed, 
as he permitted the partition of Poland. So far 
could gather from our papers, the North 
had pretty mach given the South up. But now 
this anddeu, determined, apparently overwhelm- 
ing advance upon the South — " 

The speaker hardly uttered to himself even 
the refit of bis sentence. You who know, coidd 
yon have found juet at that date a Sonthem-bCTn 
~ie South who would then have inti- 
mated even to himself, much less to bis dearest 
friend, awish for the success of the Federal arms? 
Guy Brooks and Mr. Arthur never were more 
busy than in keeping themselves from distinct 
thonght npon the matter. 

And do yon sappose," said the lawyer, at 
last, "that the politicians did not know all this 
of the immense preparations being made 
by the Federals on shore and sea at the North? 
No, Sir. It was no ignorance on their part. 
From the first they have studiously kept tbe 
the Soath in protbund ignorance. 
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THE PABBON AK 

Look at Bowling Green ! Who dreamed tJie 
Coofedcrate Anny chere \raa bo gmall?" 
"It certainlj was poor policy," s^ bis oom- 

"Enares are aiaagt foob in the end," ith 



D THE LAWYER. 

the latT^er's remark. "It is aU of apiece. Ton 
remember that enrnmer of the bnminga ?" 

The minister nodded his head to this altogeth- 
er nnnecessarf question. If no one else remem- 
bered it, Edward Arthur certoinlj did, the mem- 
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017 of hia heart noiiBting therein the memory of 
his head. That aereue, starlight night upon the 
front porch sparkled in hia memory amidst that 
dark time like a diamond set in jet, 

"Ton may remember," continaed his friend, 
"I had my idea then, as well as Ferguson his, 
os'to those Gres, poisonings, conspiracies, book 
agents, and all. I did not ntter my suspicion 
then lo a soul. I could not believe it possible. 
I do believe it now," he added, with a blow of his 
huge fist on the pastor's table, sending his heavy 
CoDcwdance inches in the air. 

"Well?" inquired the other. "I confess I 
am JDst ai mach puzzled this hour npoD the 
subject as t ever nas." And he paused in the 
midst of his walk before the lawyer with curi- 
osily ilt every line of his face. 

"Sir, I snspecled it then; I know it now," 
said the lawyer. " The whole escitement iu the 
South then was the resolt of a regular con- 
spiracy." 

" So Lamnm said at the time," not so inno- 
cent, however, of his friend's meaning as the 
words would indicate. 

"And |ha unprincipled — ves, it is better 
DBS no epithets; it may bocome a habit these 
awfol times, and become oaths — the unprinci- 
pled man," continued the lawyer, "was right. 
Only he was himself one of the conspirators. 
The whole plot was devised end worked by him 
aud hi& RiBst^. I. tell you, Sir, not more the 
a doien or two of the ablest and most desperal 
of the leaders may have been in the secret ; bnt 
as I believe in the existence of Satan, so do I 
believe that the whtde excitement that snmmer 
was plotted and carried on by them and by their 
agents to' pr^are the people at the South for 
Se«ei^n. It was tiot enoagh to split (he Balti- 
more Convention, and so bring about the elec- 
tion of Lincoln — Itat was in the progrsjnme. 
Box they knew that even if Lincoln was elected 
— a Black Bep'ublican I mean, whatever his nai 
might be — the South was not lipe far Seceesi 
even for that; and that is the way tbcy ripened 
the South, Bs by a bot-house process." 

"And the JohQ Brown RaidF" asked Mr. 
Arthur, with a smile.. "No, Mr. Brooks, I can 
not agree with yon there. I have long thooght 
that political ability, and political success, loo, 
whether on the part of Lonis Napoleon, or of 
Jeff Davis and his set, consists not so mui ' 
people suppose in creating or even in antic 
ing events. No; it consists rather in instantly 
and adroitly seizing upon events, even altogeth- 
er unforeseen events, as they arise, exaggera- 
ting them, turning them, working them toward 
rtirfr own end. The destruction of the Union 
being the end fixed apon, the politicians in Cou- 
gre^, from the stand, by the pspen, and in er- 
eiy other way, have strained every nerve to make 
every event a help toward that" ■ 

"Ami all the time the people, intent only 



daily matter, dreamed of nothing abont 
ibeir country but that it was the greatest and 
permanent government on earth 1" said 
Guy Brooks. 

And yet a great many people at the South 
bold with the lawyer upon that incendiaiy snm- 
up lo this hour. Not Mr. Ferguson, of 
le. As 10 every thing being worked by the 
Disunionists to theii own deadly end, he believed 
that as firmly as any man. Bnt for those bom- 
ings, the excessive dryness and heat of the sea- 
u is the full and sufficient explanation. 
"Look at the papers if you doubt there being 
systematic conspiracy as I say," urged the 
lawyer, "Do yon not see bow invariably they 
exaggerating into the utmost importance 
ry thing favorable to their Confederacy — in- 
iahly, systematically distorting or suppress- 
ing every thing in the least degree Dnfavorabie 
it 7 The tremendous clatter they keep up on 
the bells at every rumor of victory, only a part 
of the same thing. They desire to establish a 
manufacturing interest at the South ; they have 
a it with a vengeance iu the manufactDring 
s — out of all material, aud out of no ma- 
terial at all." 

As we have observed, it was just after the 
fall of Fort Donelson that the lawyer held this 
conversation with his pastor. Time was lo teach 
him something of the capacity of human nature 
to produce, and to believe in, falsehoods beyond 
what he or any othei man could at that day 
have deemed possible. 

" 'Nabhtiluc occitfibd btthk Federals 1 
Not i»ib Soci. thebs ao babb as to Wblcohk 

TBBM. iNnDMAS ATROCITIBB ALRBADT COM- 

mTTED tsbbeI Nobth Alabaha tbreatkr- 
BD I Grand Adta])cb dpob Viboihia ! Flbet 

TO DBBCBND TBB MlBBIBBlFFI ! ATTEMPT BOOH 
TO BE KADE OH NbW ORLBAMB 1 OUB ASODSBD 
FBOFLB BEADT to aUBL TBBM BACK. ThEIR 
VERT ADVANCE FBBMITTBD BT OUR GeHBBALS 
AB PABT OF A BBILLIAIIT StRATBGT BOON 10 Bit 

SEEK IN ITB FBtrrrs!'" read Mr. Arthur from 
the headings of the last Somcrville Slar lying 
on ihe table. "It really does seem as if the 
North was abont making a determined effort," 
he continued, after a pause. 

"It does indeed; you may well say soj" re- 
plied his friend, with tones in singnlar contrast 
with the gloomy shske of the head which ac- 
companied Ihem. And it was not only singular, 
but to the last degree exasperating to Lamam 
and his set, the way in which the Union people 
began to swarm out into the streets from their 
retreats, like bees on the first burst of summer ; 
and the frequency and fullness and unction with 
which they spoke of " the late meet disastrona 

Good SficesMonifits shrank insliuclively from 
all conversation with Ibem; hut there was a 
wonderful degree of sudden visiting among them- 
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' Klves on the part of the Union people. Ho lw( 
of them could meet on the street, or opon tbi 
roAd» oroand, but the; muat slop to ahftke theii 
Iteads together iii Bad concert over the "terribh 
intelligence," and to agree that "raatletB tnoBi 
be ranch worse cTen than our papers repreBsflt 
iheni, if we only knew." Varyead their broBs, 
verj doleful their tones, very desponding their 
hearts, like to the grief of the next heir beside 
the dying codch of the present owner. . 

"I lay awake last night thinking, and I 
ready' to make yon a prophecy this morning 
about this war," said Mr. Arthur, slowly tearing 
the disastrous news into strips. ' - 
' " No, Sir, 1 had rather not," said the lawyer, 
promptly. " I had enough of prophecy last night 
to hut me a long time. Brother Barker droppCU 
into my room at the hotel last night, and kept 
me np till midnight. 'I am not speaking with 
an infidel, but with a believer in the Scriptnre \ 
and I feel to believe I can coniince you from 
the Bible the Confaderocy is of God, and'that 
God is going certainly to establLsh and bteaa it,' 
be said. With that he whips ont of his pocket 
his little black Bible^ and goes at me exactly as 
he osad to do about points of doctrine, only with 
far more leal." 

"I do not remember any Scripture bearing 
opon Secesaion," began Ur. Arthur. 

"Tou are b^ibd the times; Sir. You have 
seen a book, written by a Dr. Baldwin, showing 
how the United Stales is clearly alluded to in 
Scriptare. Since Si^cession Baldwin's idea has 
be^n seized opon and arranged io admit Secesr 
sion and all its gloriinia results. Oh, I can not 
remember half the man's nonsense I I listened 
to it as part of the insanity of the timta with 
some cuiit^ity.' - Abler and better men than 
poor Brother Barker originated the idea; be 
has jumped upon it as his litst. hobby, -and is 
Hding it to death. E'en Captain ~ 
caught the infection. Fullest of 
SabbAth -school iand Scripture when drunkest, 
the Captain's religious knowledge until so warm- 
ed being as invisible as the writing in lime juice, 
fae now brings, when dmnk, an amaiing: bntiitier 
of scriptures to illustrate the subject in hand." 

" Can you not remember at least one of his 
texts?" 'said' tlie minister, all the theolo|;ian be- 
^nning to stir within him. " I am cnrioui to 
know what even insanity can find to favor 'th« 
Confederacy in Scriptare." • • ■ ■ ■ 

" Well," said the lawyer, his fingers busy be- 
hind his right ear,' *' there is the stone cut out 
of the moiintuii withont hands which smote the 
image-^iu Daniel, I believe. The mountain is 
the United States Government ; the stone is the 
Confederate Qovernment, which is to grow into 
a great kingdom, and in some way or other fill 
the whole earth. Ah, yes, the stone being the 
Scripture emblem of the Confederacy, you have 
only to turn to the places in which it occnn in 



Scripture to 'find filenty of reference to that Go*- 
emmentl Whoever fell upon the stonawas to 
be broken; upon whomsoever it was to fall it 
wonld grind him to powder — I do not remember 
where it occnrs in the Bible — emblematic of the 
victorious strength of the Confedenue Govern- 
menl. .' The North and Europe sneer at as on 
account of slavery. Very well,': says Brother 
Barker, ' the Bible expr«esty says of the Confed- 
eracy, it shall be a stone of stumtdinB snd arock 
of ofl%nse.' All the rest of the world is infid^, 
is his notion, because it rejects the Bible doe- 
trine of slaveiy as a divine right. Inotber words, 
the Confederacy is the last, lingering abode on 
eai'th of piire religion. ,' Perfectly clear that, ' 
says Brother Barker ; ' does iiot Scripture say on 
this rock or stone I will baild my choTcb, and 
the gates of hell shall not prevail. agaiostit? 
which settles the result of this war.iipon us by 
the NortJ],' lie said. Tes, he thinks when once 
yon have whu he'calls a key, like the aymhol- 
ical meaning of the woMl'stone, you can unlock 
all prophecy. There is thewoidseretLalsD; he 
makes it refer in Scripture to the seven States 
which first'seceded; and he runs that word down 
through theBibleJ ..Sevemwonien shdUilayhold 
on one man ; that mean's those seveil States laid 
hold upon, to teed and protea them, a Confed- 
erate Government over them all, and so on. 
Then there is a prophecy abunt the Mount of 
'Olii'es;: inouniain.in ^criptnre,' he says, means 
the old United States- Gbvemnient splitting 
asunder by a line running east and.weet, refer- 
' ig to Secession. ' Thou breakest the ships of 
-Tanhish with an east wind;' Europe Ijfing to 
-die east of ns,- this is a prophecy of the.itusing 
of the blockade by the 'lihiii^an: states There 
s vast deal more to tbe sadiA effect, but I 
have forgotten it. But to do evety body jns- 
tice;" cotitinaed the lawyer, "though people 
ither like to hear Brother Barker's. expoialions 
' prophecy, feel strengtbeiied by tSepi,'! blive 
9t heard of anyone as yet-decidedly emlv'Bcing 
theni. -'ThpyiMjf beciirrect; we hope they <•« 
-ooFrtCt, ' is what big hearers say, but that is all." 
To me sncb a thing is one of the darkcM 
feattires of the times,' sud the [ministeTr very 
sadly. " If ever there, was a time when reli^on 
and the minisiors of religion. should hold ihem- 
sdvla' alAor fi^m the infatuation of the hour it 
w ; for if there is no restraining infinence 
exerted on the rising. tide, of . .wocldlinesa and 
wickedness by the9e,Vhat is left under heaven 
to restrain ? I know of no other ioQaence used 
of God for this purpose." 

I fear matters are going to be far worse than 
or I have ever imagined. And this brings 
me to the matter Icalled this morning espedally 
B yon upon," continued Gay Brodka, mb- 
hing his upper lip with his ruEfulfitiger. 
< Ah, that aiqhing of the heart, which tells more 
surely in the bosom of impending evil than doel 



,vCoi>^Ic 



DSSroa— A CHItONICLE OF SECESSION. 



the merciiTj in the bBTDmeter of appronching 
tuna I NoC jet bad Edward Arthur got Died 
to it; tboogh be was to be made a abuuger man, 
and by thi* rery ptoctaa. 

" What do you mean ?" he aiked. 

' ' I fear we are going to hare trouble in 
church — great trouble," Baid bis friend. 

"I think not," eaid tbe. mlniater, eameMl;, 
but with mon hope in his tones than in his 
heart "Ton rememher 1 announced from the 
palpit, at the outset of Secession, that I intend- 
ed to confine myself ezcloaiTelj to the pecnliai 
duties of m; calling, and to koep politics utterly 
out of my sermons and my jaajen." 

"It doesn't matter," replied hisfHend. 
yoa suppose there is a person in Somerrille but 
knows yonr views in regard lo Secession ?" 

"I can not help that," replied the minister. 
" I hare the deepest and clearest coDTictions on 
the auhject — how could I but have ? 1 have all 
my life been accustomed to express myself f^nk- 
ly to my friends in conveisatian on every topic 
which came np. Upon this topic, oi 
tinnally up, one in which I can not but &el the 
deepest interest, I have done the same. What 
else could I do ? Xoa would □□( have me dis- 
semble my honest conrictions, I know. { have 
sometimes wished I had been able from the very 
first never to have ottered a syllable on the s 
ject one way or another to a human being." 

"Ton would have possessed supernatural 
strength to hare done so. And even if yon 
had," continned his friend, "yonr very silence 
would have had- the worst possible construction 
. placed upon it. How could you be silent, peo- 
ple would have said, amidst tbe universal en- 
thnsiasm, unless because you could not, would 

" But what have I done to imperil tbe church ?" 
aAed (he young pastor. 

"Tondo not pray for tbe Confederacy." 

"Why, Mr. Brooks, you know how often we 
bare discussed that question. ' The powers that 
be are ordained of God,' and to the present pow- 
ers that be I have submitted as to the provi- 
dence, for the time, of Ciod. The Bible com- 
mands us to pray for these powers. So I do 
every Sabbath from the pulpit in the exact lan- 
guage of the Scripture." 

"Yon have never prayed for the success of 
the Confederate Oovemment," said tbe lawyer. 

"No, Sir," said Mr. Arthur, "I never have 
in private dot in public What is more, I nev- 
er will. Mr. Brooks," continued the minister, 
deeply agitated, "I believe in toy bodI, as be- 
fijpo Gkid, that this whole movement is a wrong, 
a crime, a sin. Men better than I may not be- 
lieve so, but I do believe so. For my life, after 
all the thought, reading, and prayer I have giv- 
en fbr years to the subject, I can not bnt believe 
so, always have believed so, always will. Can 
I, (hen, pray for the success of a wrong, a crime, | 



a ^n F I believe this whole u 
ons in every sense of the word to tbe whole land. 
I believe its success would be specialty disas- 
trous to my native South. Can I stand up, 
then, and ask tbe Almighty to bless, to prosper, 
to grant success l« the movemettt? No, St, I 
would die first I Scripture distinctly command- 
ed what Timothy and every other minister then 
was to do, Nero bdng then on the throne, a 
usurper, and the vilest of tyrants. Tbe com- 
mand is left for the guidance of every Christian 
now. I obey that command literally and fully 
in my prayer eveiy Sabbath in the pulpit — more 
than that I can not do." 

"I perfectly agree with you; I heartily and 
entirely approve your course, " said his friend. 
" The plain truth is, I Would not, a good many 
of us would not, enter the church if yon pur- 
sued any other course. Yet it will not satisfy 
the Secessionists in our church. They have been 
growling at it for some time. As the excite- 
ment deepens, and it is deepening every hour, 
they will not stand it. They—" 

"Tou know I have often oOered them my 
resignation. It is ready at any instant," inter- 
rupted the young minister. 

' ' Yea, and your redgnation is the closing of 
the church," said bis friend, gloomily. 

"I had thought my course met tbe approval 
of at least the overwhelming majority of the 
church," said the minister. 

it does," said the lawyer; "bnt times 

are rapidly coming when even those entirely with 

yon in sentiment will not dare to say so. Tea 

I know men better than you. And I may 

mistake, but I dread even tnore than thaL You 

who by habit give yourself to religion, and keep 

aloof from the excitement of the streets, can not 

imagine bow this escitement is beginning to eat 

the very piety even of those who entirely 

s^ree with yon in political sentiment. Unless 

I mistake, you wiU find even they will cease 

taking any interest in religion j will cease from 

attending public worship even, such is the pa- 

ilysis creeping over even the best Christiana" 

The heart of the pastor bad been already too 

full of forebodings not to acknowledge the truth 

of all this. 

"Bnt what do yoa advise?" he asked at 
length, so sick, so deadly sick at heart. 

Simply that you pursue the even tenor of 
your way," said his friend. "I have told you 
all this in order to keep yon thoroughly aware 
of the exact slate of malteis. Xou should feel 
mortification at it as at a matter personal to 
yourself. You need not I should tell you the 
sentiment of the chnrch toward you. But we 
passing through a terrible revolution — a rev- 
olution social and religious as well as civH. 
Yonr trial will be that of, I suppose, every pas- 
tor in the land. If jou were a Secessionist that 
would not mend matters, for then the Unioa 
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people would be agftinet yoa. Let lU beta ts 
■a we beet may ; no mao in the land bnc U ami 
ten in some ihape by the accureed step we hai 
taken off the precipice^" said the lanj^er, disn 
gardiog in his ezcitemeiit all the rules of rhetorii 
"I am Miryyou are m cast down; yon are ( 
pale as a ebeet." 

And long and aad was the convenation whic 
followed between the friends, drawn now neaK 
together than ever before. 

"There is one thing I hardly need say," adil 
ed ihe lawjer, as he rose al last to lesre. *' W 
are entering on times of great scarcity and presi 
nre. Ai least do not let that troablo ;oa. T 
my last cent you may depend on me. There i 
Ferguson, loo — bat I am ashamed even to sup 
pose you do not know all this without being told 
Good-by 1" 

With the door locked, the cnrtaina down, al 
the raging madness shut out, Edward Arthn 
sank upon his kneei before One nearer to bin 
and more to htm than oil the universe heude 
Amidst the wreck of all elie, this seemed all tba 
was left him. It was not only his chnrch, hi 
oU friends, Alice too— Alice 7 But he nevei 
dreamed of regretting his opinions. They hat 
been as much a matter of conrse to him as hii 
breathing. Long he kneeled there in earnest 
fervent prayer. He had bad troubles before, 
bnt here was the wreck to him of all things ai 
once. Alas, he was only entering upon the trial ! 
It was to him but m Gethsemane; the awful re- 
mainder of Agony was yet before him. 

"I fear yon are unwell, Mr. Arthor," saic 
Mrs. Bowles to him that night atsupper. "Wr 
wondered yoa did not come to dinner." Bui 
Mrs. Bowles was not in her manner and tonet 
the Mrs. Bowles of other days. And Alice, too I 
"Bat I can not help it I" groaned Edward 



CHAPTER X. 

It is laie one afternoon, a few weeks after 
this, that Edward Arthur, seated in his little 
room there in Mrs. Bowles's front yard, hears 
the fhint gate open and shut, and sees through 
his window Mr. Neel}' walking toward the house. 
In that one glance he sees that Mr. Neely is 
caretHilly dressed in his very best ; sees all that 
Mr. Neely has come for ; knows almost every 
syllable of all that Mr. Neely is going to say ; 
sees and knows all this with a sadden glow which 
tingles him from head to heel — a glow followed 
by as sodden a chill. We must endeavor lo ex- 
cose the young minister, the fact being that he 
has lain wide awake all the previous night on 
acconnt of the bells. 

On account of the bells I At nine o'clock ex- 
actly the night before. Bill Perkins, the aoge- 
driver, had driven np to the door of the hotel. 
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arille behind it, upon his single toagne. Here 
i* Che pouessioD of power, and, like all of ns, he 
greatly enJoj8 it. The momenl Ms news is spoken 
hevanishe»fraiiipublicHttcntioa,andhekQowaic 

" I tell joa what it ie, Jon Jake," he Bays to 
the negro hosller, amidst the hreathlsBS atten- 
tion of the crowd, "yoa'd better have them 
horees a little cleaner when I come lo leave to- 
morrow than the; were last time ; better had, 
or 111 Jake yoa till your very wool '11 come oat 
o' carl 1 No, they ain't any paaenge™. What 
ore you unbackling them straps for? Think I 
kerry tniakB about bebiud jest fur the fan o' 
the ihJDg? Gentiemen, do shet up till I kin — 
Hews? I rather gaeas there u news! Great 
battle at Corinth t Glorione rictoi? 1 Tankees 
whipped all to Bmash ! Beauregard's taken pris- 
oners all he hasn't killed, an' that's fifty tboa- 
Muid 1 BatlaJiona, gun-boat«, brigades, all kap- 
tBTedl Sydney JohoBon killed, only that's known 
to be a lie. But get oat o' the way, gentlemen, 
I moat drive to the Post-office. Can't you wait 
till the mail is open and get your papen ?" 
■ And having keenly enjoyed bis momentary 
importance, Bill Perkins sabeides, as he drives 
olF, into private life till the next lime. 

But the nens I It is to the crowd like Are to 
powder. Such a brightening of faces, soch a 
■baking of bands, such a chorus of jells ] Peo- 
ple hurry off to ttieir homes to tell it lo their 
wailing families! Men who live in (he country 
can not wait till the mail is opened, but mount 
their horses, tied hard by, and gallop off at the 
risk of thdr necks through the darkoeas to tell 
the news at home, then to gallop back againibr 
their papers. Lamnm only stops toigay,- ','!The 
bells, boys, the bell^t. Every, bell in Somer- 
viUe !" and is in the Post-office and h's hand in 
the mail-bag almost before tbe Poatmaater can 
unlock and draw out the chain through tbe iron 
loops thereof. . . 

' It is a little strange about .Dr.^Peel.' Up to 
the arrival of the stage. he had been one of the 
foremost, and' certunly the loudest, of the crowd 
at the hotel awuting the stage. No man so con- 
fident as he that, " Mark my word, gentlemen, 
there'll be great news to-night ;" conugnjog his 
soul moEt emphatically to perdMbn- if bis proph- 
ecy is not correct. : But Dr.' Feel has made many 
a similar prophecy sinularly emphasized before ; 
in fact, he never ceases from prophecies to the 
same eflect all day long and all over Somerville, 
*o that people have come io attach not so much 
theaning to bis worda as they used to do. It ia 
strange, then, that he ia not among the foremost 
in pressing around Bill Perkins when Bill first 
drives up.' Xobody notices him when Bill has first 
announced the great newE. Iliey would have 
been surprised at the aingalar pallor of his face 
M he stands a little back in' the shadow cast by 
tbe large lamp hanging in front of the hotel from 
«ae of the pillars of tbe porch. 



. ' Nobody notices bim in the wild e: 
the boar; but he is silent, has ceased'even frOm 
cursing, is suddenly shronkeit from his burly 
prominence, ague-slrack, dumb. It is not fur 
long, however. Ten minules later, and Dr. 
Peel's liunbering form and heavy black brow 
and exnltant profanity is foremost as usuaL Hp 
can hardly moke bis voice beard, for three citi- 
zens are ringing at the tavern bell, .while Joe 
Staples, the hotel keeper's little. boy, is beating 
the gong, relieved in turns by such of his com- 
panicinB, epeciilly favored thereby, as ore nut 
engaged in firing [heir revolvers and ringing tbe 

charch bells. ; , .. . _ 

' "Gentlemen," he roars, with stentorian oalbs, 
slapping down a twenty-dollar gold piece, on tbe 
hotel counter as he does so, " there's twenty dol- 
lars toward powder to celebrate this glorious 
news; and there's another leii toward .liquor for 
all who will help me drink success to Beaure- 
gard and perdition loChe.Tankeest" .. . I 

But there must have been a good deal more 
than twenty dollars' worth of powder fired off 
that iiight from the two cannon, the fbar anvils, 
and the innumerable rifles and revolvers in Som- 
erville. As to ten, it was rather many hun- 
dreds that went that nigbt across the' counters 
of eveiy grocery in Somerville for liquor; the 
hells scattering the news meanwhile over all 
the countiy for miles around 

All night Lamnm -is bijisy^ in his office reading 
the papers, writing editorials, answering ques- 
tions to tbe crowd pouring through it like a 
thoroughfare, all flushed and noisy but he. With 
stooited shoulders,. face -beaked'like a kite, and 
tbin, sharp voice, he is the acknowledged intel- 
lect and oracle of the hour, ruling by hie very 
paleness, confidence, and coolness. There is a 
tone of asperity even in the maimer in i^bich'he 
alludes, from time lo time, to the excitement of 
the hoar. "Acting aa.if joii did not know who 
would whip!" he says. No ontward sign there- 
of; but, ah, how keenly ho enjoys the honrl 
Sweeter taste of bliss this man will never know 
so long as his soul endures. . .. ' • ! 

All nlghi long people came galloping in on 
horseback from the country. The dispatches 
are read over and over again at every bar in 
town; heeide the hotel lamp in. front of the 
hotel; by fathers at home in shirt and drawers 
to the mother; in night.gownB, and the children 
starling np from cradle and trundle-bed, won- 
dering and crying. All night neighbors are har- 
rying into each other's houses lo talk it aU over; 
and so, from where the news smote, like a stone 
in the centre of a lake, there at the hotel door, 
the waves roll and spread until they die off into 
all the country around nulea away. There ha* 
been a slight misundentandlng between Captain 
Simmons and Bob Withers at a grocery, however, 
" What I say IB, by George, I want to see all 
this news confirmed first I Suppose it shouldn't 
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be trat, bj George r is what Bob Wiihen has 
remarked over and oror again ti he holds on to 
an awning post in fVoat of a blazing bonflie. 

"Look here,, Bob Wiiherai I cell ;on, Sir, | 
fou miutD't aay that; 70D onghtn'Cto sa; Chat," I 
Captain Simmoos has remarked, as drank as 
Withers, but only the atifier in attiiude, and the 
more qaarrelsome on that acconnt. 

"Confirmed, gentleaen, that's what I sa;; 
conSrmed ia what I want tbis news to be firet. 
Yea, by George, cortfirmedr' hiccaps Bob With- 
ers, regardless of the Captain. 

"Adj man, sack a gloriona night aa this, who 
can refuse to believe news, ncA nevs, is a trai- 
tor '," sajB Captain Simmons, still more sternly. 
Unlike poor Bob Witherv, tbe Captain prides 
himself upon being a gentleman in tbe genteel 
sense of the word. Were not hta parents highly 
respectable' people, members of the charch, spe- 
ciaHy careful in hia training? Hence it is tbe 
Captain never dresses except in black, cTen ' 
summer. As to Bob Withers, the dmnker 
gets the lower he descends. The drunker Cap- 
tain Simmons is, only that mnch higher lie as- 
cends. AVhen sober, which is becoming a veiy 
rare thing with the Captain, he is but a ■ 
mon sort of person ; but as be waxes intoxicated 
his reminiscences of parents, and church, And 
Bible-class, and college, and the term he served 
in the Legislature, and all his past respectabil- 
ity in genwal, become more and more vivid. 
It is when at his deepest possible stage of drunk- 
enness that the Captain is in bearing and lan- 
guage the Tery ChesterBeld of Somervilte. He 
naw stands regarding Bob Withers irith lo^ 1 

"Confirmed, gentlemen 1" exclaims Bob, still 
more londly, more dogged in his insane no 
blinking gravely with owlish eyes upon the 
crowd, " that's what I want, by George I" 

*'This most disreputable individual is a 
tor, gentlemen," says Captain Simmons, slowly 
and solemnly; "aTankee at heart, an Aboli- 
tionist in disguise. By sainted parents I waa 
carefully instructed never to fight, never even to 
aasociale with drunken squabblers. This case 
most be made an exception. He is inebriated, 
I know, bnt even his pitiable condition shall be 
no protection." And tbe Captain, lifting his 
cane and advancing upon him, is prevented only 
by the crowd from inflicting merited chastise- 

Bnt Colonel Bet Hoberts is at tbis Juncture 
dragged out of Lamum's offlce, af [er having been 
called for in vain for tbe last three hoars. Dr. 
Feel has opened a basket of Champagne, and 
Colonel Bet Roberts is very drunk by this time, 
though Dr. Feel and Lamnm are not. But 
sealous friends stand close aronnd the bogshead 
upon which the Senator totters to catch him 
when he falls. 
. Oh, divine gift of eloquence] — given not to 



onelnan in mnltitndes, and not by one man in 
thansands to whom it is given used but for Che 
basest of purposes. People have heard Colonel 
Ret Roberts before ; no wonder, as the newg 
spreads that he is speaking, all groups break up 
from hotel, grocery, bonfire, street corner, and 
harry toward the spot. In a little while hun- 
dreds of excited focee show around him throngh 
Che half light, half shadow of torch and bonfire 
as he speaks. Tho frantic applause as be stead- 
ies himself to begin drowns even the sounds of 
scattering shots and Che pealings of the cburcb 
bells, intoxicated with their own clamor. 

The bells ! As the sng^eition had broken 
from Lamum'a tips boys and men had raced off 
toward every church in Somerville. True, the 
doors of each church were locked. But what 
diflferenee did that make? The news, the great 
news, the glorious news 1 Sashes were smashed 
in, doors burst open, Che very churches made to 
take — alas I and not in that way alone during 
these days — tbe noisiest, rowdiest part In tbe 
jubilee. And it is of no nse stopping up the 
access to the bell-ropes afterward. During all 
these days they hang within open and easy reach 
to the hand of whosoever chooses to pull. 

But tbe voice of Colonel Ret Roberts rises clear 
and strong and fascinating above every other 
sound. Falsehood, fact, fierce invective, anec- 
dote, prophecy, appeal — how smoothly they Sow 
from hie lipsl No belted earl in Europe has so 
supreme a conlcmpC for the people as has this 
South Carolina cavalier; hardly concealed even. 
He speaks now, as always, not so much to the 
mob aronnd bim, nor for their hearing, aa just 
because he thereby gratifies himself. He speaks 
as natnrally and as necessarily as a river pours 
its water, or as a mocking-bird sings. 

And how they applaud I Meo stand there 
yelling with laughter aC his jokes w}iose daily 
business is utterly rninad by what Colonel Ret 
Roberts and his «et have brought Co pass. Col- 
onel Jnggins bas ridden In by this time, sum- 
moned through the night and the mud by tbe 
bells and the canDon. How cordially he agrees 
in tbe speaker's bitter descriptions of the Aboli- 
tionists, Dot even dissenting at tbe exciting in- 
stant to the horrible oaths with which It is pep- 
pered! Colonel Jnggins with his plantation 
swarming with negroes, and so ignorant of the 
fact that it is jaxc that Speaker there before him 
who, aided by his like, have secured the speedy 
emancipation of every negro be owns! Aboli- 
tionist I For practice abolitionism Wilber- 
force, Clatkson, Burdett, Beecher, Garrison, 
Brown, and all ihe rest, with all. their meetings, 
petitions to Parliament and Congress, speeches, 
^KMks, papers, pikes, and torches, are, in com- 
parison with Colonel Ret Roberts and his class, 
bnt as the juiy to the executioner. And not a 
man in that excited crowd dreams of it I 

There is Sampson, the carpenter, listening wit^ 
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OOLONEL RET BOBEKTB HAKBa A SPEECH. 



both ears, never wincing even when the Colonel 
calminates his denonciation of the Federal army 
aa being composed of "baae mecbanicsl" Sta- 
ples, the hotel keeper, hag left hja hotel to take 
care of iWelf while he can bear Boberts. How 



he exults in the demoraliiation of the North, 
its apeedj bankruptcy and min, u prophesied 
by the speaker; so ignorant that, of his three 
boye tamed hj the Colonel and his set from 
tbriting citizens into soldiers, one Ilea at that 
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moment dead at Shitoh, (mother U to suffer 
pnuuioD, and cunaeqaeiit death, to-morrow at 
Corintb, whits George, the last bnt one, is to 
be returned at the end of the war a diunken loaf- 
er until his death. Tes, there stands Staples, 
his bat lefl behind in his honj, his red and 
enormous crop of hair oo head and face fall 
one-fourth of the man it seems, for Staples is but 
a small man, and waa once a tailor ; disheveled 
and bristling and electric with the glorious neirs 
in every fibre, viith eyes sparkling through it 
like those of a ferret, mouth agape, hands ec- 
static, how he listens and laughs and applauds, 
more of a lunatic than sane to-night 1 

In the name of God's eletnol justice, if Bene- 
dict Arnold deserved death for attempting to be- 
tray and ruin his countrf , what do Colonel Ket 
Boberts and his gang deservo — dasorve at the 
- hands of the Sonth, who have so terribly suc- 
ceeded therein? Let them escape the gallows, 
nnhiing as traitors, none the lees will they swing 
forever in the chains of history as the greatest 
criminals that over blundered through blood and 
mire since the days of Cain — criminals whose 
tvickedneas was exceeded only by their folly 1 

"Sheep, sheep, sheep," Mr. Ferguson bas been 
mnrmnring to himself all night; "and herded 
here and herded there, as sheep always are, by 
smartdogB,''addBMr.Fergasoti to himself, from 
recollections of his native hills and glens. As 
to believing in the news of the night, not exact- 
ly. Mr. Ferguson disbelieved it in advance 
when he first heard, that night, the rattle of the 
i^roaching stage. He disbelieved it still more 
strongly when he heard the uproar which fol- 
lowed its announcement. Trnlii is, by this time 
Mr. Ferguson and Somervllle occnpj in regard 
to each other ojqrasite ends of an ever-moving 
plank, like children playing seesaw. When 
Somerville goes down in heart ap goes the Scotch- 
man, never so cheerful as when his fnends and 
fellow-citizens are gloomiest. To-night Somer- 
ville revels in the ascendant over Yankees and 
nniverse, but very low in spirits is the Scotch- 
man, indignant all the time at himself for being 
so, the news being, whatever it is, so absurd '. 
Not that he went down from bis room to ascer- 
tain its natnre; being all a lie, why should he ? 

There was one satisfaction in it — be would 
hare another flaming sheet to add to his collec- 
tion. Begtoning with the anrnmer of the burn- 
ings, he already had a large one. Not a placard 
posted on the walls of Somerville from the first 
in relation to the matter, not a notice of thanks- 
giving for victory, not a sermon npon the war 
preached by minister or bishop, not a docnment 
of the kind had so f!ar come within bis reach 
bat he had seised upon and placed It, in ite due 
order, upon file. 

If any man tried desperately ti> sleep that night 
Mr. FergDson did ; but Mr. FcrgoBon did not anc- 
ceed, (he bells were loo sOong even for him. 



As to the Union people in general, yon saw 
few of them on the streets that night. Doctor 
Wamet went to the office for his paper — but 
that is no rule. Mrs. Wamer made him go. 
She read the paper on his retom, sitting up in 
bed in her night-cap, the Doctor holding the 
candle, and enduring in his own person, from 
his wife, the whole Federal defeat of Shilob over 
agwn. There were others of the Union people 
who glided swiftly and stealthily into the office, 
obtained their papers, and studied ibera on their 
recum home — gaiheiing far less cause for the 
pealing bells and the reports of cannon and guns 
than others found. It is astonishing, it is per- 
Fectly amazing, they should find so much to ex- 
ult in] they said to themselves — and, in strict 
confidence, to each other next day of the people 
of Somerville; yet they themselves werp &r, 
very far, from being as cheerful ander all the 
circumstances as, according to their own views 
of the tidings, they should have been. 

In Somerville, as in every town on earth, 
there existed what may be called the wavering 
one-third. Thai is, one-third of the population 
was sincerely and decidedly in favor of Seces- 
sion — firm believers in the Millennium it was 
about producing ; another third was still more 
decidedly of the conviction that the South was 
wrong, and bad nothing hut evil to expect in 
consequence { the remaining third believed in 
nothing so clearly, inflexibly, and consistently 
as this — that the winning side was the right 
side. ' When with Vnioniate the waveter was a 
Unioaiel too, but, " Bless me, we must be guvd- 
ed in ODT language during such times as these, 
you knowl" When with Secessionists the )va- 
verer was, " I confess, somewhat doubtfol about 
the step at first, but now that we are in 1^ of 
couise there is but one course ^ft us ; we. are 
all agreed in that, I suppose I" And now that 
this last news baa come, the waverer, when with 
the Secessionists, shakes hands and smiles amidst 
the universal smiling and hand-shaking, gladly 
lost among the crowd. When thrown in private 
with his Union friend the waverer has nothing 
special to say — only arches his brows and gives 
a mournful shrug of his shoolder at the delusion 
of the rqoicing. The sympathy of the waverer 
with such a man as 6uj Brooks just now — Cor- 
inth pealing with all its cannon in his ears — is 
very much that of the Frenchman who took off 
bis hat to the antique statue of Jupiter. " Who 
knows," said the Gaul, "but be raoy get his 
head above water once more !" 

When the first stroke of the first bell smote 
on the ear of Edward Arthnr, studying in hia 
room, it struck like — it nay be an awful thing 
to say of a Southern bom. Southern raised man, 
bat none the less must the truth be told — a erne) 

It is the last desperate effort of the Yankees 
nlgugate the South," Mrs. Bowles bad said, 
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before the news came, that night at tapper. 
"They obtained e partial and greadj-exagger- 
Bted saccesB at Eurt Dunelson, on account of 
their gno-boatB. Onr Generals were inexpe- 
rienced, perhaps cowardlj, then. The South 
was alambcring in fullbellef the war was over; 
bat now the two armies are ia front of each 
other near Corinth jua will see a different re- 
snit. Their gan-boata can not help them then. 
Oar Qetierals are experienced and brave. The 
entire South has Bwarmed to their assistance. I 
believe in our army j I beliera in qui cause, as 
that of a people straggling to be free from cruel 
tyranny i I believe in ajual God, above all, and 
1 know already the victory is onrs!" said Mrs, 
Bowles, with glowing cheek. "If it was not 
that Rutledge Bowles ia at the head of his Com- 
pany in Virginia, soon to be virtorious there, I 
would only regret be is not at Corinth to share 
tliaC great victory ! " 

And now hardly has the pastor seated him- 
eelf after this in his room before the bella, and 
the shonts, and the roar of cannon annonnce 
that Mrs. Bowles h righL As he sits he can 
hear the instant and joyful bnstle in the honse. 
He bean Mrs. Bowles bnrry the n^ro Charles 
down to the office for the papers. He hears 
Alice and her moiheT conversing eagerly to- 
gether as they await his return. He hears 
Charles return; can hear Alice reading aloud 
thedispatcheato her mother; hearsMrs. Bowles's 
loud "Oh, thank God! thank God!" mingled 
with even weeping. Had it been in regavd to 
any thing else in the world he would have been 
with them, and one with them. 

But as it is? A great gulf yawns between 
him aud the rejoicing town; between him and 
the very family in which he lives, heretofore one 
in every thing; betwbenbim and Alice! There 
is a paose ; and then the voice of Alice at the 
piano rings clear to the song of Dixie, and then 
of the Bonnie Blue Flag. There is another 
panse; then Alice plays more slowly, sings more 
sweetly : it is a Psalm this time — the Forty-sixth 
Psalm. Edward Arthur well knows why: it was 
the Psalm sung, be has often heard Mrs. Bowles 
tell, iu the Major's father's family by the whole 
honsehold, while and black, after the news of 
the surrender of Cornwatlis. All thjs, and he 
sitting there in his room separated from all the 

Shall he dash away from him every thing, go 
in the hoase, congratalate them on the glorious 
news, rejoice with her — with Alice — with the 
whole world rejoicing aronndT He sinks his 
head upon his hands resting on the table before 
him, and tries to go over the whole question of 
Secession from the firsL Was SecessioQ a right 
thing? During these last two years he has, in 
reading and in conversation, made himself per- 
i^tlj familiar with every thing that can be said 
on both sides of the question: He had brought 



to the investigatiDn no prejudices or partialities 
except in favor of the South, in which he has 
lived alt bis life, out of which he never expects 
or desires to be as long as he lives. Dtctrnstful 
of himself, he has ever sought divine goidance 
herein. Leaning his brow apon his table he 
sinks upon his knees, and goes again over the 
whole subject in the language and feeling of 
prayer. How ardently he desires to believe Se- 
cession, under all the circumstances, to have 
been a right thing before man and before Glod 1 
But with all the lond opinion of Somerville 
ringing at the instant in his ears, for his life he 
can not effect the slightest, most momentary 
agreement in himself with that opinion. Seces- 
sion was — is a wrong thing. But so many at 
the South disagree with him here? He can not 
help it; to him Secession was — is a great wrong. 
But BO many pious Christisus, learned and pious 
Ihiniatera have believed in it, have written and 
preached in its favor, have entered into it as 
the very cause of right and truth and God him- 
self? They are more teamed, more holy than 
he a thousandfold ; none the less to him Seces- 
sion was — ia wrong, wrong t He may be de- 
luded, may be insane, but to him that night, 
reason as he may, Secession is to him as clearly 

Only a little tinw ago, he remembers, the 
whole land. North, South, East, West, thought 
and felt as he thinks and feels to-night. All 
were nnHntmous then, at least, on that point — 
the believers in Secession being regarded, such 
a little while ago, and by the whole land, with 
contempt as deluded, with horror as wicked 
metu He can remember how that sentiment 
ran through the speeches 'of alt public men, itie 
leading articles of all editors, the sermons of all 
the platform addresses on all anni- 
i, the very school readers and hymns for 
Sabliath-school celebtstions, the entire country 
over. And to-night, like a man in full health 
suddenly drugged into a hideous dream, he finds 
himself^ as it were, alone in this same senti- 
ment, all the world changed as in an instant to 
believe with alt their soul in exactly the reverse. 
Bui he has not changed with it ; he almost wish- 
es be could have done so; but be has not, and 
he can not help it. It was — it is a great crime '. 

Then all that good Mr. Ellis ssid to him only 
ycBterday comes into bis mind. Tbere is no 
man in Somerville with whom he has held such 
sweet and intimate communion, for years now, 
as with Mr. Ellis, the member and pillar of his 
church. He has a friendship for Guy Brooks, 
but the lawyer has not the deep and de'votional 
piety of Mr. Ellis. He has often conversed, and 
very agreeably, with Guy Brooks on chnreh mat- 
ters ; but he has never conversed with him as he 
has with Mr. Ellis, deep into the night, there by 
his study fire, or here in his chamber, upon doc- 
trines precious alike to them both, unveiling to 
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bim in Chriaiian fHendsbip, the closest and si 
est of all on eartb, the deepest experiences of his 
aout. He has oRen knelt with Guy Brooks 
prayer in private ; but it was Mr. KUis whose <le- 
TotioDnl spirit rose with his own io agonies of 
eotreatf, in the very wreitlinga of living faiih 
for the common caase of their hearts. 
tbere a proof of affection and esteem for him 
which Mr. Ellis had not given? Blameless ii 
life, prudent in spfecch, stacare in soul, liberal 
of his means to the last cent, above all devoted- 
ly pious, Mr. Ellis bad been the men of all men 
he had ever known to whom he bad clung closest. 

"Yon know I was a Union man lo the very 
last," his friend had sud to him onlj yesterdaj. 
"We agreed perfectly in sentiment on that 
point. But the case is altogether changed notv. 
We are both Southern men ; have and desire 
to have no country but the South. Well, the 
Soath has established itself aa a separate nation 
from the North. We both opposed the step, but 
it has been taken, and we are not responsible 
for it. In the providence of God the Confed- 
eracy being a nation, and we the ciliiens there- 
of^ our dnty is clear. Yon know the maxim ; 
'My Conntry, may she ever be right ; but my 
Conntrj, right or wrong !' " 

And here Mr. Arthnr had cried oat SLgainst 
this maxim, hut all the argnment onlj left them 
where they ware before. 

" When the North actually declared war upon 
us" — Mr. Ellis continued, at lost — "war upon 
us, think of that J Actual umr, simply for de- 
siring a peaeeful separation from thein, from 
thai time my feelioga have undergone a com- 
plete change. I am glad ws did separate from 
a people capable of taking such a step — such a 
wicked, diabolical step t Heacefortb I have 
wish but for the success of our amu, and (br the 
defbat, destruotioo if need be, of the Northern 
Qovemment. You have not a wanner friend in 
the world than I am, " adds good Mr. Ellis, tak. 
ing his pastor bj tbe hand, the t«an standing in 
his eyes as he speaks ; "from my sonl I admire 
and love yon — am your tincere friend Don'l 
persist in your coarse — don't, I entreat you, for 
the sake of onr friendship, for the sake of Chri 

If Edward Arthur could only have got 
friend then and there to have united with him 
in prayer, first for wisdom, and then have dis- 
cnssed together the one thing at the core and 
centre of it ail — Slavery. Bnt he dared not dr 
it. An AboUtUmiit ! Horror. Why Mr. Ellis 
woold have — what would he not have aajd and 
done? 

As if, deep down nnder all, Mr. Elliis and ev. 
try other Cliristian at the South was not think- 
ing, in various stages of advance, exactly the 
Mune thoughts I 

Yet it was strange, loo. Long after wa: 
been begun Hr. EUIU had little to say upon the 



subject. Week after week had the pastor, Guy 
Brooks, Mr. Ferguson, «nd Mr. EUlis, besides 
other church-members, met for prayer. On ev- 
ery one of these occasions Hr. Ellis had led in 
prayer, had prayed for peace, bad prayed that 
God's will might be dune, but had never once 
prayed distinctly for the Confcderacv, nor for 
the success of its arms and the defeat of ila foes. 
As the months roiled on, Mr. Arthur, standing 
still bimBelT, could perceive a change in hix 
friend. At flret he would have scouted, and 
did scout, with horror the idea of his son Henry 
going to the war. "It was like caasing Henry 
to pass through tbe fire to Moloch," were his 
own words often repeated to his pastor. But, at 
laat^ Henry did go. Henceforth Mr. Ellis was 
indeed changed. Now be began to pray earnest- 
ly for tbe Confederacy, to give freely up to and 
beyond his means to all the demands upon him 
toward it; to feast upon the papers, belicYing 
all they said of success to tbe Confederate arms ; 
to seek and join eagerly in all meetings and 
street conversations; in a word, to outdo many 
even of the most riolent " from-the-start Seces- 
^onista. " 

As the young minister knelt there in his room, 
with the hells pealing in bis ears, he well knew 
that no man in Somerville was rejoicing more 
than Mr. Ellis in the news. "We must cease 
looking back, cease reasoning upon tbe matter," 
Mr. Ellis had told him yesterday, " and mnst 
give way now to our feellnpa, lo onr natural and 
hearty feelings, as citiiens of a nation invaded 
by a brutal foe." 

"Bat was not Secession a wrong thing?" Mr, 
Arthnr bad aakod. 

"Well, yes, in a certain Beiise it was," Mr. 
Ellis had replied. 

"And ii not this a war, on tbe part of the 
North, bnt an energetic attempt to put down a 
wrong thing ? Is it not, this' nar, a deeperale 
attempt on the part of the South to establish 
this wrong thing? Can you hope for the bless- 
ing of God, Mr. Ellis, on any effort to establish 
any wrong? Dare you deliberately pray to 
Giod to give snccess to the wrong?" said the min- 

" All this is mere morbid fancy, Mr. Arthur. 
Fight? yea, it is the dnty of every man in the 
South to fight. I have sent Henry 1 I tell you. 
Sir," continued Mr. Ellis, a fire f^eamiug in bis 
eye which no man had ever seen there a few 
months agoue, " if there are any among na who 
are unwilling to go and fight for the Confed- 
eracy I would have them torn by force from 
their homes and made to go ; if they are of ao 
other nse on the battle-Held they will make 
breast-works there for those who da love thtiir 
conn try." 

Mr. Arthnr had never been calmer in his life 
than when be replied, rising as he spoke: "Hr. 
Ellis, we once thought and felt exactly alike in 
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thii matter. Ton have left me. I atand thJB 
hoar exjotly where J hsTe alwa}™ atood- 
alwaja aland. Wrong is of the DoTil. 
isofOod. A Wrong is etemallj a Wrong, and 
a Right ia etemallj a Bight He who flghli 
for iba Wrong and agBiasl the Right fights for 
tha Bevil and against his God. Maj my right 
arm wither from its socket before I strike a blow 
for the one and against the other t" 

Only Secession the Wrong? No vagne, undC' 
fined, inutinctiTe sipprahansion of a deeper, niore 
deeperatelj wrong thiog than thu, under that, 
ont of whicb, aa from a giant and deadly root, 
Seceision had naturally sprung ? 

Tea, Edward Arthnr — the bells pealing in his 
ears — went over the whole sabject which he had 
gone OTcr and over and orer again so often di 
ing the weary months past. Has not the Sou 
passed into the hands of the very worst and mi 
desperate men in it ? he asked liimself. Many 
a Hr. Ellis drawn iuto it now ; perhaps many 
better man than I am deloded Into it from the 
oatsel — bat tliat its leaders are men who occn- 
pied, two years ago, a position in the esteem of 
tiie country the reverse of that to which they 
hare now risoi who can deny? And, aupposa 
Becesdon snccessfnl, what is tliat bat the certain 
crnmbling apart, both at the North and at the 
Soath, of States held together by so fragile a 
lie? Will not Secession be ever before the 
mind as the easy remedy for any dissension 
among States? And what is my country, my 
nation, then? What permanency in sccb a 
Confederacy toward nations abroad ? What 
permanency in anch a looeely-bonnd nation for 
the building of railways — the founding of great 
institntions? What hope for the peaceful spread 
of ciTilization and the Gospel in a region perpet- 
ually in danger, at least, of crumbling to frag- 
ments ? Shall I desire and pray that the Sooth 
may sncceed in tbis effort to make itself another 
South America of wrangling and warring prov- 

And suppose the Conf^eracy successful as 
against the North — does not the one existing 
cause— SlsTBiy— still exist? With such a line 
of frontier, with sncb hostility to Slavery North, 
with such jealousies and rivalries, could a. peace 
betweeatwosuch nationslastsixmonths? That, 
Slavery I Old, and stale, and hackneyed reason- 
ings these, now; but to Edward Arthur that 
night they were living things with which be 
wrestled as for his life I 

It ia as one exhausted with long conflict that, 
on this afternoon after the night of bells, Ed- 
ward Arthnr sees Mr. Neely enter the house of 
Mrs. Bowleg, on a. little visit to the mother, and 
especially to the daughter. 

Just a word or two in regard to Mr. Neely 
while he widts on the (ixint porch for Charles to 
answer his knock. A tall man is Mr. Neely, 
with fair hair and florid face. When be fint 



came South Mr. Neely had always replied, 
"E^ntncky," when asked where he was from. 
BecODse baWng made an eztensive tour of that 

State before settling in Somerville, he mat from 
Kentucky. Bat his fair and rosy face was against 
him; be had always lo acknowledge, at last, that 
Bbemefnl andpaiufal fact of having been origin- 
ally from New Hampebire ; in fact, hard to aay, 
"bom there." If Mr. Neely's body was In per- 
petual modon — hands, eyes, feet, tongue — it was 
only because it was an instrument tboronghly 
adapted to his active and restless mind. 

One definite purpose Mr. Neely had in life — 
to succeed. That is, to obtain as much position 
and property as he could, in which he is very far 
from being singular. Starting from New En- 
gland with just one hundred dollars in gold, a 
good suit of clothes, an old-foshioned watcb, 
belonging to his father and his fother's 
father, a pleasant person, a ready wit, he had 
gone into the Book Agency Business because it 
was the first thing that turned up. Bat it had 
occorred to him as a thing still better to study 
Law, and now he ia teaching in Somerville as a 
of support — glortoos Daniel Webster be- 
fore him in that — while be masters enough legal 
knowledge to obtain a license. Mr.Neelyisnot 
an unprincipled man ; Mr. Neely would not do 
a dishonest deed for the world — an undoubted- ' 
ly, undeniably dishonest deed, you know — ^bnt - 
Mr. Neely, all this apart, is resolved to enc- 

ia not in New Hampshire that Mr. 
Neely is expecting to succeed, but in Somervilley 
id the South. Therefore Mr. Neely must adapt 
mself to Somerville. Point out to him that 
Hadn't oughter" grates upon llie ears of Som- 
erville, and never again does that expression 
pass his lips. It is part of his creed that though 
there are such quadrupeds as cows, the universe 
owns nothing answering to the name of keowg. 
Well does Mr. Neely know that the calling any 
one to an account for a thing Is vastly better ex- 
pressed by the phrase "calling him to dew for it," 
but be would prefer death to such Uuguage. Mr. 
Neely often apeaks (^ "throwing a rock,'' bntof 
such alhing as a "stone" he has never read, except 
in the Bible. Cheerfully does Mr. Neely inter- 
change "evening" for "night," and as freely does 
he give ap "chores" for "jobs ;"andsoof all ftirtOH 
of apeech onadapted to his new meridian, There 
lingers not even the knowledge of one in 
his mind. It is rather the custom of Somerville 
substitute negro labor for one's own labor, and 
no man there has it become so indispensable 
to Mr. Neely. No man denies the piety of 
Mr. Neelj ; but it was after ascertaining whicb of 
the churches in Somerville had the largest st- 
ance that he united himself tojast that church 
id of that church's choir Mr. Neely is aprom- 
t member ; but as to introducing, or even 
alluding to any of the tunes so familiar la New 
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Hampshiia and in tite old cbarcb there, and bo 
DDkuowD in Somemile— why, Mr. Neel; bos 
long siace ceased even to irhUtle ilient to him- 
self, on principle. "Identify mjsalf with the 
South" 13 Mr. Neely'B ooe, plain path ; and the 
(tnlj qneetion on anf and ever; point »ith bim, 
great and small, la aimplj, which ig the North- 
ern, which the SoDlhem side of this matter? 
and magnetised bj this, Mr. Neely repels the 
Northern and clings to the Soothem Pole of the 
qnestion bj a second nature which has become an 
instinct. 

In a word, Somarrille oontains man; hundred 
Sonthem-bom individuals, but Mr. Neel/ is Che 
most intensely Southern person there. That is, 
in comparison with the born Soulheniets, we 
mean. There are a plenty of other men ^ere 
— Larouro, Barker, and the rest — bora at the 
North, as Southern as be. Let us pause lo in- 
scribe this fact on the page of the times for fu- 
ture analysis and inference by wboeoerer chooses 
to andertake the task. Among the people, in 
the army, in political office, in the pulpit, on the 
stump, as editors — in all things at the South, 
Nortltern-borD meo are the most intensely South- 
ern SontheroerB there. Pugnaciooa and eelf- 
conceited old Dr. Johnson once dreamed that 
he bad an argument with lome one in ■which be 
■ was defeated. We all remember bow be con- 
soled himself on awaking in this defeated con- 
dition ; "At least. Sir, it was I myself,. at last, 
who famished my imaginarf opponent wilJi all 
the arguments with which he defeated me!" 
The North may flatter iuelf or bewail itself on 
ibe bet as it please, but, in a goodly measoro, 
tbe desperation of Southern resistance was owing 
lo muskets and pens in Northern hands under 
the flag of tbe Confederacy, New England wit 
and New England resolve where raged tbe bat- 
tle AerCBst in council or in field. 

"I was bom in Columbia, South Carolina, 
Sir," Dr. FeeHad one day replied to Mr. Nee- 
ly. Dr. Peel was a dark, soperb-looking man, 
almost ducal in dress and bearing, and the words 
were spoken with his black ejc fall upon Mr. 
Neely, and in tones, to Mr, Neely'a ear, so dis- 
tinct and regal I " I am a prince of the blood. 
Sir," would scarce have sounded nobler. Ah, 
how mean New Hampshire, and how plebeian 
Mr. Neely to himself in comparison ! 

By no one was Mr^. Bowles congratulated, 
thM day after the bells, in her parlor, more cord- 
ially than by Mr. Neely. No one bad a bright- 
er smile or a more hearty grasp of the hand on 
tbe occasion. If there was any defect in Mr. 
Neely it was that he was too glad, too fervent. 
But this one thing, bronght with bim from his 
bracing mountains, Mr. Neely conld not un- 
learn; this one Southern thing he had not yet 
lenmed— to be still. Not that Southerners are 
not demonstrative enough, hut then they are 
quiet withal ; and this Mr. Neely could not be. 



"A most wonderfnl victory. Madam," said 
Mr. Neely, robbing bis hands; "tbe complete 
rout of the Yankees. Xoa will observe in the 
dispatch, Beauregard remarked on the spot that 
it was a more complete thing than Manassas 
even. I rejoice sincerely in it." 

And no doubt Mr. Neely did. He opened 
his school with prayer every morning, and nev-' 
er had he failed since Secession to insert a peti- 
tion therein for the vicCoiy of the South, and for 
"the speedy and total defeat of oar cruel and 
implacable foes." Of late he had got into the 
custom of making Uttlc addresses to his school, 
descriptive of tbe wickedness of tbe North and 
irfthe glorious and successful revolution in which 
the South was embarked. As to giving the 
boys a holiday after the good news of last night, 
he wontd certainly have done that if tbe boys 
bad only come to school that morning, which, 
however, they did not do, having voted them- 
selves a holiday already, and altogether irre- 
spective of Mr. Neely — the fact being that Mr. 
Neety was the most thorongbly governed indi- 
vidual in the school. "Old Neely?" any boy 
woald indignantly exclaim on being remonstra- 
ted with on some special act of insubordination 
to his teacher, "why, old Neely is a Yanieel" 

Yes, it was hard, very hard! No man conld 
have been an earlier Secessionist or a more con- 
sistent Secessionist than the schoolmaster. His 
whole language had from the outset been of un- 
wavering and nnmitigatcd hostility to tbe North. 
Other men would venture to make exceptions in 
favor of " some, at least, it is to be hoped — some, 
however few, " at the North ; Mr, Neely could 
not in conscience make any such exceptions. 
In teaching his boys History he constantly kept 
up the striking parallel in their minds between 
tbe Revolution of '76 and that in which Che 
South was now engagod. He required com- 
positions from every pupil old enough to write 
them upon Ibe topic of the day, and applauded 
most highly those in which the Yankees were 
most terribly demolished. " Nero was tbe Ty- 
rant of the Bomsn Empire, and Lincoln is the 
Tyrant of America," " Only Powder and Steel 
can care the North of its Phrensy," "Jefferson 
Davis is the Washington of our New Nation," 
and the like, were the copies set by him for his 
pupils. More than once highly patriotic songs 
bad appeared in the Somerville Star signed N., 
which Mr. Neelj had never denied as being from 
his pen. In fine, if Mr. Neely left any thing 
undone in proof of bis sincere devotion to the 
cause of Secession it is impossible to imagine 
what that thing was. When be arrived in Som- 
erville he possessed a Daguerreotype of his fo- 
tber. A large ono and a very good one it was, 
and an honest, fatherly, elear-conntenanced old 
patriarch the elder Mr. Neely seemed to be there- 
from. Shall it be recorded here that the son 
deliberately broke to atoms and stamped, in his 
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own words, "to flindere" benMtb biB heel tbaC 
likeness in tbe Aral fervora of the w&r 7 Shall 

be added Chat of this he afterward boasted witb 
all phrasee suitable to such a deed ? Artistical- 
Ij considered this ongbt not to be mentioned, on 
account of its improbability, yet was it simple 
fact. 

And yet J Tree as it is of the teacher it 
equally so of all other Nonhem-born Secession- 
hte — they never were thoronghly trusted and be- 
lieved in aa being really " soaBd." 

"It isn't nalnre," Mrs. Jaggins was continn- 
aliy remarking to faseband and visitors, "for 
any body to turn so agin their own people. Yon 
needn't tell me what good Secessionists that 
Lamnm an' Neely an' the rest are, I don't be* 
lieve a bit in them myself. And there's Brother 
Barker," adds Mrs. Juggins, after a long pause, 
approaching tbeaabject with relactance. " Oh, 
I know how well end how mnch he talks. Bat 
— somehow — yes. Ah, well, don't it 'pear to 
yoa Brother Barker is too feverish like, kiad o' 
orer-hetf" and Mtv. Jnggine looks yon anxious- 
ly and inquiringly in the eyes as she knits. 

And this was the oniverBal feeling whether es- 
pressed or not. The more violently SoDthem 
Northern men were, only that mnch the more 
did people mumiar, "Only put on; youll 
one day if it isn't I" It matters not how riolent 
and consistent in his course Lamnm, for 
stance, was ; Uiongh mortal could say no n 
against the North and !t>t the Sonth than 
though he harpod petpetnallj on tbe infamy and 
the merited haller of "the traitors among 
at last people were ottly suspicious — "Yankees 
all of them I" — to the greatest degree. Had 
any one of them been detected in the wont prac- 
tices of the incendiaiy and Abolitionist, one nni- 
Tersal choms would have broken forth, " A Yan- 
kee ! I always knew it !" 

Mrs. Bowles was pleased to see Mr. Neely, 
however, and convened eagerly with him on the 
glorious news — an nnconscions condescension 
ronning throngh all her manner as of a Sonth 
Carolina lady conversing with a New Englander 
— a condescension not more assnmed on her part 
than taken for granted on his. To no fhmale 
bom and living at the North would or could Mr, 
Neely have been so obsequions, so defereniiaL 
It is an anpleasant thing to write, but it is a fbct. 
But in all Mr. Neely's conversation, though he 
addressed himself mainly to Mrs. Bowles, it was 
with chief reference to Miss Alice that he spoke. 
The truth is, the man really admired and loved 
the beautiful and queenly girl as he never loved 
or admired a woman before. There was a maj- 
esty In her erect bearing, a dignity Inherited 
from ber stately old fltther the Miyor, in her re- 
serve, a serene lonl in her full and steady eye, 
which was more to him even than her glowing 
cheek and coral lip. It is a shame to hint such 
a diing in America, but it was the old story of | 



squire of low degree 
of noble dame. Marrying 
1( was next to being born 



plebeian and a 
aspiring to the hai 
n South Carotin iai 

"And it must be a gieat gratiScation to you,- 

Miss Alice," he said, at last, *' that the flag yon 
presented that day to tbe regiment was in tbe 
fight." And Mr. Neely went back in memoiy 
to the day of its presentation, Alice standing on 
the platform witlkthe colors in her hand, saying 
her tew thrilling words more with eye and cheek 
and attitude than with tongue, a goddera to him 
from that moment henceforth and foreverl For 
tbe moment Alice had^deavored to believe her- ~ 
self then and there a sort of " heroine of '76" - 
n. But, under all this cry of "Our 
Countryl" "Our Glorious Revolution!" "Our 
gallant Armyl" "Our despicable foes!" there- 
steadily ran this fact, we are lighting for our 
negroes. Ugly thonght, we are fighting for our 
— slaveiy 1 No, not a thought, an unpleasant 
bnt undefined consciousness thereof. 

"Yes," said Alice; "but I am more anxious 
know the fate of the men that received it, juM 
now, than any thing else." Whereupon Mr. 
Neely ekillftilly turned the conversation upon 
their bravery, mingled with reasonings to show 
why he did not think, at least sincerely hoped, 
they had not snffbred much in the contest. 
"And you have not heard, you tell me, frota 
yonr son. Captain Rutledge Bowles f" he said at 
last, turning lo Mra. Bowles. 

" Only that he is at the head of his company 
in Virginia," said Mrs. Bowles. 

"I suppose we shall bo compelled to inflict 
another Manassas upon them there. Perhaps 
one more defeat of the kind may satisfy them," 
said Mr. Neely. 

Rutledge Bowles was then in Charleston," 
eaid Mrs. Bowles, "in obedience to orders. He 
in his last letter that he will be in the 
next battle, orders or no ordeM) wherever he 
thinks it likely to take place. I regret, that he 
and many of the youth of South Carolina can 
satisfied with Mr. Davis and his ar- 
rangeoienti as coald be wished. It is a little 
hard that South Carolina should be second to 
Mississippi, taking the lead in the revolution tho 
way my native State did. It is only for the pres- 
ent, however." 

'Thereupon Mr. Neely entered npon a glowing 

eulogy of South Caroline, adroitly worded, too, 

le midst of which the bell rang for supper. 

Really, I had completely forgotten myself" 

he said, as he arose. " Only when one gets to 

speaking of South Carolina — " 

''Stay to supper with ns, Mr. Neely," sud 
Mrs. Bowles, with a wanner manner than when 
he first came, and with perhaps somewhat more 
of hesitation and of apoli:^ for possible intrusion 
than was necessary, Mr. Neely at last consented. 
Yon will excuse me, Mr. Arthur," said Mrs. 
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Bowles, when the fomilj were seated at table, 
"bat 70a are really looking as if 70a bad jnat 
riien from a serora iltness." It was a fact ; the 
pale, cftre-wora face of Edward Arthur contrast- 
ed HiTongly at the moment with the foaj and 
happy conntenanoe of Mr. Neely bj his side. 

"Tea, Madam, Ihad no sleep laat night," was 
the reply of that gentleman as be CDdeavored t 
assume a more cheeiful manner. 

"Why, as to that, none of at alept last night, 
Mid the schoolmaster. " Glorioos news I Was 
it not, Mr. Artbnr?" 

Oh, the temptation, the pressing, the almost 
hourly temptation to lying those days! What 
is the nse of talking abonC dissembling, erading, 
getting out of telling the tmlh, and all that? 
Saun is Satan, God is God, a lie is a lie I And 
the lying, downright lying, on the part of the 
Union people at the South — multitudes of them 
at least — was one of the most terrible demorsli' 
zations of the Umes. If ever necessity, the fear 
of consequences, the unparalleled nature of the 
case, justified people in this, of oonrae tbey wera 
completely justified. But can any thiog make 
a wrong to be a right? Does God ever so place 
man that be must sin ? Alice was cutting caka 
at the moment, but how keenly sbe was on the 
alert for Mr. Arthur's reply, though she raised 
not her ayes. 

' ' Has any confirmation of it as yel arrired, 
Mr. Neely?" was Mr. Artbor's calm reply, 

"ConSnnalion? It needs no confirmation!" 
exclaimed astonished Mr. Neely. " The victory 
is one we ali^ady knev would take ptaca when- 
ever the armiee joined. The only qaestion was 
one of place and day." 

"Ton must pardon me if I seem to cast a 
gloom on the matter, bnl I fVankly confess tbat 
my dominant feeling since the news came is one 
of sorrow," said the mioister. 

"Sorrow, Mr. Artborl" exclaimed Mrs. 
Bowles and Mr. Neely in the same breath. 

" At the *wf nl destruction of human life, " said 
the minister, and Alice breathed again. " You 
know my profession has liabituated me to look 
on things in that light. Fardonme; bnttolhink 
of a civil war in our country, not in !France or 
It^y, bat actually in America! A battle on 
our soil, with all its hideous carnage ! I say no~ 
thing about souls hurried hy thousands, unpre- 
pared many of them, into eternity. Again, par- 
don me, but yoD must hiame my profession.'' 

And thus Mr. Arthur told pan of the truth ; 
but did he tell re^Iy the truth in telling only a 
part? 

But not for nothing had Mr. Neely been bom 
in New England. " Why, Mr. Barker is of jour 
profession, and I saw bim last night listening to 
Colonel Ret Boberts, and I really believe he was 
the happiest man there 1" 

Mr. Neelj was right Brother Barker was 
there, and wag as, happy, to say the least, as 



any man on tbe gronnd. Bo happy, that in 
drinking down tl)e Colonel's speech be had no 
' time ou the instant even to object meMaliy to 
its innamerable oaths, and to its blood-thirsty 
atrocities. Yes, no man laughed londer, or ap- 
' plauded every sentiment wid) both of his long 
hands more eagerly than he. What though Se~ 
cession had arrested at once the operation and 
income of every Bible Society, Tract Ins titnlioD, 
Missionary Cause — domestic and foreign — as 
well as every other Benevolent Anociation in tbe 
land;' what ihongh it was pouring over the land, 
through the prostrated embankments of Law, 
Order, Religion, and Society such a torrent' o( 
Frofanitf, Sabbath Desecration, Intemperance, 
and all kindred vices as the most gloomy-mind- 
ed had never dared even to fear: what though 
ministers were starving at their 'ministry, or 
driven ^m it into other pursnils, churchea 
were being split into fragments and dissolved, 
all religions worship being comparatively aban- 
doned save to hear political sermons and procla- 
mation prayers ; members of churches and even 
ministers backsliding and npcstatiiing by multi- 
tudes ; what tbongh the minds of worldly men 
were being hardened a thousandfold more in ir- 
religion ; even the coming generation blasted in 
advance by the arrested inBtmction,-and the inev- 
itable corruption, mind and heart, by the times, 
of the very children. What tbongh the caose 
dearest, avowedly, to Mr. Bariier of ail on earth 
■that of the Crospel — was perishing beneath the 
deadly influences of war in the land — civil war 
-yet was Brother Barker tbe loudest, and hap- 
piest, and heartiest among all beneath Colonel 
Ket Roberts's eloquence that night. 

Ah, if Brother Barker had been tbe only min- 
ister of the sort I It was indeed the honr of the 
Savionr's crucifixion afresh. Never speak of the 
soldiers gambliog at his feet, spotted with his 
falling blood, nor of the taunting mul^tude,nor 
of the darkening sky above and the earth qniv- 
eripg beneath, next to the hiding ol the Father's 
face, tbe darkest, bitterest thing was tbat, even 
of Christ's disciples how nearly may we come to 
reading: "Thevall forsook him, and fled." We 
of you who clung all tbe closer to yonr 
Master, with separatedness from the reigning 
ipidt of the world, with strong crying to God 
during all that hoar of darkness. Yon who, 
heartily with the North then, or as heartily with 
the South then, kept most heartily of all to 
Christ— one with each other at least in tbat — 
alas thai, North and South, your number seemed 
small in those days of Eton's hour, uid the 
Power of Darkness 1 

my part I do not wonder Mr. Barker 
should rejoice," said Mr. Neely, after having 
waited in rain for the minister's reply. "With 
him, I believe the entire North to have become 
thoroughly infidel. This is a religious wai^a 
for Scripture doctrine in regard to Slavery 
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agaioBt AboUtionuni and all Ihe other iofidel 
inns of tbe Nortb. Mr. Barker rejoices in Ihe 
defeat of ihe North aa in the defeat of irreligion 
itself— BO do I." 

"Mr. Neely," said Alice at thia junctnre, 
"how then about England and old Scotland — 
all Protestant Europe ?" 

" I do not exactly understand yoiir queBtion, 
Min Alice," uiid Mr. Neelj, inieiiBely on the 

"Iraean, only for argwnent sake, yon know," 
said Alice, "does Protestant Europe stand on 
this question with the North or with the South?" 

"Really, I am not sure," began Mr. Neely. 
Bnt he saw that Alice knew, and knew that he 
knew, the facta of the case, " With the North, 
I believe," he added, under the stress of her 
clear and steady eye. 

"And are they all Infidel?" began Alice. 

"I tell yon what I frankly think; I mean I 
will frankly say what I really and truly believe, 
and that is, that almost the whole Christian 
Church is becoming inGdel, Jacobinical. By 
Jacobinical notions I mean the old French no- 
tions of freedom and equality." 

" I think I know what Jacobin means," said 
Alice, her eyes still bentiriih inqoiry upon him. 

"In this strife. Miss Alice, between Jacobin- 
ism, then, and ConaervatiBin, between infidelity 
and the Gospel, in fact, I do believe that there 
is only one spot on the globe in which the pure 
and genuine Gospel lingers, and that is in the 
South. I wish to flatter no one," added Mr. 
Neelj, "but of all the Sonth I do believe that 
piety, the purest and most strictly in accordance 
with the Bible—Old Testament as well as New 
— is to be found in Sonth Carolina. I myself 
was bom at the North," continued Mr. Neely, 
with engaging Fmnkness ; " but, if one may say 
such a thing, I would give millions to have been 
born, of all the world, in Soatfa Carolina." 

Yes, Mr. Neely actually said just that 1 

Mrs. Bowl^ cordially approved the sentiment, 
and assured Mr. Neely bow highly she felt flat- 
tered. Alice never raised her eyes from her 

"Therefore," said Mr. Neely, after some fur- 
ther conversation, "if I,aNOTtbemmaii, rejoice 
so in the sncpess of Southern arms, I am sore 
yon must, Mr. Arthur. " 

" It is impossible for me not to rejoice in what- 
ever may be for the interest and real welfare and 
prosperity of the Sonth, Mr. Neely," replied the 
other. "I have every inducement, and it would 
be nnnalnral and simply impossible that I should 
feel otherwise." 

And yet, somehow, his reply did not satisfy 
Mrs, Bowles. 

" I am perfectly ipnorant of military matters, " 
sud Alice at lost, " bnt I do not understand what 
is meant when the dispatch says that BeanreKnrd 
fell back from Shiloh some twenty miles to Cor- 



inth. I am confident of the gallantry of otir 

■oldiers; but why fall back?" 

Thereupon Mr. Neely hastened to explain mat- 
ters, showing that it was a kind of military strat- 
egy almost inyariably adopted by victorious ar- 
mies. Alice listened, bnl replied not. 

"Oh, you mustn't mind Alice, Mr. Neely," 
said Mrs. Bowles, at length. " She is a willful 
girl, and she has an independent habit of her 
own. She is always endeavoring to form her 
own conclusions on every subject. When she 
once gets a notion in her head it is impossible 
W> reason with her. She reminds me fnore and 
more of her father. Major Bowles. But, Alice, 
do let us have some mnfflc. We are not lired 
of Dixie yet— what a low name for tha Sonth !— 
or the Bonnie Blue Flag — any thing." 

"What do you say to Yankee Doodle, Or 
Hail Columbia, or the Star-spangled Banner, 
Hr. Neely ?" said Alice, looking back npon tliat 
gentleman, with her hands upon the keys of the 



CHAPTER XI. 

As the days and weeks creep by, it is very 
slowly but very certainly ascertained in Somcr- 
ville that the great and glorious victoiy near 
Corinth was not, at l»st, qnite so complete and 
iinal a rout of the Yankees as was at first be- 
lieved. Somehow they have not fied utterly 
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knaj'^— the miserabla remnaDt left of them — bat 
are aiill iingering, ia a eiagular manner, near or 
upon the very battls-field. And it ia so strange 
of BeaiOregariJ, that he baa Dot long ago de- 
Bcended apen them again from Corinth like a 
thnnder-bolt. Why does he not make a finish 
of it! What ia he BUjing there at Coriath for? 
people are beginning impatienii; to ask. 

Like manj another military idol of the time, 
befoi« him and after him, Beauregard is slowly 
waning in public estimadon. Good Mc Ellis 
thanks God for it. "The career of any one 
General, like Napoleon, in our canse, ' he avona, 
■" would be fatal to our liberties. We wiah Tie- 
lory ta be won for us in snch a way that lo no 
one man, but to the whole people, and to Goi 
aboie all, the glory may redound." Certain it 
is, though there were erer so many jnst on the 
point of becoming the Mariona, the Washing- 
tona, the Napoleons of the war, in some way or 
other each j'ust missed it as by a hair's-breadth, 
but miaaed it altogether. 

Bat the Yankees ate even approaching Cot- 
ialh. Lamnm fills the Somerville Star with ample 
TeasODs why. Beauregard is hatching some great 
ennt within his intrenchmenis at Corinth, and 
people say they hope so, and that he will be 
qaick aboat it ; but there are sinking hearts in 
erery bosom in Somerville. However, there is 
Island No. 10. It has been made a perfect 
Gibraltar. It is fnlly demonstrated (hat the pna- 
■age of that Island in the Mississippi Bivor by 
the Federal fleet ia an absolute impossibility. 
Every Number of the Somerville Star exulta in 
"Island Ten," and in the langhable notion of 
the Yankees that it can be passed. And so for 
weeks; slow as the first approach of an epidemic 
the rumor gets afloat that Island Ten haa been 
eracuated. 

It was not Lamnm's fanltl To do him strict 
justice, never from the first had any item, or any 
particle of an item, appeared in his columns aave 
of good newB for the Cilnfedaracy. Many a 
prophecy did be make of great and glorious 
events; manya statement did he contiooally re- 
peat, on the beat authority, of something or oth- 
er highly faTorable to the Confederacy. Steadi. 
1y as the days rolled by were his propheciea ait- 
falfilled and hia statements disproved, yet yon 
would never gather a syllable tii that efiect from 
his paper. And no reader thereof filed away 
each Number of the Star for future reference as 
carefnllj, or with such deep satisfaction, as did 
Mr. Fergnaon, 

Lamnm had remarked : " If our gallant heroes 
«ii»iU evacuate Colnmbus, it will be only lo i 
a more impregnable stand at Island Ten. " Long 
after Island Ten was evacoated Lamam casu- 
nllj remarks in his colamns : " If our able and 
experienced Generals thouM evscnate Island Ten 
it ia only to make a stan4 at Fort Pillow, ' 
short distance beloir ;" and thereupon follows 



sraeral colamns of each n 
Fort Pillow— i^ natural advaatageaand its arm- 
ament — that even a child coold understutd that 
I capture no one need entenain the least 
" Deluded by their frenzied leaders they 
dream even" — Lamnm was frequently observing 
his paper — "of captnring New Orleans r If 
Colonel Joggios read Lamum's full and enthn- 
c description of Fort Jackaon and Fort St. 
.Fhilip, and the other Gibraltara by which New 
" ~ ms was secured from the possibiUty of being 
taken, once, he read it a dozen times. The boom 
costing millions of dollars stretching across the 
below the forts aeema to him a waate of 
money. And then, the gigandc steamships bnild- 
ng at New Orleans to dash to atoma the Federal 
vessels, to l^e Colonel they had assumed a grand- 
if size and armament under the hand of 
eoorgedc Lamnm from which even a Baninet 
would have shrank ^hast. 

From what I learn of that splendid ship of 
," good Mr. EUia had said to his pastor, 
en if the Federals should pass the forts be- 
low, of which I hare no fear, that vessel alone, 
moored as it is in front of the city, conld drive 
them l^ck." 

lut the papers speak of it as not yet com- 
pleted," ventured Mr. Arthnr. 

One side is, one side Is," urged Mr. Ellis, 
warmly, ' ' the side toward the river : the gons on 
that side are enough, amply enough." 
And to this his friend had no reply. 
Stealthily and awfully as the deadly blast of 
which the Spaniards aay, "~ 
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New Orleans, too, is captured! A painfnl thing 
state, but imparcoplibly to themselves men 
b^n to diatrusC Lamnm and all his herd I Un- 
defined, unacknowledged even to themselves, 
begin to reason that, if the editors had so 
ofLcn deluded them upon such points as Bowling 
Green, Columbus, Fort Donelson, Island Ten, 
Fort Piliow, Boanoke, Pulaski, New Orleana, 
Corinth, might they not have been unsafe guides 
on all other points also relating to Secession and 
ils consequences ? Slowly, slowly. 

"I think I am beginniog clearly to see the 
band of Providence in lengthening out this 
matter," Guy Brooks remarked one night to his 
pAStor as they sat together in the study c^ the 
latter. "You know my brother, Paul Brooks; 
he has been down lately fiom his autitude among 
the Pines. He was always fond of-solitude and 
reflection — old bachelor that he is. He has been 
giving me the benefit of his months of thought 
np there. We are, he thinks, passing throi^h 
a revolution indeed, not only a political, but a 
social, moral, religious revolution. Were it only 
a political revolution, the establishment of the 
Confederacy, or the putting down of Seceesion 
say, it might have been a thing begun and over 
in a few months. But it is to be, he thiiiJi^ » 
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total roTolntion in onr deepest tuid deuest cod- 
victioDB on man; lutgacui of Tasjlj greater im- 
portance (ban the mere qnostion of Secession 
and Union. Snch rerolutions of thought, be- 
lief| opinion, feeling can nof be effected all at 
once. To be sincere and permanent, people 
mnst hare time to think j jm, time, plenty of it, 
to (Wit." 

" For the diyiaions of Baobeo there were great 
thonghta of heart," said the minister. "I have 
been mach struck with that passage of Scriptors 
niTself of late. Tes, the political leaders hara 
fnll space, for ioelance, ia which to ihow them' 
sebes— ■' 

' " From tbe tips of their horns to the points of 
their clorea feet," intermpted the lawyer. ' ' And 
the people ore slowly but steadily finding 
out: it i3 a lesson being very slowly learned, 
hut ones learned it will neror be forgotten oc 

" Unless I greatly mistake the South is learn- 
ing other lessons also," said the minister, after t 
tbonghtful pause. ' ' God is causing us to reaij 
over again, beueatli the blazing torch of his 
proridence, other matters in which I fi>r 
was as thoronghly settled and satisfied as any 
man coald be. We will not speak npon that 
matter just now — let ns wait and tee." 

"We will see one day," the lawyer remarked, 
" the wonderful dealing of the Almighty with ni 
in permitting this war to linger so long. Sup- 
pose Manassas had resnlted the other way, the 
ConfMeracy been crushed in the bud, it would 
haye been a mere rictoiy of force — nothing else. 
There would hare been nothing of a radical cnre 
of the evil, nothing safe and permanent after- 
ward. I tell yoo, Sir," continued he, rising to 
his feet, and leaning his burly form against the 
mantle as if the idea was too large and free lobe 
expressed sare npon his feet, "especially we here, 
at the South, are slowly, steadily coming toward 
convictions, conclusions which sball be those of 
our ourn minds and hearts. The bayonets are 
holding the question open only till we have had 
lime to think the whole matter to an end. As 
firmly as I believe in my own existence, I do be- 
lieve that this whole continent is steadily coming 
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snch a Union — snch a nation as — " 

"The old Union was bnt an emblem of a 
sca^lding toward," the minister added for him. 
"I tell jou, Mr. Brooks, Southerners as we both 
are, we can bot disgnise from ourselves the fact 
that, on some points, we of the South lag in the 
march, are a centory or so behind the sentiment, 
the conviction, the Christianity of the times. I 
have had an uneasy conviction of the kind for 
years, but quieted THyself with the knowledge 
of iM being the providence of Giod, his peculiar 
dispensation in our case. And it is only God's 
providence in present events which I am now 
waiting to understand. For one I have no no- 



tion of fighting against God. Nof hare I any 
iniention of being upon the obsolete side, the 
waning aide of a great qnestion. If yon glance 
your eye over the history of the world yon will 
notice that there are certain periods of time 
when you can run, as it were, a pencil line be- 
tween where one era ends and a new and better 
era begins. And there always is a party for the 
old era fighting blindly and desperately for itl 
God helping me, 1 belong not to the old, worn- 
out era which the voild is sloughing off, bnt to 
that era which is better, which is sure to sncceed, 
vrhich is that mnch nearer the Christ that is to 
come. My happening to he bom in the Sand- 
wich Islands would have been pour excnse for 
me, therefore, to have fought against civiliia- 
tion and Christianity when ihey--had acttiaDy 
landed from G!od on its shores I" 

And it was well for Edward Arthnf, and for 
the many like lum scattered thronghont tho 
South, that he and they had a belief in those 
days clear enough, strong enough, inspiring 
enongb, to bear them up through poverty, and 
the alienntioD of their dearest friends, and the 
haired and insult of innumerable enemies, and 
death always threatened, in some cases actually 
inflicted ; a belief, thank God, which grew clear- 
er, stronger, more inspiring, as the darkness and 
the peril became more dense. Easy enough it 
was for yon. Sir, living ontside the South during 
those days, to possess convictions clear and right 
npon the great question.- Yon beard nothing 
else all day among your friends. Ton read no- 
thing else in your papers, pamphlets, books. 
Yon had the one conviction poured npon you 
from the platform with all force of argument 
and eloquence. Too had it urged npon yon in 
■eiy engraving that met yonr eye, flashed npon 
you in every transparency, waved before you in 
'ery flag, thundered upon yon in cannon ex- 
ulting over victory, and in the infinite hurrahs 
of the people I Little merit in your going with 
the right — how easy it was to youl — when yon 
B centre of a great torrent pouring ir- 
resisUbly onward. 
But look at this man, Edward Arthur, one 
an in multitudes at the South during those 
long and dark months. From the fiist hour of 
that suicidal Secession he received no line of 
irrespondence from any one outside the South, 
ir any during the first two years of the war, 
at least, from a correspondent within the Sonlh, 
save in entbuaiastic support of Secession. Such 
of his correspondenls as shored his convictions 
prudently silent, well aware that the seal 
of a letter was no bond whatever against the 
reading of the letter by dozens before it could 
the owner's eye ; at the ntmost an innuen- 
do, a caref ally- veiled sarcasm, a word here and 
there, capable of being understood only 
by the one to whom the letter was addressed. 
From that hour, during the same length td' time, 
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no Nofthem or Earopean paper, pamphlet, oi 
book met hi! eje — every printed line which did 
meet hie gaze being in furioHS advocacy of Se- 
cesBiOD. Escepl as their arms proved it, aCBrc« 
a hint glimmered through the darkness of opin- 
ion and sentiment outside the blockade. Bj 
himself, eren his friends eotertaining sii 
Tiens, confining those riews mainl; to their 
own bosoms, oAen speaking and acting in direct 
opposition to tbeir own real opinions ; thinking, 
alone and unaided, by himself and for himself, 
he arrived at those opinions to which he held 
Bi to his life itself, in to more than his life, the 
grasp npoQ the opinion being for him to relax 
his hold even npoa life. 

And it was better as it was. Only, never 
der at the clearness and energy with which 
Southern men hold to views which they have 
thus attained. No man valnes his gaini 
mnch as the msjl who hna earned them i 
sweat and toil : the beile of the ball-room holds 
hot to her pearls with the convalaire grasp of 
the diver who has brought them up from the 
depths and darkness of roaring waters. 

"Lamnm says, in his last Star, that I am a 
traitor to my native soil," the lawyer said, after 
a long pause. "I really wonder if I am," be 
continued gravely, weighing the proposition in 
his mind with hisfinger behind his ear. "What 
is my pay for being a traitor? It isn't office. 
Months ago Colonel Bet Roberts told me that 
any thing I woald have he would see that I did 
have if I said so. It is a singular fact, bat not 
one. Dot a single one of the leaders in Secession 
in or arounii Samerville but are this hoar in re- 
ceipt of salary in some form. Boberts is a Con- 
federate States Senator; Lamnra has the print- 
ing of the Confederate InwB ; Tim Lamnm, Lam- 
um's nephew, is a Commissary ; CulonetJaggins 
has a contract for com ; Dr. Peel is makiDg 
thousands by his contract for beef; eren Cap- 
tain Simmons is clerk, when sober, of the Con- 
federate Court ; and Bob Withers is a Tax Col- 
lector; Joe Staples is Receiver of Confi seated 
Property— not a man of them bnt has a fat office, 
or, if in the army, but is a Colonel or a Quarter- 
master. Bribe? On account of my opinions 
my business is mined and nothing else to look 
to ; my best friends will hardly speak 10 me. I 
hold to my original opinions upon Secession 
against every thing on earth. As to abandon- 
ing them — the fact is," added the lawyer, "as 
FanI, that brother of mine, says, either I am en- 
tirely and hopelessly deranged or the Secession- 
It is weeks ago now since it had occurred to 
Urs. Sorel, knitting, spinning, weaving, making 
Starch, soap, candles, hats, caps, shoes, and 
ever; thing else at her place near Somervitle, 
titat it would be a great favor to her if Mr. Ar- 
thur could occupy the vacant front-room on the 
left-hand side of the hall in her bguse. She has 



nobody, now rrank is gone, bnt herself and 
Bobby. It was a delicate matter to bring aboot 
under all the circumstances. But women are 
the best i^hmata in the world. Talieyrande 
are they by sex; and Mrs. Sorel bad her pur- 
pose accomplished and Mr. Arthur safely at 
home in her front-room almost before he knew 
it was a thing in view. The truth is, he himself 
and Mrs. Bowles felt the propriety of the step as 
well as Mrs. Sorel, and only Mrs. Sorel could 
have managed it so quietly and pleasantly. 
Bobby Sorel is a sober little fellow, fond of his 
home and his book and his quiet sports, the 
very image of his mother ; it will be a pteasture 
to Mr. Arthur to direct his studies, another rea- 
son for the arrangem^t. 

The proprie^ of the stepl Only yon who 
read ^ese lines, after painfol experiences of your 
own, can anderstand all the bitlemese of mean- 
ing herein implied. Not a day but Edward Ar- 
thur was made to feel and see it. The strong 
lUlside of his church had long since 
removed all doubt from his mind in regard to 
their opinion of his position. Colonel Ret Bob- 
ir entered bis church in bis life. 
That, however, of course. Gentlemen of his stamp 
to church. People not member? of the 
church never had, as a general rule, much de- 
ta attend church — now they have none at all. 
If some preacher who is also Colonel of a regi- 
ment is t« preach, or if Brother Barker is to give 
clear Scripture proof of God's cordial approval 
of Secession, if there is to be some Sabbatical 
the one strain of glory to the South 
liigbest, on earth war lo the knife, and 
ill-frill to the Yankees, men go to church 
at much more encouraged in a cause in - 
which they aro beginning Co feel more and more 
the need of encouragement. But not to bear 
the old Gospel ? , To be told over again the old, 
old story of their being sinners and of Christ 
being a Savioar? No, Sir! heaven pales its in- 
effectual glories and hell its fires in contrast with 
the lurid fiames of (he war. 

Where professing ChriBiians have become 80 
ipathetic in regard to religion Mr. Arthur ex- 
pects nothing of the rest of Somerville. Tet it 
touched him keenly that Sabbath morning when 
Mrs. Boberts made snch a point of meetii^ him, 
visited her class in lam, and shook him 
with such special cordiality by the hand. He 
well knew what her eyes worn with weeping 
meant, and now filling again with tears as she 
turned from him and stooped as if to tie again 
the scarf aroand the throat of her little boy, 
looliing up with bold brow and splendid eyes so 
like his father's. When immediately after Sab- 
aatb-Bcbool she left with her children, not wait- 
ing until service, her pastor knew as well as if 
she had told him of the letters from her husband 
at Richmond reqniring her never again to hear 
her pastor preach ; knew as by intuition all the 
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Oaths and abnae asainet him with which Colonel 
Bet BobertB nutuoed his own spotless repnta- 
tioa of patriotisai. He had forbidden her enter- 
ing even the chitreb. At first she resisted k> far 
M the Sabbatb-Bchool was concerned; bat it 
was too punfnl, belter stay at home altogether. 
How punfal to her pastor wu that vacmt seat 
henceforth only yon who oconpied a like sitaa- 
tioD, and there are many of you, in those days 
ctinteUl 

And with Mrs. Boberts there fell away many 
even of bis wannest frtends in days of old. 
" Mr. Arthur was a good-man; they had known 
him too manyyears to donbt that ; but now that 
he was a Union man I" Of what nse to call 
npon them in their homes? Only political dis- 
cnssioD, warm, perhajH heated. And so, what 
was leCi hin bat to pnrsne the eren tenor of his 
way? 

"Besign? No, Sir. The great body of the 
chnrch are content that you should continoe 
preaching to them the Gospel as of old," said 
Guy Brooks, whenaTar he consnlted him upon 
the subject. "Too can in cooscieace do only 
what yon are doing. Lat ns be as quiet as pos- 
sible; let ns wait and bope." And most pnnc- 
tnally and faithfully did Mr. Brooks, and Mr. Fer- 
guson, and the many like them, attend at service, 
listening as if with double attention, greeting 
him on every mealing with triple cordiality. 

"Ton can hardly imagine how painful it is to 
me," said Mr. Arthur to his friend the lawyer, 
one gloomy erening as they sat togethei in the 
stndy of the former. "Men whose esteem I 
hoped I had secured forever pass me withont 
speaking. Even many who do deign to greet 
me do it coldly and harshly. Even those who I 
know do fally agree with me in my opinions, 
and who would not enter the chnrch if I pnr- 
saed any o^er conrse, seem afVaid to be seen 
speaking with me on the street." 
. "And have not a syllablo to say in your de- 
fense when yon are cursed, as you most contin- 
ually and fervently are, over Somarville," added 
the lawyer, who, in bis own despondency, would 
have been a friend in keeping with those around 
Job as he sat on his dunghill. 

And it was well it was ao- Too dependen 
otheiB for liis happiness, Edward Arthnr 
^t learning to stand firm in 
of his own integrity — to dispense with all friei 
ship besides in appreciating and enjoying, as 
■ never before conceived of doing, the presence 
of Sim who sticketh closer ihan a brother. Pale 
and thin and worn, he was only at a lesson which 
was to last him bis life — the lesson itself 
to last forever, but its reiuiii. 

"I declare," said the minister, after a pause, 
"the opinion that I am a traitor to my soil seems 
to be so universal an opinion, and is so unceas- 
ingly expressed, that I hare at times almost a 
■enae of shame as for actual guilt. However, 



that only keeps me at a perpetual reconaidera- 
tioti of my original views. And, alas for me I" 
he added, witb a sigb, "those views are only 
daepemng and stteDgthetiiog every hour." 

If you were only fixed as a minister my 
brother Fan! lately beard of it woold suit ex- 
actly. Pan! was telling me of it when he was 
down from the Pines. It is a minister as con- 
scientiously opposed to Seccasion," continaed Gay 
Brooks, "as I am or as yon ara — oh, decided, 
strong, cast iron on that pmnt. Bat he is an 
~ scopal minister, yon see. His iHsbop has 
.ten out the prayers for him, and stroog they 
for Seces»on as language can m^to them, 
for the blesung of God npon the Confederate 
arms, for the speedy and total defeat of the Fed- 
erals, and all that. Twice ereiy Simday that 
Union minister stands solemnly np and oBen 
those prayers. Worse than that, tlie bishop has 
lately appointed a special prayer-meeting, with 
prayen to match, to l>e held two or three times 
during the week, for the success of the Confed-' 

"And, true to his canonical obligations, ha 
prays them?" asked Mr. Arthur. "Singular 
position for a worahiper of God to fill— deliber- 
ately, continually, kneeling before the Almi^ty, 
one set of petitions on his lips, exactly the re- 
verse set of supplication in his — Never mind ! " 
said the minister, interrupting himself "it is 
none of my business." 

"But it keeps all so straight and pleasant," 
reasoned the lawyer. "Every now and then 
the bishop fills his pulpit in his regolar visita- 
tion ; and ha always preaches a sermon foil and 
most decided for the Confederacy — Brotiier Bark- 
er over agmn, <Hily in lawn and with manuscript. 
But no wonder ; the Bishop's negroes have been 
mnning away dreadfully of late. His expenses 
for dogs alone in trailing — " 

"My dear Mr. Brooks," interrupted the min- 
ister, "do let ns speak of something else. A 
milder, more pious, more sincere man than this 
itishop before these troubles neither you nor I 
ever knew. The times have changed biin, as 
thoy have changed so many of as. There was a 
time when there lived not a minister at the 
South who dreamed of alluding in the pnlpit to 
political matters. And now! Wonld Paul, 
would Peter, wonld Heber, Simeon of Oxford, 
Wesley, \ThUfleld, Heiiletoo, Danid Baker do 
it were they now alive ? Would the Saviour do 
it did be to-day — if snch a thing can be imag- 
ined—walk the soil of North or South ? To me 
the aide the minister happens to be on is a mere 
nothing in comparison ; it is his abandoning the 
Goepel that is his deadly sin, whether he preach 
Seoession or preach the Federal Union. I feel 
to-day as if I bod somehow become saddonly 
obsolete— OS if the whole world had passed by 
anil left me in the rear- as if I was far behind 
the times." 
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" And yon are," said the Kentnckian, "be- 
hind the timas? Tee, Sir, eighteen hnndr^ 
jreuB I Bat Paul eaya it ia the richeaC thing in 
the world — that Union minister atanding up in 
the pulpit, ae he has to do once erery two or 
three months, reading long pastoral letters from 
the bishop to bis diocese, political vindications 
of the Soatb, you know, the poor fellow reading 
it, with the necessary emphasis knd ioflection — 
queer position for a free man to occupy I" 

Mrs. Warner did not think so, howerer, when 
Mr. Arthur called there next. Of all his pas- 
toral duties none more iinpleasaat than a viait to 
Mra. Warner— until, at least, the minister took 
& lesson from Dr. Warner, and sat and merely 
listened. Of late any one could tell, just by see- 
ing Pr. Warner on the atreets, that the guats at 
home these days were more TJolent than ever. 
The Doctor's neckerchief was always to one side 
now, the long ends hanging out, and dreadfully 
frayed. There was acrusbeii appearance about 
his linen; a atrip or so of the lining of his coat 
banging loose io tbe breeze from wrista and 
skirts ; more baiions off than of yore from waist- 
coat and pantaloons; a wild and disordered state 
of hia hair, too, a good deal of it gone altogeth- 
er, which caused bim strongly to resemble a mar- 
iner juaC out of a terrible tempest. And, alorm- 
tosaed and weather-beaten as the Doctor was, he 
was only the fatter for it all. In fact, beaten 
upon as the Doctor was by tbe eternal gnats, he 
had got into the habit of retiring completely 
within himself these days, and his body had ex- 
panded itself to make room for hiim 

" What I regret, what Dr. Warner regrets, if 
he would only say so — only.he is one of those 
men who never will speak out as 
that yon do not pray for the Confederacy as you 
sbonld, Mr. Arthnr," said Mrs. W^ 
gentleman, sitting in her parlor thl 
" If yon do not feel prepared to prei 
for the Confederacy and 
the Tankeea, like Brother Barker and eve 
many ministers more, well, joa needn't do 
tim is, if yon can feel it in your conscience 
to do so; though I am sure onr revoludonary 
fbrefathers took their swords and muskets 
into the pulpits with them. But why don't yon 
pray fbr the Confederacy— prsy for it warm i 
strong? There's Brother Barker — and hi 
Northern man tool— hfe praya every Sunday, 
rm told by Mrs. Stapiea, that the Almighty will 
defeat, destroy, annihilate the Federals; that 
He will entrap them in anares, deceive them in 
policy, decimate them with measles, amall-pox, 
and yellow-fever ; not leave enough of them 
alive next battle for tbe survivors to bury tbe 
roat! Pray? yea, and for their eternal damna- 
tion too. They are fiends, they are devils, they 
are worse than the wont aavages ; they richly 
deserve the agonies of the pit ', Why, look at 
it, Dr. War— I mean Mr. Arthur! They are 



Invading onr soil, they are burning onr dties 
and homes, they are slaughtering our men, wo- 
men, and children; tbey wantto set our negroe* 
free ; tbey are hiring them all tbe time to nse 
and cut our throats, and wash tbeir black feet 
in our blood I Suppose those Yankees succeed; 
they make na their slaves, to hew wood for them 
—yes, drawers of wood and hewers of water to 
them long-legged, tallow-faced, peddling, cheat- 
ing Yankees I I'd die first — die a thousand and 
a thousand times over! Fve learned how to 
ahoot with a revolver, and I'd kill them as soon's 
I would a snake. A snake? — yes, a genuiDB, 
Southern-bom rattlesnake is more respectable 
than a Yankee! Tve bad our carving steel 
sharpened to a point for a dagger: if they 
come here I'll stab the first Yankee that en- 
ters that door] Come here?* I tell you. Doc- 
tor — Mr. Arthur — I'lrham down my house with 
my own hands before they should bave it. I'd 
make Doctor Warner shoot down every Hand 
he's got — and they all came to bim through bis 
— before he shontd let tbe Yankees get them. 
That's irtiat Brother Barker says, Dr. Peel too, 
Lamum, and all. Did you read Colonel Bet 
Roberts's last speech ? Only bis wife is such a 
poor, downcast, silent sort of a woman I Bnt 
yon mtat pray for tbe Confederacy stronger, Mr. 
Arthnr. Eveij body in Somerville Is saying yon 
are an Abolitionist. And just suppose they was 
to hang yon some day; you may not know it, 
bnt people have threatened long ago to bang yon. 
Ain't yon afraid? Yon know tbey bave hung 
ever ao many." And oh, how much, much morel 
And Mr. Arthnr sat, holding, instinctively, 
hard to the arms of the large parlor rocking- 
chair in which he aat — sat while tbe upraised 
gates of the canal locks ponred their tide upon 
him — sat waiting till the gush would flow itself 

And so Mra. Warner went on, taking snuff 
with her stick energetically all tbe time. 

Bnt the snuff which she so copiously dipped ia 
not Mrs. Warner's only cause. Last nigbt an- 
other of those vrretched letters, written to some 
one in Somerville — nobody knows whom— from 
somebody near Corinth, has announced that 
Beauregard has actually evacaated Corinth, and 
is retreating South in confusion ! But a day or so 
before there had been a well-authenticated re- 
port in Somerville that Beauregard had ordered 
his army to prepare for an immediate move upon 
the enemy. Lamum had filled the last Stoi- 
with it; tbe thrilling address of Beanregard to 
his soldiers before the great victory that was to 
be ; the enthusiasm of hIa army ; the utter de- 
moralization of the Federals; the whole regi- 
1 ments that had already been shot in the Union 
I intrenchments for mutiny; the almost unani- 
: mous tinwiilingnesB of the troops, Yankees thoogh 
they were, to fire another shot upon the Conf^- 
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" Hopeful Ba we have almiys been 

mattera at Corinth," said Lamam, "we are now 
positivelj conGdent of a great and glorioDS vic- 
toiy, fiiU partjculara of which we will give in 
our next. Slowlj bai gtoadilj has Beauregard 
been maturing his briliiani plam. All informa- 
tion fram CorinA agreei that the tbander-bolt 
BO long in forging has doubtleu been launched 
long ere tliis. We congratulate all tnie Sonth- 
eni men in advance npon Che great vicloiy. As 
to the wretched traiMra among us, let them know 
their day of doom is at band 1" — and rasllj more 
to the same effect. 

But one of those miserable letters has arrived, 
Mjinglbat all Beaaregard'spreparationa were not 
for 0x0 ront of the Yankees, and for an imme- 
diate march either on St. Louis or Chicago, as 
Lamnm and alt withers had so conGdentlj pre- 
dicted, but for a bast; retreat — a retreat under 
the fire of the Yankees — and leaving behind in- 
numerable deserters. And, aomehow, in ten 
hours after the arrival in Somerville of the let- 
ter, every bod; knows its contents — believes 
them too, no matter what the; may say; past 
experiences have taught Somerville pretty thor- 
oughly by this time tliat, amidst the perpetual 
rumors afloat, the rumors favorable to the Con- 
federac; are almost invariably false, and the 
ramors of an unfavorable nature as invariably 
true — or, at least, too near true to be comfbrti 
ble. Those wretched letters! Nothing could 
have been done that was not done. A full list 
had been famished the poMmaster in Somerville 
of those persons whose letters mnst be looked 
into before it could be deeidetl whether their 
owners are to have them or not. Faithfully did 
Mr. Smithen, the postmaster, obey these in- 
structions, but with a paiufnlsense all the time 
of deserving the Penitentiary therefor. Yet al- 
most every week somebody or other in Somer- 
ville was receiving and spreading abroad the 
astounding contents of some letter which sbonld 
never have been written ; or, if written, should 
never bare been read except by an official ; o: 
if read, should never have been whispered lo 
living soul — never. These foolish letters ! Wrii 
ten from the various seats of the war by people 
who hod reference in writing only to the facts, 
and not at all to the inilueQce of those facts; 
unknown, nnofflcial people — in short, unsalaried 
people, who, in tenderly sustaining the Confed- 
eracy against every shock, had no most nnusaol 
income to nm-se and protract thereby. The con- 
trast, the steadily running contrast, between the 
printed information from the seats of the war 
and the undercurrent of private information from 
the same sources was amazing. Between the 
cross-streams of public and of private intelli- 
gence the air was always filled with oil sorts of 
riimorg as with the flying froth of conflicting later dates. 



Dr. Warner casnally drops in npon Guy Brooks 
in bis office. "I would not have my name men- 
tioned in it, you understand," Dr. Warner says, 
in a low, mysterious tone to tlie lawyer, "but 
there is a rumor afloat this morning that Bich- 
mond has been taken. Of course Idonot vonch 
for the truth of it. Sam Feiers was telling me 
ibismomin;; — let it go for what it is worth — that 
he overheard Lomum and Captain Simmons 
speaking earnestly together about Central Amer- 
ica, tracing the route to it on a map open on 
Lamum's table. Of coarse we attach no import- 
ance to what Sam Peters says, but it really looks 
as if lhe*leading Secessionists were contempla- 
ting a speedy fligbt, taken in connection with 
the other report from another sonrce, yon ob- 
" and themildDoctor wipeshisperspiring 
forehead, from which the hair is being blown 
sway so in his high winds at liome; quite bold 
the Doctor is becoming. 

" I pay no attention to Such things," says Gny 
Brooks, with brightening eyes, " but it may seem 
somewhat of a coincidence; the Secessionists — the 
leaderslmean — have had a remarkaUy depressed 
look about them of late. Pshaw 1 it's all non- 
sense ; but I suppose yon have heard about some ' 
lady or other saddenly coming in npon Mrs. Col- 
onel Ret Roberts and Ending her bathed in tears 
with her children around her. She bad just heard, 
the interpretatJoD is, from Roberts at Itichmond 
that the game was over, yon see." But the law- 
yer is ashamed of himself as he says it. 

" We are kept so completely in the dark — 
taking all these things together. Ah, well, wo 
shall know sooner or later," says Dr. Warner, 
shaking bis head as he considers it all over. 

Dr. Ginnis is running off with some 
of your patients?" inquires the lawyer at last. 
' Such a l^nd Secessionist yon know. I can 
help it. It is impossible for a man to think 
and feel except as he doei tbink and feel ; and I 
make snch a poor hypocrite do the best at it I 
in, "says poor Dr. Warner. 
That very day the Scotchman was telling bis 
pastor of this same rnmor. "It is all over Som- 
erville ; people really believe it," said Mr. Fet^n- 
And he was right. Only wish to believe 
any thing, it is the easiest thing to do so. " It 
be true, yon know," said the Scotchman, 
before he had done referring to it ; always scoff* 
', at all news he did not wish to believe, too. 
' 'Do you see this port-folio ?" asked the Scotch- 
n of a ponderous scrap-book lying open upon 
his table, vritb covers of bine pasteboard a yard 
wjuare; half a foot thick the volume is. And he 
:amed lovingly over the irregular leave*-— pam- 
phlets, speeches, sermons, placards, hand-tHtls, 
itices of all shapes and sizes, newspa- 
pers, too, from a yard across down, toward the 
sheets of eight inches, and of all 
the colors of the rainbow, according as wrapping 
;r morning npon which [ paper was being resort«d to under stress of the 
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He FERGUSON AND HIS BIXX>I(IX 



blockade. "Now, tiera is a complete set of the basinets used tc 

news and ths romois since tha beginning of this nona to sell dot 

■wfal delosion," contianed Mr. Ferguson, turn- you anderatRnd. 

ing orer bis collection with the pride of a virtu- ura to spend on 
OSP. "You see, I own lands in the State. Mj 



selling those lands. I have 
ot a rood, for paper-moD^, 
I bave a good deal of lels- 
i collection. When a ramor 
inprioted, I write it oat mjaelf and 
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pule it in ;" and ho tnmed 
eral pages or his own writing carofullj inter- 
leaved with the reet of the pooderons toIqihb : 
bis best band it was in, and with date in full to 
each ramor, and plenty of capitals and marks 
of exclamiition. 

"And each one of those items was in its tarn 
as A dose of ipecac to Uiose who did not want 
to beliave it, and as — " 

"A glass of naqnebangh to those who did," 
Btdd Mr. FergoBon, completiDg the sentence for 
his pastor. "Now I have even classiGed these 
items for a regular index, here in this blank 
book, to the rolume," continned the Scotchman, 
lading his hand npon it. "I hare almost no- 
thing else to do ; and I have become interested in 
it as a BjEtemacic studj of this war, and of hn- 
tnan nature daring it. Would yon like to hear 



The Scotchman hod a grizzled beard corering 
all his mouth, and a dry, didactic waj of speak- 
ing,- with his chin fixed stcodilj between his 
sliirt collar, and in crisp aentences. He walked 
with a itiSt, short step, nsTer tnming his head 
right or left, favoring his moat inlimale friends 
with the slightest poauhle motion of his head, 
strictlj np and down on its vertebra, never a 
slutdetoonesidevrtheother, when he met them. 
It had often occurred to Mr. Arthur that Mr. 
Ferguson, if himself classified, would hare been 
labeled of the Litmieia species — a botanist caring 
for floweia onl; for HnalTsia, without the slightest 
reference to their hue or fragrance. 

" From the beginning of this detasion," con- 
dnned he, with the dry precision of a lecturer, 
"all of the innnmerabte rumors I^TO classified 
as follows : 

" Firtt — The Confederacy is on the verge of 
recognition by Europe. I have put this Grst^ as 
being the most freifuencly repealed and the most 
steadily believed. 

"Second — The North is bankrapt, and can not 
carry on the war be; oud the fifteenth of next 
mimth at the farthest. This was a more fre- 
quent rumor at- first than it has been of late. 

" nird — A great revolution favorable to the 
Sonth is impending at the North. 

"fotirtA — France, England, and Spain have 
determined npon an instant armed intervention 
unless their terms arc agreed upon by the end 
of this month ; and the papers all contain these 
terms, drawn fully out, article by article^ in 
diplomatic style. 

" Fifth — An impending ' muriny of the entire 
Federal army against the accarsed scheme into 
which they have been hoanded.' 

"SixtA— Great aud.g'orions vicWriea, with the 
slaughter of half of the Federal armf and the 
capture of the otherhnlf, stores, arms, gun-boats 
beyond, calculation. To the same head belongs 
the repeated capture of Washington city. 

"iM(— The airival, 'at last,' of the Confed- 



erate fleet, iron-plaled, full/ armed, from En- 
rope, and the impending destruction of the Fed- 
eral navy. Such are the classes of rnmorg, one 
or more of which are continnally afloat. It mat- 
ters not how often a rnmor has been abroad and 
disproved before; like the balls of the juggler, 
one or more of them ia continnally in the «r 

" I mention no snch small matter as the death 
— now by pneumonia, now by wounds^ now by the 

hand of some brave Southerner penetrating into 
his camp foi the purpose — of, in turn, every lead- 
ing officer' of the Federal army. Perpetaally 
are they being killed and buried. If they are 
perpetually rising again from the dead it makes 
no dilTerence. If they are proved to be alive to- 
day they are certain to die of disease or to be 
killed again in the papers to-morrow. There is 
not a single one of their deaths that I have not 
down here," said the Scotchman with pride. 

" It is amaiing how readily the report of yes- 
terday is dropped," said Mr, Arthur. "It was 
eagcFly heard and believed yesterday, yet its dis- 
proval tiMlay hardly excites a remark. It puz- 

"Not at all," said the countryman of Beid 
and Brown, in his sententious manner. "There 
is a reaaon for every operation of the human 
mind. Yesterday's news is forgotten because 
to-day's news is so much more glorious ; then, 
yesterday's rumor was false, it seema, but that of 
to«iay is certainly true. Besides, the hearty 
miah it may be true is so nnfoiling. One tiling 
that inteiwts me in this continual stream of news 
is ray studying therein the working of the lead- 
ers of this most disastrous delusinn. Like the 
paid pyrotechnist of a Fourth of July night, they 
see to it, out of sight themselves, that aome 
rocket is always in the air to keep the gaping 
populace amused, The; have such a supply to 
select fram,"BudMr.Fei%uaon, laying his broad 
and hairy palm on his foolscap classification. 
" It is but to daAi off the lie best suited to the 
hour in a fbw rapid lines, send it to the next pa- 
per, and in a few days it is read and believed over 
the whole Sonth. If yon had studied this col- 
lection as I have. Sir, you would find that just 
when all the appearances are at their darkest 
for Secession, then, and cicactly then, the largest 
and most splendid lie is whizzing overhead. It 
comes down a stick, to be sure ; but it answers 
the purpose of the moment, and, on the next 
occasion, np goes another." 

Mr. Arthur did not care losay so to his friend 
— he was too weary of strife for that; but he 
knew it was all only a wbimsey of notionste Mr. 
Ferguson. Like multitudes of other men, the 
Scotchman ascribed to the politicians for more 
than was at all due them ; for far more than 
they ever even dreamed of doing they had all 
the curse or all the credit, as the case was, 
thonght the minister. They lashed the placid 
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ocean !nlo tempest, he said lo bimeelf, as he 
rode slowlj home lo Mtb. Soral's. What long- 
eontinaed and snperhumaii exertion it required ! 
Bnl now that the; hare fairlj' wrought it into 
commotion, the vatera howl and hesTe and 
xparkle with all phosphorescent Hies bj the force 
of their own fury. 

Arrived at home and gone to bed, Mara, not 
Morphens, presided over his alumberB. Slum- 
ber? During the first hour or so after Ijiug 
down he tossed as on the wild waves, wrecked, 
and the bottom of ocean mites beneath his strug- 
gling feet. The waters around him are thick 
with men and women clatching at and hurled 
off from each other, the drowning and the 
drowned. How red they are, too, the wi 
slim; and clinging, so that he can hardly even 
struggle in them. How man; upturned faces 
rise and sink there I Can that bold brow with 
the large-set eyes he Colonel Bel Boberls ? 
thin face ot the postage stamps jostled cheek by 
jowl with Boh Withera's ruby counienance and 
the pale cheek of Lamum ? Horror I There 
floats by him a fair form, every lock of whose 
streaming hair is dearer to him than life, thrust 
aside by the sudden countenance of Colonel Jng- 
gina, giving place to that of Mrs. Juggins; and 
amidatall the gurgling, gasping tenor the dream- 
er hears as from her lips, "What I aay is, why 
can't they stay where they come from? '^' 
-warn't interrnptin' them that I know of," f 
the sleeper ii awakened by his own laughter. 

"Look here, my friend," he reasons withhtm- 
self, " along this way madness lies." He is right 
there. Only give up to the thoughts pressing 
like the Eumenides after you just now, and yon 
are in the highway to whitened hair and brow 
prematurely wrinkled, and insanity and suicide. 
Millions at the South are on that path now, sof- 
feiing along all its degrees. Sleeplessness ? For 
the first year of the war men contd not sleep i 
nights for the horror of the thing. However, t 
nature creates, they aay, a sort of integnment, a 
callou9 membrane about a bullet lodged in the 
body, so there grew a kind of covering, a cal- 
icos Bccustomedness abont the horror of the hour 
in the hearts of men, enabling them to endure it. 

With solemn resolve to go to sleep, Mr. Ar- 
thnr, after pacing the floor an hoar or so in 
forming it, lay down again. Qe is just getting 
into a comfortable doze when the thooght smiles 
him up and ont of bed again : "Snppose at the 
North Christian men and Christian ministers 
are as frantic, rabid, raving, unchristian, b1 
thirsty for the Right as Brother Barker and hia 
kind are here for the Wrong ?" And he trj 
miles up and down his room upon that tra( 
thought. About his three-hundredth turn a 
wardrobe at the end opposite his bed the idea 
smiles him full abreast, and halts bim there for 
long minutes: and isn't thisjnst the process, you 
poor creatnre, by which the whole land. North 



and South, is being prepared, throngh the deep 
humiliation of the chnrcb, for the greatest re- 
ligious reaction the land and the world has ever 
known — to follow, can't yon see it, on the heels 
of the war ? 

And the Bev. Edward Arthur goes again to 
bed upon thia opiate, and sleeps sweetly until 



CHAFTEE Xn. 

We' really can not and will not permit oar at- 
tention to be drawn off one moment longer Ih>in 
Dr. Pee! ; he looms altogether too conspionoBB- 
ly npon the Somerville horizon for that. It is 
impossible longer to ignore the deep and wide- 
spread impression he has made npon that intel- 
ligent commanity. 

" Describe him lo yon ?" says fair Anne Wright 
lo an old schoolmate, with whom she is convers- 
ing, on a visit from an adjoining County. "I 
can not, Lanra ; you must see him for yonrself, 
child." 

"Oh, well, yon can at least give me some 
hint, can tell me something about bim," nrgea 
her curiouB friend— naturally cnrioiia from tho 
perpetual reference she hears made to him be- 
neath that roof. " la he a big man ?" 

"At least not a little man," laughs Anne. 
"Yes, I do really believe he is the lai^est — 1 
mean the grandest man I ever saw in all my lifo. 
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Sueh a nobla chcEt I Eig forelieBd, too, bigh i ever saw,' pa said, after Dr. Peel left bera latt 
and plomiaent. And (ben hia ejes — the finest Satardaj. And tbat'a just what we like him 
jon ever aaw— eyebrowa, and hair all as black ? most for," continnea Anne Wright, with snlha- 
That isn't the name for it. But bi» eyes — the Biaim. " You know what a hot S«Qthem man 
most splendid yon ever Baw — look as if they were pa i»; bnt Dr. Feel is ahead of him, of a 
aecualiy alive 1" 

"Why, so they are if the mam isn't dead,' 
e prosaic friend. 



"Oh, nonsense, Lanra! I told joq I conld 
not begin to deecribe him," says Anne, who is i 
fragile and loralf blonde. "There is a sort ol 
Boft fire in them, except when he get» ronsed 
then how they glow and flash and scorch ] And 
then he has such a voice, child ; I do know it ie 
the tweetest and deepest. And pa tells me he 
makes speeches in Somerrille the moat power- 
fal — makes the people langh one moment, and 
cry like children the next. And when be de- 
noancea the Yankees or the Union people! Why 
pa says his voice, when be lifts it, can be beard 
for miles. Pa Bays he is equal lo Colonel Ret 
KobertB, if not superior. And then he dresses 
BO splendidly! The finest broadcloth, the whit- 
est and finest linen, the richest vests. I do think 
his neck-ti3B— flgared silk scarfs, you know — art 
the gayest and the brighteet. One notices such 
(bings 90 mnch more UieBe days when we are all 
wearing our old things on HCconnC of the block- 
ade — tliis old calico, far instance. And his jew- 
elry, too t Fa objects to that in Dr. Feel. And 
T didn't like it in gentlemen either tilt I saw Dr. 
Peel. He wears several rings on his fingers, 
large ones, one or two diamonds among ihem. 
Then his heavy gold walcb — I have noticed it 
when be takes it one to see if he ought not to be 
going — it is so massive and rich, with such a 
heavy gold chain lo it ail acrosa bis bosom. 
But yon ought only to see his breast-pins, Laura! 
A difierent one every time, at least, he has called 
out here — ihe richest! What is most nncom- 
inon about him is the quantity of perfames be 
uses. Fa almost swears about it. I don't ob- 
ject to it. Why, Laura, in his appearaoce, 
bearing, and all, his olive complexion, too, be 
looks like a Spaniard— a Spanish prince, so 
large and sumptuous and magnificent in com- 
parison with us plain people." 

"Why, the man must be rich," says Laura. 

" Every body says so. He always has plenty 
of money, and he pays it out as freely as a king. 
The ladies there in Somerville have only to go 
to bim to get any amount lliey want, provided 
only it is for the war in any way. Not our mis- 
erable, ragged, dirty paper-money ; great round 
twenty-dollar gold pieces; and, you know, they 
are worth ever so much more than paper. And 
as to his politics, pa says he never saw — " 

"Give for (he war? He must be a good Sonth- 
emman,"8aysLaara,lhreadingber needle afresh. 

"I was JQSt going to say, pa says he is most 
determined, active, liber^ confident; 'the most 
splendid specimen of a Southern gentleman I 



body I knovf. I've always been a good Seces- 
sionist, which is more than you can lay, Laura. 
Now don't be offuided, dear, bnt it's actually 
awful to hear Dr. Feel talk aboat the Yankees — 
the most despicable people, he says, in- eveiy 
sense of the word j yes, and proves it in a thon- 
sand ways. And then lo bear him speak aboat 
the South, its extent, resources, glorious vic- 
tories, future prospects, bow essential its success 
is to the whole world — 1 can't remember it all, 
bnt it is like reading an oration." 

" Yes ; but why isn't be oflT for the war ?" a^s 
Laars, whose people, by-the-by, have been dread- 
fully suspected of entertaining Union sentimentj. 
Plague take themt as Mrs. Warner is steadily 
remarking, you find them here and there and 
every where, 

"You silly child, he is in the war. Not a 
private soldier to dig in the trenches, or to be 
shot down like common people. If yon were to 
see him once yoa would see bow absurd thai 
would be. No, Dr. Peel fills some high podtioo 
or other. He is often away from Somerville at- 
tending to military business ; in eorrespondence 
continually with President Davis, General Beau- 
regard, and (he rest. He brought a superb 
sword all the way out here to show me, one 
that Davis had presented bim with, gold scab- 
bard, ulver hilt, with a great red gem of some 
the end, silver chains to it, and all. Pa 
pressed him to tell us more particularly about 
position — it was only last Saturday. Yon 
ought to have seen his manner as he said it — 
i would give me much pleasure. Major Wright, 
inform ;ou. I flatter myself it would Inter- 
est and astonish yon if I was only at liberty to 
ill. A gentleman of your' intelligence, howev. 
r, will understand that there are elevated and 
difficult duties — duties which require oaths of se- 
id then he drew himself up with such 
dignity I couldn't help thinking what a splen- 
Confoderaie senator be would make. Don't 
whisper it, Laura; but he basalready told us 
promise, when the war is over, 
of the mission — you know we will have embns- 
sadors like other nations — to Austria or Bnesia 
Spain, be was not assured yet which. Bnt, 
' dear," ran on Anne, generally the qniettist 
girls, enraptured with her theme, "you ought 
only to hear him tell about being taken lor a 
Federal spy there in Somerville, ob, months ago. 
He told us about a self-appointed Committee vis- 
iting bis rooms at Staples's Hotel to examine. 
The idea was so funny, and then the way he 
took off Bob Withers and that fussy old Dr. 
Ginnis, pa like to have died laughing. And 
such splendid teeth, speaking of laughing, you 
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know, he has I He had met vilh erer so 
man? siogalar adventurea in his life, he told as, 

but thst'being taken for a Federal spj he did 
think v/aa the richest of alt. He sat down on 
the spot, ho told na, and wrote to the Preaidenl 
A full account of it, just to give DaTis, he said, 
one good taugh if he never has another. How 
thej tumbled over bis things, peeped into his 
boots, and alt — pompons Captain Simmons and 
the rest. Bat he was glad to Boe it, be said ; 
showed the people were active and wide awake 
for the Confederacy," 

"Wbj, be muBt have been ont here quite oft- 
en?" said the friend, with a smiling malice in 

"No, not yerj often; that is, not vety, Tery 
often," replies Anne, reiy red and then quite 
pale. " Bqt we won't talk about him , 
I'm tired of it. How do you fix these gathera, 
Laura? jon are such a wise body, and I am such 
a poor little good-for-nothing." 

"Oh, jou artful tittle goose," broke in her 
friend, "if yon un't in lore with the man my 
name isn't Laura Bice !" 

" Wliat nonsense, Laura I" says poor trans- 
lucent Anne, blushing very red, and then turn- 
ing so pale it was anpleaaant to see. " I never 
thought of such a thing. Me? I would as soon 
think of the Emperor of Kussia. If you only 
knew him, what a great, inegniEcent — " 

"Nonsense yonrself, Anne, don't I know," 
says her visitor, who, being quite plain, was that 
much the more strong-minded and sensible. "If 
jon don't know you ought to know that juEt such 
bir-haired, blue-eyed, nice little bodies as Anne 
Wri);ht are the very ones your hig Spanish 
princes are most apt to fall in love with." 

"You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Lau- 
ra," said her friend, Qushing with pleasure one 
moment, almost ready to cry the next. "You 
ever whisper such a thing, and see if I don't tell 
every body yon are Union. Dr. Feei may have 
shown me a good deal of attention at balls in 
Somervilte, concerts, tableaux. He may have 
been out to talk with pa about the war. I nev- 
er once thought, I never dared to think of such 
a thing. If I was only a strong, heantiful girl, 
high-spirited, like Alice Bowles say — but poor 
little me? Why, he could put me in hie vest 
pocket almost. Me, child 1 Yon think yonrself 
mighty wise, but yon never were more mistaken 
in all your life." And Anne vows she will nev- 
er niention Dr. Peel's name to any body again 
as long as she lives, rattles off npon other topics 
for a while, and then becomes so silent as lo be 
but poor company for her friend. 

And Dr. Peel is a magniBcent-looking man, 
no denying that fact. -As Anne Wright said to 
lier friend, he did look ' ' the veiy hero of a nov- 
el, dear; Byron's Corsair, and ell that. And 
sings ? You only ought to hear bim sing 1" 
He looks all thb the more strikingly these last 



few days from contrast with Lieutenant Ravenel. 
The Lieutenant ia a late arrival in Somervjlle. 
He and Dr. Peel, to wbom be has brought let- 
ters of introdaclion from South Carolina, are in- 
separable. Atiy one can see what particular 
pleasure the Doctor takes in introducing him to 
all his friends—that is to say, all the gentle- 
men, not Union men, lo be met on the streets.. 
"A genuine bit of Charleston aristocracy, Ha- 
gnenot blood, distinguished for his gallantry in 
the war ; on important business from the War 
Department, though what that business is 1 can 
not get oat of bim," says Dr. Feel aside to his 
friends in billiard saloon and street comer. 

If yon observe them in Mrs. Bowles's parlor 
on a visit ihey make that lady, Ur, Peel looms 
up peculiarly large in comparison with the small, 
almost girlish, size and form of the Lieutonant. 
The Doctor is quite swarthy, while the Lienten- 
ant is exceedingly fair and rosy, no perceptible 
beard yet — too yonng for that. A handsome 
fellow, too, in his way, in his neally-fltting gray 
salt, the sleeves richly embroidered; the mili- 
tary cap sitting jauntily on the side of his bead 
ia off now, of conrse, and you can not fail to ad' 
mire his tight and curly locks. "IMy dear mo- 
ther fitted me out before I left Charleston with 
her own hands," he told Mrs, Bowles in return 
for some compliment npon his attire. Such 
frank, open, cordial manners '. Pun, too, al- 
ways lurking in the nornera of his dark oye and 
chiseled mouth, breaking out eoniinnatly in 
ready laughter, artless and unrestratued as a 
child, over dimpled chin and cheek. Every 
body likes the Lieutenant on the spot warmly; 
you can not help it. 

By George I and those slight-built, pretty-. 
faced. fellows, girlish as they look, are the veiy 
to fight, you'll bet ; perfect devils incarnate 
when a battery has got to be stormed. That's 
what the English people found out abont their 
London dandles there in that war with the Rus- 
sians," says Bob Withers in reply to Dr. Gin- 
s's sneers at Lieutenant Ravenel. 
For a wonder Dr. Peel sits comparatively h- 
nt in Mrs. Bowles's parlor this evening, and 
lets the Lieutenant do all Ibe talking. And 
Mrs. Bowles ia in a dntter of delight over a visit 
from one direct from Charleston, andlias a thou- 
sand questions to ask about Charleston and South 
Carolina. Lieutenant Bavenel knows almost 
every body and every thing there. She has 
vague recollections of having often seen the 
Lieutenant himself when a little boy playing 
:in the Battery there at Charleston. His fam- 
ily she knows, of course, ever since she knew 
any thing. And the Lieutenant has a world to 
Bay about Butledgo Bowles, with whom ho has 
been intimately associated, and whom he likes 
almost aa much as his mother. 

"Only, you know. Madam, there is no merit 
in that. Every one admires and likes Butlcdge 
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Bowie*. Hov nnch he ie growing to resemble 
-hi* father in the portrait — of the M^r, I pre- 
■ome it ia, Madam ?" Baya the Lieatenant, with 
a ware of the hand toward the old hero in his 
frame overhead. 

"I am pleased to know it," lajs little Mrs. 
Bowles, all the mother kindling through her re- 
fined and thoroughlj lady-like manner. "Die 
Rotledge Bowles send hie photograph by yoa ?" 
she adds, eagerly. 

"EewoDld have done so. Madam, fori beard 
him apeak of desiring to send it only the week I 
left. The fact is, I was not iniending then to 
leave Charleston, mach less come so far sonth as 
this. Intending? Upon my word. Madam, I 
had no sncfa intention. Just ten minntes before 
the Angosta train ran oat of Charleston mj 
Colonel caught me on the street with dUpalch^ 
in his hand and a settled note of instmctioD tor 
.myself. 'Yod will hardly have time to throw 
your linen in a valias and ran,' he said. I did 
run, hard as I could (ear. Madam; barely in 
time to catch the train as it ran out of the d4- 
p6t. Yoa remember it is a good distance from 
the Post«ffice, where I was when the Colonel 
canght me. At (he rate they hurry na a pair 
of fresh feet ought to be served ont every few 
boars as a regular ration. Madam — a relay of 
wings, or something of the sort. " The Lieuten- 
ant is BO perfectly a gentleman, at the same time 
so overflowing with life and fun that he keeps 
Dr. Feel and Mrs. Bowles and Alice laughing, 
the first named especially, all. the evening. 

"I conid wish Bullcdge Bowles waa a little 
more lenient toward the faults of hia subor — I 
. mean his superior officers, as they are called in 
military language," iay a Mrs. Bowles, not with- 
out pride. "He seema to be always in some 
difficulty with them. Yet Kntledge Bowles has, 
though yonng, a good deal of hia father's, the 
Major's, accuracy and energy of character too. 
He lately sent me full drawings of all the de- 
fienses of Charieston, with an exaci 
of the nambei and dispoaition at the 



"Waa that not rather — axcnse 
rules?" began the Lientenaot, politely. 

"So he aaid in bis letter. 'But since you 
have written for them, mother," he wrote, 'I 
will risk it.' It was a fbolisb curioaily I had, 
not to see the drawings and that, hut to see bow 
well be could do it. Friends here also would 
like to see what Butledge Bowles could do. Still 
I did not wish bim to come unnecessarily in con- 
Sict with bis — saperiors." 

"Oh, we all know Hatledge Bowles," says 
Lieutenant Havenel, gayly. "For mj part I 
do assure yon, Madam, I have talked with him 
upon that very point often. You see, Madam, 
we were stqdents together at — tot, pshaw, was it 
at the Citadel or—" 

"Columbia," snggests Mrs. Bowles. 



"What am I linking aboat? Colnmblft. I 
prepared for Ctdambia at the Citadel. Colnm- 
bia, of conrse. I could take the liberty with 
him, you obeerre ; it is not every one who can. 
If Rniledge Bowles baa a fault it is pride. Bnt 
I could do nothing with him. Ah, before it 
escapes my mind, those drawings you spoke of, 
would you be so kind ? And all die papen, in 
I fact, if it is not loo much trouble ?" 

It is no trouble at all. Mrs. BowM knows ex- 
actly where the package ia. Iiienienani Ravenel 
glances rapidly over them, but is so pleased with 
them that ho begs permission to take them with 
him, will return tbem in the morning — they are 
well worth an hour's study. Mrs. Bowles con- 
sents, of coarse. The dear lady glows np to the 
smooth parting of her silvered hair with pleas- 
ure. A visitor, and a Baienel too, from Charles- 
ton I — it is as an angel stooping from Eden to 
banished and pining Eve. What with South 
Carolina, the war, and Butledge Bowles, the 
evening passes rapidly by. The gentlemen con- 
sent to remain till tea, Alice entertaining them 
while her mother absenls herself making some 
special arrangements connected therewith. 

Neither of the ladies have any admiration for 
Dr. Feel, his snmptuous attire, jewelry, and es- 
sences. Bnt on account of the Lieutenant, who 
remembers Alice, often met her with ber nurse 
in King Street — her mother also, only it ia ao 
long ago, at Hibernian Hall he thinks it was — . 
they can not refuse to pay the Doctor all due 
attention. Yet-the Lieutenant is the sonl of (he 
evening, at (ea-table, and after tea till near mid- 
night. The war is, of course, second as a topic 
only to Butledge Bowles, and Lieutenant Rav- 
enel regards the attempt of the North to pre- 
vent OUT independence as the choicest of jokes. 
He deacribea their cowardice, how they acamper 
and squall for qoarter in every battle till Alice 
can not help laughing heartily, while Mrs. 
Bowles's cheeks are wet with tears of mirth. 
"Not that I do not from my inmost heart pity 
tbem," sajs good Mrs. Bowles. "The madness, 
the frantic folly of tbeir miserable leaders it is 
excites my anger. Poor creatures, the Federal 
privates — mechanics, I presume, most of them, 
ignorant persons. Yet they, too, have wives 
and children to sigh and weep for tbem." 

The gay Lieutenant is grave ia an instant. 
In low, soft tones he recounts sad, sad incidents 
which, he is not ashamed of it, have moved bim 
to tears even in battle. "Poor, poor creat- 
nres! I agree in your Christian sentiment. 
Madam ; yea, we can well afford to pity." But 
the Lieutenant ia familiar with the plans of the 
Confederate generals, narrates skirmishes of 
which Mrs. Bowles and Alice have not as yet 
had opportunity to read. Nor, owing to iheir 
retired situation, have the; had anch full particu- 
lars of the noble fleet being built in Confederate 
ports and in Europe for the Confederacy. The 
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Lientenant UIIb them, too, of certain nepitid- 
tioDB then in progresa with foreign powere; 
parts the falleM infurmation in reference (• 
great reToloEion, already arranged and sor 
break out at the North for the orerihrow 
Lincoln and — pardon me, ladies — hia hellish 
crew." A vast deal more to the same effect, 
all in a manner so sparkling yet deferential aa 
to bring back to Mrg. Bowles tboae happy, hap- 
py days in dear old Charleston. 

"Really yon ahotild see the editor of onr pa. 
per— a Northern man, I regret to Bay," begins 
Mra. Bowles. 

"Lieutenant Bavenel bas already seen Lom- 
nm. Madam," interposes Dr. Peel. " We spent 
yesterday evening miib him. The 5tor will con- 
tain in ila next issae more really intereaiing in- 
formation than any nnmber since the war be- 
gan." 

And it did contain jost that, Somerville read 
it with keen pleaanre or the rerenie, according 
to the political tendencies of Che reader. Mr. 
Ferguson regarded that nnmber of the Star as 
one of the most Taluable in bis nhole collection. 
The visit of Lieutenant Bavenel was an event 
in Somerville. Somerville, in fact, remembers 
it distinctly to this bour. 

But it waxes late. Tbe gentlemen really can 
not consent to trespass upon the ladies any lon- 
cer. " Only one piece irf mnsic more before we 
leave," says the lively LieaCeoant, who has been 
beside Alice at the piano turning over the leaves 
for her, even joining in with a well-trained voice, 
as she played and sang this and that for the last 

"Well, if I can," says Alice, with a smile, 
her fingers on the keys. 

"Hail Columbia. Only for the fun of tbe 
thing, yon know," says her visitor, langhing. 

"Yon must excuse me." Alice has a laate 
for fun, bat finds no amusement in doing just 
that, she does not ask herself why. 

"Well, then, tbe Slar-Spangled Banner." 

"ExcDse me. Lieutenant Bavenel," quite de- 
cidedly, too. 

"Pardon me, only Yankee Doodle, just for 
the amusement of it," pleads -tbe Confederate 
officer, with hands clasped in comic supplication. 
' ' You play so well. " 

"I can be guilty of no such — aucb mockery," 
says Alice, sorprised at her own depth of feeling 
and energy of refnsal. With heightened roses, 

" I really am amazed at you, Alice," says her 
inotber, as Alice rises from the instrument. "A 
willful daaghter, mncb like Rulledge Bowles in 
character. Lieutenant Bavenel. But since you 
have given us so pleasant an evening, Sir. Of 
course I respect yonr aversion to the North, 
Alice, but then — If jou will excuse my poor 
practice. Lieutenant Bavenel^" 

And Mrs. Bowles, nho is a fine player, sits 

a 



down to the piano. She does not exactly see 
tbe joke, but it is the request of a guest, a &- 
vored guest. Yankee Doodle first. She had 
almost forgotten it. The servants in the kitchen 
positively refuse to believe their ears. The Star- 
Spangled Banner next. Charles and Sally, in 
the hall by this time, listening, paralyzed with 
vague ideas that the Yankees have arrived at 
last. The Lieutenant beside her strikes ia with 
the words after tbe Grst line. Mrs. Bowles glances 
up nervously, to meet the laughing eyes of her 
guest. What a wiUfol, handsome, foolish fel- 
low! 

" Now Hail Columbia, if you will pardon my 
folly," pleads the volatile officer. It is a severe 
strain upon her good-breeding, hut she has no 
lime to refuse. This time Dr. Peel is on her 
other side, his deep voice swelling that martial 
lelody. It is better sung than played, bol splen- 
didly done as it is. Alice is taming over a book 

the other side of the room, tbe teats, to her 

D astonishment, trickling fast and free down 
her cheeks. Her emotions? The variation of 
magnetism not more beyond her analysis or con- 
trol. 

It will be snch a joke to tell Butledge when 
I see him," says the laughing soldier. Mrs. 
Bowles is three-fourths ruffled with him, bat 
there is a fascination about the young Carolinian 
which she can not resist With the last note of 
the magnificent anthem tbe gentlemen take their 
ave, apologizing for their long stay. 
And Mrs. Bowles has to apologize also for Alice, 
who has left the room. 

I fear I have ofl^nded Miss Alice by my 
whimsey in regard to that old music," says tbe 
handsome Lieutenant, seriously, and with peni- 
face. I am heartily ashamed of myself. I 
fear levity is my besetting sin. Apologize for 
~~adam; she must foi^ve me on the ground 
being both Carolinians. And may I beg," 
adds the Lieutenant, coming back into tbe par- 
tor after taking bis leave, " that yon will not al- 
lude to myvisit in writing to Ruttedgef There 
reasons — in fact, I am here on secret serv- 

" His peculiar position prevents' the officer 
from saying more. No one has Sner tact than 
Mrs. Bowles. She anticipates him, understands 
tbe whole, and hastens to express agmn her 
gratification at having met him. And so they 

I do solemnly declare, Fairbx, yon are a 
tramp 1 But look here, man, yoa carried it too 
far to-night, entirely too far." It is Dr. Peel 
who makes this remark over and over when they 

a safely in the streets, and once agun with 

w emphans when they are seated in tbe Doo. 

r's room at Slaples's Hotel. 

His companion pays no attention to him imtil 
be has completed an accaniie copy of the pa- 
pers from Builedge Bowles loaned him by Mn. 
Bonles. 
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"BMntifullj done," fwyB Dr. Peel, after ex- 
amininfc the work. "What a drnaghrsman you 
ATS, Paiifax! And the list, too; useful docu- 

"Worth conibg all the way to ibis little 



Somerrilla to get. Ton tee we can boy any 
number of papers of the tort on Ibe spot. But 
thoea are made to sell, perhapa to deceive ; this 
we know to be correct. My conscience hurts 
ne awfully, hoveTcr," adds the Lieutenant. 
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"What a perfect ladj aba is; and 
poctingl But that mnsic nss grand, 
That is the food I was raised onj very little 
else I have heard off and on these l&sC thro jearg ; 
bat I never enjojed it in mj life as I did to- 
night. By Jovel here in the beait of the re- 
bellion, and the Bincereet of rebels plajing the 
accompaniment t Did yon eier know Buch a 
jolie?" And the young man stretched ont hie 
logs under the table, cbrevr himself back in the 
chair, and laughed as only the young and bap- 
pj can laugh. 

However, for her Lfa Mrs. Bowles could not 
see the point of the fan next morning. She felt 
condemned, gui]^. And then passers-by hav- 
ing stopped, horror-stricken, to hear the mnsic, 
poor Mrs. Bowles bad lo explain and explain 
the matter for weeks after. Moat annoying. 
Bnt when Mrs. Warner, on a special visit, with 
upraised eyebrows, "really could not believe it, ! 
Madam. Hail Colnmbia, Yankee Doodle, Red, j 
White, and Blue, Star-Spangled Banner— all 
those miserable old songs, and over and over 
again, I'm told. Why, Mrs. Bowles, yoa must 
have heard bow Alonzo Wright, only a month 
ago, when down die conntry for cotton, shot a 
man dead, dead on the spot, for only whistling 
Yankee Doodle thonghtlees-like, far the man 
Tras a good Secessionist '." 

"Mrs. Warner," interrupts Mrs. Bowles, very 
qnietly, but nidi all South Carolinain her man- 
ner, "my daughter Alice and myself and our 
guests play and nng, and do now, and at all 
times, exactly as vre see fit. You will pardon 
me, Madam ; . hut how did you say yoor little 
Maria is? Well, I trust." 

So that noihiog is left Mrs. Warner but 
"Good-morning, Madam !" and to leave. 

"But, Fairfax, I'm in earnest aboat it, in the 
interest of CJovemment as mnch as in year own, 
do you not risk too mnch?" urges Dr. Peel there 
in his room npon his yoang friend. 

It is amazing how changed is the Doctor's 
manner with the Lieutenant from what it is 
with Somerville; not an oath hardly, gentle as 
a lamb, not the least bit of a bully or a black- 
gnard. Sumptuous Dr. Peel is a totally ditfer- 
ent Dr. Feel in every sense from what Somer- 
ville haa known him. And h^ wears a bosiness 
air, too, with the Lientenant, his natnral self 
evidently, 

!' Never mind about me, Peel, old fellow!" 
anys his friend, gaj-ly. "The only way to cross 
rotten ice is la skale your swiftest. Ton have 
your way oat on this business ; I mnst follow my 
way. 1 wonder if I have not had some experi- 
ence by this time? My way of doing matters 
has carried me over many and many an ugly 
place — will cany me over many an uglier yet. 
The fact is, Peel, I wonder—by-lhe-by, what 
your name really is. Never mind about that. 
The fact is, I'm a man walking the edge of a 



I enough d 
imal« with him, 

r was too much 



I precipice : over a scantling laid across an abyss : 
if I stop U> look down I'm lost But I'll be shot 
if it isn't fan alire, the whole thing. I always 
bad a genius for fan — about the only irnthl told 
Mrs. Bowles to-night. There, at the University 
of Virginia, we fellows ased to think we know 
what fun was. I rather flatter myself I was a 
kind of ringleader. Smoking the Fresh; dei'- 
iling the Sophs; putting pigg up the belfry, 
tied to the rope, ao as to ring at it all night, yoa 
observe ; putting tabs of cold water over the tn- 
tOTs' doors, so as to benefit their debilitated sys- 
tems with a bath as they came out ; *dyeing the 
professors' dogs and horses a lovely crimson — 
things of that aort. But this is a joke ahead of 
them, I rather think. As to the danger, that ia 
the spice of the whole thing." 

"And yori never wtre in Charleston?" 

"Not before the war; often since — on busi- 
ness, you observe, confidential and excessively 
private. .Caraliua, with a plague on the heroic lit- 
tle hnmbug, except tbat, I was never in it in my 
life. Thank you for your hints about Ratledge 
Bowles, only his mother gave mc 
the first five minutes. I tcaa int 
wasn't I ? Splendid fellow, I, hi 

"His proud beauty of a sistej 
fbr you," began Dr. Peel. 

"Glorious girl, isn't she?" broke in the Lien- 
tenant, with enthusiasm. "And I'll tell you 
something. Sir, will aatonisb even yon. That 
girl is Union, Sir — Union true bine — Stars and 
Btrijies to tiie centre I Yon needn't whistle. I 
ought to know the signs by this time. While 
yoa were telling the mother that ' preposteroua 
story about your acquaintance with Calhoun, 1 
gave the fair damsel a full trial, just lo he cer- 
tain of it. I couldn't get her faintest assent to 
a syllable I said in glorification of the Confed- 
eracy, not even the assent of her eyes, steady 
arrHre peasie there the whole time. It was to 
tease her. ad much as any thing I asked her to 
play tliosc pieces. A' Secessionist might do ihnt, 
lefnee as she did, probably would, but the man- 
ner of refusing ! And with her brother and mo- 
ther so dyed in the wool. Glorious giri! Icoald 
have hugged her on the spot for her principles. 
But, as to that, how any woman can stand Jeff 
Davis, Secession, war for slavery, uid all, is 
morff tban I can understand — blind feeling." 

" Exactly as a woman clings to a red-faced, 
fonl-brcBlbed, roaring, drunken husband, who 
curses and beats her and the children. It is my 
husband, you see. My counliyl The delusion 
lies JQBt there," says Dr. Peel, with a sneer. 

"Oh, as to that, it is amazing how many peo- 
ple I find all over the South who continue to 
know what their country u, cling to it, too, with 
all their souIb, By Jove, Sir, I honor them,'' 
says the yoang officer — ' ' honor them more than 
words can ntter. They are the very best pto-^ . , 
pie, too, of the places where they live. I Call iii- 
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lovawilh them on eight, especially when they 
are females. I often meet with wrinkled, tootb- 
lesB old ladies. Ton see they fcno* people can 
not well hang them, bo thej can speak out to 
their heart's content. And thej do. I have 
heard them abnse Secession even to roj sBtisfac- 
(ion. I conld hare taken the dear old things io 
my arms. Whenever I chance with Union peo- 
ple off bj themeelTes jon can not Mil what a se- 
vere temptation it is to tell them a little some- 
thing. I can pla; npon them as a girl can on 
apiano; tell them tremendoas tales of the sdc- 
cew of the Confederac}' just to see how melan- 
choly they get, their faces growing as loi^ ai 
your arm In spite of themselves. And to see 
how they brighten ap when I slip in a little good 
news the other way! They do not beliei 
word of it, of conree ; or shake their beads in 
such a melancholy way, their eyes sparkling. 
How they will rejoice when the old flag files 
over them again, and all the air blows Hail Co- 
lombia 1 True as steel they are; bnt if o 
could only tell them how certain the thing i 
However, all this isn't basfness, and I'm off 
the morning. People might get too fond of m 
yon know. Lientenant Bavenel, Confederate 
States service — good !" 

"Wall, I am ready," sud Dr. Peel, prodnc- 
ing a package of papers ^m his bosom. " Not 
mnch more in addition to what we have attend- 
ed to already. But, first, there's a receipt fbr 
that last thousand you bronght ; tnnch obliged 
to Uncle Sam and secret service. Now then. 
Here's — let me see — ah, yes, a statement of the 
rebel forces and so forth in my district, present 
and prospective sustenance, and so on. Tell 
them they may t«Iy on it; I got the etatement 
from head-jnarters myself. Yon do things jour 
way, iUeutenanI Bavenel of South Carolina, hot 
if yon fancy thera is a genuine Sottthemer of 
higher standing than Dr. Peel in all this district 
yon are mistaken. By-the-by, here's a private 
letter. Do me the favor to leave it at its ad- 
dress in New York. It ii exchange on London 
for five thonsandponndstomy credit, yon know; 
they'll understand iL A good joke, since you 
like jotes so well, in connection. That repre- 
sents a cargo of cotton safe over the water in 
payment by the Confederacy for I have forgot- 
ten bow many pounds of powder — " 

"Permit me. Dr. Peel," interrupts his guest, 
with a total change of manner. "Bo I under- 

* ' I am astonished at yon, Fairfax. Don't 
yon KB that the article was manufaclDred for 
this express purpose? We fbund it wonld throw 
up the ball in the metre abont, say, three de- 
grees. The standard in our service is rather 
over that, I think. Yon ought to have seen the 
jjtonA saUsfoctton with which it was received, 
i v^lnnteered to see to the stowing of it away. 
: Necessary to take special precautions lest it , 



should explode. Explode! And there it is at 
the Arsenal this instant, all leady in case of 

"But, "began thedelightedUeulenant, "how 
in the mischief — ?" 

"Oh, I had specimens plenty for trial, Du- 
pout's best. The Governor shook me by the 
handwanaly. 'Splendidariicle,'heBaid. 'Ton 
see I'm an old soldier, and ought to know,' says 
be. ' We are under obligariona to yon. Doctor.' 
I rather think wooden nutmegs will cease to be 
quoted hereafter. The articles in the way of 
caps, arms, powder, clothing, every tiung that 
Yankees in Havana, France, England, Belginm, 
have passed off for genuine cotton upon these 
poor devils is shameful. Not Yankees only. It 
does seem that the entire world has conspind 
with the leaders here South against the Sontb. 
I am glad of it to my sonl," adds Dr. Peel, with 
a savage oath. " That is what I like most in 
the thing — the cool, deliberate, thorough suicide 
in it from the start. Burned towns, railways de- 
stroyed, wharves leveled, whole regions stripped 
bare, to say nothing of the killed and the or- 
phans and widows. Cnrse on them !" contiQued 
Dr. Peel, with a torrent of carses, all his soul in 
his bad eyes— "no man can hate them worse 
than I do, and even I am almost satisfied. And 
then all that is yet to come I I am more than 
satisfied, almost beginning to pity — -perhapt," he 
adds, with the expression of a devil. 

"Hallo, I say, look here, man," says his com- 
panion, looking keenly at the speaker. "War 
is war, I know, and these people wonld fbrce 
their heads in the cannon's month. Bat I don't 
believe in the way yoa look at it. Take care 
what yon say. If we are whipping them a tough 
enough job they are giving us c^ it, all our num- 
bers and navy to boot Besides, I am a South- 
ern man myself, every drop of my blood." And 
the gay young officer had changed into a sharp 
observer cpon Dr. Peel. "Besides, you talk loo 
load. How do yon know hut there may be some 
one listening? If there are, np wa go, yon well 
know," added he, with a peculiar gestnre of hia 
right band, and resuming his gay manner. 

Never fear, I know what I am about. I'm 
anxious to live if it is only to see the delicious 
ending. 1 have taken every precaution. Be- 
sides, I don't believe any possible event Could 
make the people here even doubt me. The 
crcdnli^, the super-estonnding gnllihility of 
these people is one long treat to me. I do love 
work them up, and have them yell and brag 
d soar to heaven in glorification of the South. 
Such douhlo-diBtilledfoolsr'sayaDr. Peel, melt, 
ig into contempt, and so becoming cool again. 
However, bosiness. There, that paper ex- 
plains itself — the exact date, as near aa I can get 
it, of that raid to be made into Tennessee. I 
think I have been tolerably accurate heret«lbre. 
There is another paper — sealed, yon see; private 
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eren from yon, Fairfax. Ab, that is a litds pe. 
titbn of Bome friends abont that Sergeant ~ 
din. He deserted from Grant — you nuBt hare 
heard of it — after getting himself Karified 
the bock some way — something like it in one 
tbe old sieges of Babylon, ii there not J It was 
his informaCion gare ns that delicions blnnder 
of the rebels belon Corinth. The Sergeant died 
like a man. Yon'il find the address of his fam- 
ily there. Senard ought really to do something 
handsome. Ah, here is that list of the Union 
men in my district who may be relied upon at 
Washington. If you ore caaght deetrt^ that 
whatever yon do; if it gels into rebel bonds 
they'll smeli out the cipher, and in that case 
good-by to the men. That would he a piQ'. 
There are two Judges, a Secretary of State, three 
SnperintendentB of conscripts, sereral cfflcen in 
actual serrice. It amazes me, Fairgo, and ev- 
ery day — pshaw! no, it does not amaze me. 
But the rofffniKM of this whole thing] Talk of 
Southern chivalry I If yon only knew as well 
M I do tbe ^nlie eBgemess of these military 
men — not civiliaru miod yon, bat the officers, 
the vei7 chivalr; itaelf, to make money I All 
that is a thing, of conrse, vrith Yankees, but I 
did think there would be at least that diffbrenca. 
Why, SSr^" adds Dr. Feel, with an oath, "there 
is not a dodge to which moGt of tbem do not re- 
sort to make a fortaite out of ihis war." 

"Laying npfor exile and coefiscntion, man," 
Baft his companion. "And as their paper pay 
depreciates the; will tie more desperate in the 
work than before. " 

"And to do tbe Sonth jusdce," continues Dr. 
Feel, with something like a sneer, *'even yon 
have little idea bow very many Union men there 
are South, and not a man of them even attempt- 
ing to make a cent out of the war, dumb, dead 
weights npoo the rebellion those of them that 
escape hanging." The Doctor says this ivhile se- 
lectinganotberpaperfromhispackage. "There," 
be adds, laying it opon the table, "read that, 
Sir ; Bomediing actually done for the cause ; the 
amonnt of stores destroyed is rather under than 
over the mark." 

"Flooring mills, card factory bamed; ten 
'powder wagons blown np, two more tipset in 
crossing the river — hum — hom ; train of mules 
mn off from — hum — hum. Why, Doctor, you 
are the very — steamer ElUa bnmed ; thousand 
stand of — six pieces small cannon, fifty thon- 
sand pounds powder — hum, hum ; machinery 
of percnsnon cap — " 

"That was really a shame," puts in the Doc- 
tor, with a litsplay of his remarkably fine teeth. 
"If jou only knew the months of modeling, 
casting, contriving before tbey could get the 
thing to work. Just as they got all ready — I 
was really soiry for them, soch a bitter disap- 
pointment. Beminds me of a little thing I didn't 
think worth putting down. I was on a visit over 



at the Penitentiary — a distinguished visitor, yon 
observe. The Cokinel insisted on showing me 
over the whole establishment. In one room they 
had an iron trough filled with the detonating 
mixtnre for caps. Tery much interested I was, 
so much so as to vidt the room again next day ; 
had a handkerchief full of lime under mjclo^ 
and — if those caps explode I'm mistaken." 

" Destruction of the Arsenal at Jackson ]" says 
the young officer, glancing oyer another paper 
placed in his bands. "Ton don't mBBQ — " 

" Certainly," says Dr. Peel, with an effort at 
seriousness. "The women and children I re- 
gret as much as any man. But war is war, and 
tbe; icatiid have it. You observe, there is no 
neighborhood in all the South in which one can 
not find plenty of bands. The blacks are too 
dull oflen, but the malattoes are smart enough. 
Bless your soul, ;oa don't suppose I do m; work 
with my own hands ? No, Sir, not if I can help 
it; besides, what is tbe use when I have so 
man; ready for any hint from me. You could 
not do my work ; it requires a peculiar gift. In 
one month 1 could lay almost ever; town in my 
district in ashes if I only gave the word. They 
are sometimes caught, often hung, jret the; nev- 
er divulge any thing — at least, never any thing 
to hurt. bCseraUeanimalstheyareiOf conne," 
adds the speaker in pecaliar tones. "Mere 
moiikeys, iqiea, gorillas, but u mischievous as 
monkeys. They can not (dan, have no idea of 
combination, fet tJte; can do what is planned 
for them. The; are called ' huid^ ' yon know. 
And then they have such an innocent, ignorant, 
stupid look with it all." 

' ' I am iiA ol the whole thing — ^ck, eick, " 
says his companion, with ill-concealed loathing 
tor his friend, and resting his face, covered with 
his hands, upon the edge of the table. 

" How you reason 1" said Dr. Peel, towering 
above the Lieolenant, bold and bad as Locifer. 
" For^ odd blown np at Jackson. Wb;, Fair- 
fax, those people had alread; — women and chil- 
dren, mind — bad alicady made cartridges enough 
to have killed many thousand timet that number 
of oitr men, and were bard at it still." 

" How do we know, at lost, bnt yon are bom- 
bugging us?" says the Lieutenant, glad of some 
mode of showing his aversioa, raising his head, 
and looking his cixnpanion defiuitly in the face. 
"Who knows but yon take the credit of mere 
accidents?" 

"That is for your superiors to decide^ Sir," 
replies Dr. Peel, even hanghtity. "They have 
hod no occasion to donbt me so far." 

"Oh, well, it u none of my business," said 
bis companion, hastily, drawing his cap down 
over bis forehead. "Let ns get through." 

'•• Well," be adds, when Dr. Peel has handed 

without further conversation, bis last report, 

t is a disagreeable business. I'd rather take 

oat in open field. Yet fen men in tbe field 
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are a* Dsefiil us I am — nnJ a» ;on are," he adds, 
irith some hesiutlion. " Certainly none in such 
danfier." 

There it Along silence, doring which Dr. Peel, 
hnshiess oier, is refreshing himself wilh a ciiiar 
HS he dila at easo in his snperb dressing-gown, 
rocking himself in the best rocking-chair Joe 
Slaples'a Hotel sffords. The Lieutenant, mean- 
while, is securing Ihe papers about his person. 

" Being a Yankee," ha begins, as if suddenly 

"I bcs ^fonr pardon. Fignratiie}; a Yankee, 
yon mean. You a» a Virginian, you know," 
iniemipulfr. Peel, holding his cigar in his jew. 
eled band, and emitting a long puff of smoke 
fVom his lipa. 

"There is nothing very wonderful in yont 
knowing that," replies the other. "Others be- 
siilea yonrself know me in^e. oar lines. No, 
TOhallwBS aboutsajingis this: being a curions 
sort of man, I will be gtad if you will tell me e:t- 
actly what prompts you to yonr well known — I 
will add wonderful — zeal and energy. I don't 
think I am an idle man in the canse, but yon 
leave me far in the rear." 

>' 1 haTH no otgection to tetl you," is the reply, 
" provided yon wilt tell me wby yon are so active. 
I won't stop to be cotnplinientary." 

"Soon lold," answcca the young officer, who 
has entirely reaamed his light and dashing man- 
ner. ' ' I am a Southern Union man, ten times 
intenser Union than any of those Yankeee North 
can be if tfiey tried, because it is my native South 
which I'm helping to rid of the doable carse of 
Secession and — I wouldn't hare said, it three 
years ago, I do any it now — slavery. I got my 
devotion to the Union &om father and mother ; 
had it deepened by the stand [ took for it at the 
University; since tba war began it has become 
my very life. The assassination of some of tej 
dearest friends by the rebels, the death of my 
old father, and the destruction of the old place 
at the same bands, have helped matters ; and I 
have an old mother — as splendid a specimen of 
a Virginia lady as ever lived — living at Freder. 
icksburg, who lays her band on my head and 
blesses me in my work whenever I see her. 
Martha Washington, Sir, over again," adds the 
officer, with enthnaiasm. " Precious little I care 
for old Lincoln. In fitet, I'ra had siore cold 
water thrown on me at Waslimgion tbau any 
where else. It is the rescue of the South from 
that wretched old Hepndiator and his gang, and 
their abominable dclosions and knaveries, that 
I fight for. You know all abont the Crusaders 
and the wnr for the Holy Land." 

"Bnt why engage in this particular sort of 

" It jnat happened so : At the opening of the 
war a particular piece of information had to be 
obtained from within the rebel lines for a very 
special reason. Noone wonld go apdgetitj so 



I had to do it. It became a habit, yon see ; the 
ement r^ the thinj^ the success, a littio 
praise from head-quarters, and all. And I al- 
ways had a taste for masquerading — for the 
joke's sake. Why, Sir, I've passed any number 
nea for Davis's nephew ; once or twice as 
bis son — dongeroDs work that, as I do not know 
whether the old scoundrel has any son ; bat ev' 
nan has nephews, yon know. There is 
hardly a prominent officer in the rebel service 
'hose near relatire I have not been somewhere 
n my travels. I am a native of every Slate ot 
the South,' hailing, at some time or other, from 
almost every leading town in every State South. 
I have filled almost every minor office under the 
Confederate Government { been in every battle, 
without exception. Masquerading 1 Why, ^r, 
I've passed half a dozen times as a lovely girl 
drircn from my home in Maryland, Kentucky, 
Nashville. I have been the belle of balls in 
lUchmond and Charleston! Yon would have 
died of laughing to see me managing my crino- 
line and tossing my curia t By Jove, I can han- 
dle a fan and a parasol so well, at times I almost 
get to believe I am a woman, and not so ugly a 
either < I have had love made to me hy any 
number of military men ; have been so enthusi- 
for the canse; have bod so many cbarniing 
little ways— 'How, do tell me, Generoll' — 
'Please, Colonel, how many men have wo got 
here ?' and so on — that I've got more informa- 
tion than I dared hope for. Bat I've no tigie 
to talk. Isn't that the morning hresking F" 

And the yonng officer rose from his chair, 
washed bis face at Dr. Peel's wash-stand, combed 
bis hair before the glass, and sauntered abont 
the room as fresh as if he had just risen from * 
full night's sleep. 

"Fonr o'clock," ha added, at last, consult- 
ing his watch, "and the stage leaves at half 
past. Have up that breakfast, Doctor, yon 
promised. I hare already settled my bill — no- 
thing to do but to eat and leave." 

That Dr. Peel was a Power at (he hotel was - 
evidenced in the rapid manner in which a hot 
breakfast was served up in answer to his call to 
that effect down the stairs. The very counte- 
nance of the molatto who waited on them with 
it would have indicated to a close observer that 
Dr. Peel wielded some unusual influence over 
him at least. 

"You said yoa were in London, I think," 
said the Lieutenant, who, declining to sit down, 
stood beeide the table eating. " I don't espect 
an; sympathy from yon, bnt did you notice the 
tomhof Audrain WestminsieT Abbey?" 

"There were reoll; so many objects of inter- 
est—" 

" Well, I did. My father took me over when 
Iwasaboy; toldme thewholestotyas westood 
looking at it. I was fascinated. I suppose 
there maj be some similarity ia onr diqxMitioos 
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— ttot onr &teB, howeTer, I hope. There vas ■ 
EOrt of hnnim-acanimaeaB ; & dashing mixiure 
of Achilles and — by-lhe-by, wlintafellow Achil- 
les woB for a muquerade i I narer thoaght of 
it beforet Monlha, joa Temeinber, in ilugaise 
at the conrt of Eing Something-or-otber I Isn't 
that the stage coming tip the street I And I had 
almost forgot. What is your motive?" said the 
Lieatentmt, nuking a rapid finish of bis meal, 
snapping together the lida of his valise, putting 
on his eap, ■ "I'm all ready to bo off— what is 
it?" 

" None of the motives yon apeak of," said Dr. 
Peel, grim and sullen, behind the coffee-pot. 
" I don't olject to the pay ; it ii to me an easy 
life; Bome other reasons, perhaps. Batthecbief 
reason," he added, snddeiily,' "is bate." 

"Hate?" Lieutenant Ravenel of South Car- 
olina weighs the words as he draws on his beau- 
tifully-embroidered gloves, looking keenly in bis 
companion's face. " Hate 7" 

Few men sharper than Dr. Peel. "I would 
not have printed all that wild young scamp told 
yon," he bad said to Lamum after the issue of 
the Slar containing the Lieutenant's informa- 
tion. "Lamom was wrong lo do it," he re- 
marked to Somerville generally. "Chaps like 
Bavenel are fond of exaggerating, making a 
great blow. Take my word for it, you'll find 
haff he has been telling us is all a Me." With 
a tremendous oath, " I don't know but what bis 
very letters of introduction to me were all a forg- 
ery 1" Yes, very smart, indeed, wag impetuous 
and magniloqoent Dr. Peel. 

Not sharper than young Fairfax. Aa that 
gentleman stands drawing on his gloves and 
locking steadily al his friend seated before him, 
the stage horn blows a second time, and with it 
the negro hostler comes into the room for the 
Lieutenant's valise, and "Mass Bill Perkins aay, 
come or be left. " 

"You told me to lake care I didn't carry it 
too far. 'Tou had better take particular care 
yourself. Dr. Peel," such singular meaning in 
the speaker's tones. "Upon my soul, I can 
hardly blame yon; the times whirl so fast I 
hardly know how to think or feel; but, fact is, 
I have found yon out. Doctor." 

One can make nothing of the Lieutenant's 
countenance, the expression is so strange 

"Why, what do jou mean ?" asks Dr. Peel, 
at lost, but by do means the Dr, Peel he was up 
to that instant. 

"Oh, pshaw! I know it. Yon are ;" 

and he places bis lipa to the Doctor's ear to say 
it. Not over half a dozen letters to the word, 
yet grand Dr. Peel falls back from the whisper 
as if struck by a blodgeoD, and his lively young 
friend is gone. 



CHAPTER XIH. 

Mse. Db. WjtRNER had remarked to her hua. 
band only yesterday: "Dr. Warner, unit yon 
tell me what we are coming lo? Flour forty 
dollars a barrel, si^ar four pounds for a dollar, 
salt twelve cents, coffee one dollar, molasses two 
dollars and a half, lard forty cents, chickens fifty 
cent«, eggs one dollar, butter a dollar and a 
quarter— those Gendisb Yankees! And not a 
calico in town nndcr a dollar a yard, domestics 
a dollar and a quarter, shoes ten dollars, a pa- 
per of pins five dollars I If I only had all the 
Yankees right in front of a cannon — Lincoln and 
all — loaded lo the mozile, and could shoot that 
cannon off, I could die happy. And there's 
snuff, not a grain of it to be had I" 

Mrs. Warner slopped; words failed to express 
her indignation. In fact the Englisii language 
had long since been used up by Mrs. Warner. 
Its very strongest words had been hurled by her 
BO long and so continually Hpon the heads of 
the invaders that they had become insipid and 
meaningless U> her. It is weeks now since she 
baa first remarked that, if she but could do so, 
Bbe wonid with her own hands send ibe North 
into Btomaso small that Omniscience itself should 
never find them, norOmnipoteuce itself put them 
together if found. 

From Colonel Bet Boberts's last speech that 
was; bat even that had become language too 
feeble to express her loathing and abhorrence. 
Having said fifty times a day that the Yankees 



,yCi)l>^IC 



104 



INSIDE.— A CHRONICLE OF SECESSION. 



were wone tlmn devils, and tbat CTen hel! 
a pnnishnietit too light for tbem — aaid this 
posaible inflections of the idea, whnt tiae could 
be said F Even Mre. Wamet 
sense of exhaustion ■ 

At to the Doctor, what had he to do bnt 
to be as little at home as possible, pat in 
some word of flattery wbanerer bis conscience 
and a lull in the storm permitted, and so en- 
dure? The Doctor agreed in all the fnlmina- 
tions of bis wife npon those who had brought 
about the rain of the country, with this slight 
difference only — that the Xantippe of" 
located tbeae authors in Washington, and be 
located tbem in a somewhat lower latitnde. 
When the infinite diTcraily of sanlinDent be- 
tween the Secessionists and the Union people 
the South during the war is considered, the won- 
der is, not at the alienation that existed there 
on that account, bnt rather that no greater ex- 
plosion followed. But then there was on the 
part of the Union people an amaiing amoaot 
of— what is the softest posuble wor^ for dissem- 
bling? — and a still more astonisljing degree of 
lolence. And there whs an ominous meaning in 
that very silence, taken in connection with Ihe 
class character of tbe Union people, hitherto and 
in all other matters, for forecast and pradence, 
which disqoieted thar Secessionist acqnaint- 
ancea exceedingly. 

There is Mrs. Sord. Tbe times bring many 
troubles to her besides tbe absence of her son al 
the war. She goee «ut jerj little these days. 
None of the Union people do so any more than 
they can help. Bat she meets, as all Uni 
people do, with coldoees, sometimes actual de- 
nnnciation, in company when she does 
Often is she under the necessity of entering the 
small room adjoining her chamber, where is litile 
furniture beyond a chair and a table with a Bi- 
ble upon it ; oftener than of -old, and she re- 
mains there longer in these days, Tet she al- 
waj a comes oat fKim it cohner and in happier 
mood, if possible, than ereo inlier palnuest days 
of yore. Nothing can be more placid than the 
conTersations she and Edward Arthur, her gnest, 
bold across the neat little table at breakfast, din- 
ner, and supper ; for Mr. Arthur is rarely away 
from home in these days any more than Mrs. 
Sorel. Mrs. Sorel has even to remonstrate with 
her guest upon his confining himself too closel; 
to bis stodies. 

The truth is, in the absence oCthe papers, re- 
views, and new publications of all sorts in which 
he once delighted, Mr. Arthur has taken to the 
old English divines in his library, rolnmes yel- 
low with years and near a yard long, for which 
he has hitherto found little time. Into these 
volumes, as into pools pure and deep, he plunges 
over head and ean, and so forgets the times and 
himself. Nor are these the only pools into which 
he plunges. Every morning, t« keep as fresh 



and as strong as posMble, be ts np and away on 

his horse to a creek miles off in the dense for- 
est, into which he goes headlong, to return b; 
the time the sun is up, glowing with his baili 
and tbe exsrdse, hopeful of happy days beyond 
Secession, hungry for his breakfast and for his 
studies afterward. A little Virgil occasionally ; 
periodic Greek Testament likewise; and He- 
brew also, straying away in its elephant tracks 
far away from Secession, across Canaan, through 
tbe rocky gaps of Sinai and Horeb^ and on to- 
ward Abraham and the Creation. 

What with these, the Old Divines, and his ex- 
ercise, he is preparing sermons having more of 
the pith and essence of Ihe Gospel in them, 
leagpea away while so engaged from Secession 
and civil war. It may be only his imagination, 
bnt he has an impres^n that he is just now in 
special tnuning for a work after Secessiou is 
over — some great work in which he is to accom- 
plish more than he has ever dreamed of so far. 
At any rale he will prepare himself as thorough- 
ly as possible. 

Here is a morning, some weeks after his last 
conversation with Mr. Ferguson, when the gallop 
and the bath before breakfast do not quite anf. 
It is in vain after breakfast that, after 
getting throngh his lessoiu with Bobby, be es- 
says the folio of theology. It may be a deep 
pool at other times, but this morning it seems a 
frozen one. He can not penetrate beneath, bnt 
slips and falls contianallj on the page as on a 
surface of ice. 

I accoDDt of the bells last night I Even 
from Mrs. Sorel's, three miles away, be could 
hear the great rejoicing in Somerrille — all the 
bells, all the cannon, all the smaller arms. He 
woke at midnight with the first stroke of the 
Methodist bell, by far the largest in Somerville. 
'If Providence is willing, I am," he said to him. 
ill in the act of awaking; but there was no 
lore sleep for him that nighL 
Somerville has been quite deaptMident of lati?, 
and the reaction of joy over victory is immense. 
Colonel Jnggins has a negro boy over at Mrs. 
Sorel'i with the paper long before breakfast 
Mr. Artbtir has read it to Mrs. Sorel at that 
meal. Cause for rejoicing, indeed! There have 
been a series of battlee near Richmond lastini: 
several days. M'Clellan has been captured, with 

itirearmyt The gnn-boats have managed 
(o escape down James River, bat that is alt ; 
GO generals, 140 captains, 30,00U Federals killed, 
■jOOOcaptnred; stores, batteries, colors without 
compulation 1 Tbe war is virtnally overl Col- 
onel Ju^ns comes along after breakfasL 

Of that vast army, ma'am," he says to Mrs. 
Sorel, "Bill Perkins was saying last night only 
76 privates made their escape, and al last ac- 

a our army was in full pursuit of them 1" 
And Colonel Juggins, brimmed with enthosi- 

insisls on reading over aloud the whole pa- 
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per from end to end to qniat Mrs. Soret wasbing 
up the brenkfuBt tbingB. 

No, Edward Arthur caa not get into Ebe msr- 
iw of the folio this morning. He evades Colonel 
Jaggina, goes to tho stable, saddles and rnoDDts 
his horse, and rides alowl^ away he does 
care nhilher. It rans like a ditty in his mind 
orer and orer again — " If Proridence is willing, 
I am I" Odd passages of Scripture come 
surface, in his memory, of themselves — ' 
vajs are not aa our ways, neither ar 
thoughts as our thonghls. He doeth according 
to His nill in the armies of hearen and among 
the iahabitanta of the earth. None can stay 

Hia hand, or say what doest thoa ' And 

yet if Secession could but hare been pnt down t 
One coantry again ; one flag again ; nniversal 
amneBtj ; peace sod prosperity again, firmer, 
greater than boforel" His mind ruDS over it 
all aa it is : " The snccess of the great Wrong 1 
The triumph of wicked men I Anarchy vic- 
torious North and Sonlh 1 And is it possible, 
after all, that such men as Lamum, Boberte, 
Barker, and the long tail of Captain Simmons, 
Bob Withers, Tim Lamum, and the like are 
right? BightF Pleasing to Ood? And all 
who thin b nnlike them are wrongF their opin- 
ions displeasing to Heaven, and now justly re- 
buked?" It was partly broken rest the night 
past, but Edward Arthur felt as he rode along 
as if the very foundatioos of reason and religion 

The levan days of Cbickahominy were days 
of disaster to yon loyal hearts at the North, were 
* th^? Believe it, jonr deepest feelings in re- 
gard thereto were but, in the phrase of old Cer- 
vantes, "as cheese-cakes and cream-tarts" 
the agony of hope deferred, nigh destroyed, 
the bosoms of bandreda of thousands of as att 
Sonth, loving our common country as much as 
yoD. As macb«s you? Far more. Though 
trembling leet you should lose it, you still pos- 
sessed it. We at tho Sonth, actually stripped 
of all we loved, of Sag and country, were yearn- 
ing for their return. In the great wreck com- 
mon to both, yon were as those of the wrecked 
still holding on to the floating ^agmenta, thongh 
they seemed slipping from your grasp ; 
Bs those drowning without even that, praying 
and clutching — ah, how desperately I— amidst 
the roaring foam. 

It is raining heavily, and the rider looks 
around to find that his horse has stopped of its 
own accord nnder the roof of an old gin. He 
has been there before in his excursions. The gin 
is an abandoned one in the centre of a tract of 
land, which the furrows, nearly leveled by the 
raius to a plain, and a fragment of an old nul 
here and there, show to have been once culti- 
vated. There is the screw, too, hard by, its 
long levers, with their little cap of a roof, idle 
evidently this many a day. The pit beneath is 



caved in. There are scraps ef rope, shreds of 
bagging, great piles of cotton seed blue and 
steaming in the rain around. Yes, many a bale 
of cotton has been planted and gathered and 
ginoed sad pres8e4 and wagoned sway from 
this deserted spot. Edward Arthar is in full 
sympathy with the acene this morning ; how 
moch better to be there just now than in the 
hotel in Somerville, or even at Mrs. Sorcl's. 
As he alights from and ties bis horse to one of 
the huge posts whit^ support the upper room of 
the gio-honse, the under story being open all 
around, he is glad he has not to converse with 
even Gay Brooka this morning. Mr. Ferguson, 
too — he knows that the Scotcbman is that in- 
I his room there in Somerville contem- 
tbe blazing dispatch which he has just 
filed in its place in bis ponderous scrap-book. 
There is a gleam of satisfaction in the young 
minister's mind as he sees, in imagination, the 
pecnliar expression which is that very instant 
tinging, so to speak, the veiy tips of the Scotch- 
an's grizzly beard. 

But he is to have company at last. There is 
a galloping of a horse across the old field. It is 
~ idy ; she rides her pony in nnder the pro- 
tecting roo^ and is oflT and shaking the drops 
from her riding-skirt before be can get to her 
'stance. She raises her bead as he approach- 
Of all persona on earth it is the person whom ' 
he would most desire to meet jast there and then. 
Of all persons on earth it is just the person whom 
be would there and then moat ardently desire 

It may be owing to the fact that we have 
double lobes to the brain and a double set of or- 
gans to the heart ; bat certain it is a man may 
have in brain and heart, and at the same mo- 
ment too, a doable set of thoughts and emotions ' 
— double and strong, and in exact conflict with 
each other. And it is with a man in snch a case 
as it is with a steamer, say, when the engine on 
its one side is propelling, with the engine on its 
other side backing. Bound and round, morally 
speaking, goes the individual, bnt not an inch 
does he advance either down stream or up cur- 
rent. At leastMr. Arthnr certainly had, at this 
moment, jast such speed. 

But who can ventore to assert what her opin- 
ion of the chance meeting in that lonely spot 
was? If you gather any thing from her Mnsh 
on first perceiving her companion, wbat are yon 
to gather from the pallor which, the moment 
after, left her face in anch striking contrast with 
velvet cap npon her bead, and the 
black plume which drooped, heavy with rain, 
down to her cheek ? Prompt enough to speiJt, 
however ; 

"AH my fault, Mr. Arthnr 1" she said, gayly. 
"I have been spending a few days with Anne 
Wright, an old school-fellow. I determined to 
ride home this morning, come what might. 
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Anne told me ifwonid rHin,biil I titougbt pon; 

• would get me home firel. Mr. Wright is in T 
erville j the hands were off in the fields with the 
horses, so I had to come alone. I deserve it for 
starting. But I wiH have mj waj, mam 
eaja. How came you here ?" 

Mr. Arthur has but a disjoitited reply 
make. Di^ointed, because he has no reason fdr 
linTing ridden there at all. And because she ' 
so beautiful— ah ! how beaptifuli He has m 
Mea ber, to coDTerea with ber, for inany weeks 
now; and she has changed sol It is all in the 

■ sen. Boys do not change so. The joath of 
eighteen is very much the individnol he was at 
si:ttcen, only taller — no coming out of any chiys- 

Bat here is Alice Bowles. When Ed 
Arthnr removed to Mrs. Sorel's Alice was 1 
girl — a lovely girl, hot only a Kill, although 
Mr. Neely icaa in the habit of visiiing her » 
en. But to-day Alice Bowles alights fKin 
ponj in the old gin a woman. Her face is 
find her mddj lip, and clear eye, and gentle, yet 
(irm expreBoioD, is that of a woman — no longer 
a girl. She always bore herself in that erect 
and imperial manner — a something about the 
white brow as if made for acronn — abend aboat 
the neck as of Marie Antoinette among the soni 
euiitM, Before, it was a manner that went 
and came with her Tai7ing moods ; bnt to-day 
it is berself. It may be the plumed riding-cap 
she wears; it may be her long riding-dress, which 
brought up vague memories of grand ladies in 
their iroius at coart ; it may be it was in the eJt- 
citement of her rapid ride causing her face to 
glow so ; it nay be the contrast between the 
young beauty and the littered earth on which 
she stood and the dilapidation around her; or 
' maybe it was ber sudden advent through the 
dreary morning, and npon him in a mood as 
dreary; but, whatever was the reason, she came 
upon him there very little else to him than an 
Hugel from heaven. Had be not loved her at 
first sight, years ago, when she was only the 
bad of what had now opened into the perfect 
rose? 

There was one advantage he hod over her. 
He had not come upon- her in her retreat there, 
in the out-of-the-way old gin, but she had come 
upon him ; and, somehow, from the first he had 
yielded to her the harden of the conversation. 
His firtt look as he met her had s^d so much 
that he felt, and she felt, he had little more to 
add. Ab! how she talked, in order to keep 
from hearing or saying any thing ! — cutting with 
her riding-wbip at the ahreds of cotton on the 
ground, shaking the drops of rain from her rid- 
ing skirt, smoothing her already smooth hair on 
each side of ber brow. 

"And oh, Mr. Arthur, I nearly forgot. What 
M the news?" she suddenly asked, after all oth- 
er topics were exhausted. " Anne and I could 



hear the noise all the way to Mr. Wr^htV 
What great and gloriona Something has hap- 
pened this time 7" And she entered on the topic 
with a sense of indefinable pain, and yet of in- 
definable pleasure too. 

Mr. Arthur related the contents of the dis- 
patches. Quite accurately, too, which was a 
wonder in those days. As a general rule it wss 
a thing impossible, quite impossible, to do then. 
A man might try to tell his eager neighbor the 
contents of the last dispatch the moment he laid 
it down, but he never touid repeat it accurately. 
If he was a Union man his version was far more 
□nfavorahle to the Confederacy than at least the 
printed lines warranted. If he was a Secession- 
ist the news he repeated from the paper was 
much more enconroging for the Confederacy 
than even the largest capitals of the sheet jast in 
bis hands would justify. 

"I need not ask your opinion of the news," 
said his companion, mora thoughtfully. "I 
presame yon will say of it, as you did of the 
nawa from Shiloh — it is partly true and partly 
false. And you were right. Bnt it is a pity 
one can not believe the whole of a matter from 
the first, and with all the heart. One could en- 
joy one's self so!" 

"You have do apprehension about your brolh- 

-?■' 

"Oh no!" Interrnptedhiscompanion. "Did 

t mamma show yon — ah ! I (brgot at the mo- 

:nt that yon do not live with us now. No ; 

mainma received a letter from him only ten days 

ago. He is in Charleston — under arrest, I am 

sorry to say. There was some Mississippian or 

Georgian pnt over him in rank. Very foolishly 

he neglected to obey gome order, somMhing of 

the kind, I do not exactly tmdersiand it. At 

rate, Rutledge — Rni ledge Bowles, as mam- 

alwajs persists in calling him — is under ar- 

. in Charleslon. Since Rutledge can not 

bring himself to comply with iha wishes of his 

superiors, it is a great pily they can not make it 

a rule to comply with his At least mamma al- 

says so," added Alice, with a good deal oF 

demure fun at the corners of her rosy mouth. 

Her eyes being intent on the particular shred 

cotton she was switching at with ber riding- 
wbip upon the ground, Mr. Arthnr had an op- 
porlonily of looking at her. Poor jonng fellow ! 
'as so beautiful ; so full of life and grace! 
And Seccs^on has put them as far apart — not 
as the East is from the West; that similitude is 
ite in these days — bat as for apart from 
each other as the North U from the Sontb. 

"You know I have never seen your brother," 
said her companion, seeing at the moment with 
BBtiBfaclioQ that the rain was beginning to 
fall heavier than ever. "But is there not — ?" 
and in his half hesitation Alice hastened to fin- 
ish the question for him. 

A strong resembtanco between Butledge and 
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myselff In character, jes, I dare lay there ie. 
We are both of as allogether too impatient of 
control— [00 much in the habil of having onr 
own way. It i* a dreadful defect of characler, 
Ur. AitbuT," she aoid, looking np onlj for an 
Inatant at him, and then resnmtng her chastiae- 
ment, though it waa at least "an inch'' of "a 
king," of the nnfoitnaate piece of cotton; "but 
I do not Bee how either Rniledge or myBetf are 
to bUme for iL We inherited it from our fa- 
ther, who waa celebrated for hia fixedness — if 
there is such a word — of opinion ; and we have 
been trained to it from our crndlcs. If pa had 
only lived it would have been far belter for ns 
both ; but yon know how indulgent mamma is," 
" 1 for one would not have you otherwise than 
as you are for the world," Mr. Arthur eaid, em- 
phaticsllj^-only it was to himself, not a syllable 
of it reaching his lips. And yet she knew as 
well, in the silence which followed her remark, 
that he was saying jast that aa if be had aaid it 

"Only to think," she hastily added, therrfure, 
"of the thoasands of brave men that must have 
been killed ; that is, if there really was any light- 
ing at all in Virginia." 

"And of the many thoasands that are yet to 
die in hospital and upon battle-fteld before this 
war is over," added her companion. " We read, 
of lion ce aval les and Fontenoy, and the gallant 
knights dying at Chevy Chase, and all. Yet 
the simple truth is, old Fraissart, whom jou re- 
member we read together last suibmer, tells of 
no bravo gentlemen nobler or braver in every 
sense of the word than our Southern soldiers. 
Chivalry boasts of nothing which the South is 
not equaling every day, and eveiy hour of Ihe 

" But we of the South deserve and wear the 
name of Chivaliy, Mr. Aithiir, only loo well," 
said Alice, after a pause. "I wish I could not 
■ think of it aa I do ; bnt, somehow or other, we 
seem to be as antiquated as Chivalry is, too. As 
to (be Dobtenesa, generosity, courtesy, and valor 
of our armies, 1 suppose all the world is agreed ; 
bnt, nith all that, I can not belp having a vagne 
bnt painful sense that we are classed b; Europe 
with Spain, behind the age. If one half of the 
feeling of the world in regard to us is admir- 
ation, the other half of that fueling is pity. I 
am afraid it is owing to some hook or other 
which I shoald never have read ; or it may be 
some natural perversity of my characior, but it 
does seem to me as if our armies, gnltanc as they 
are, are warring against — what shalll call it? — 
against Destiny," 

It may hare been some improper reading, or 
it may have been the independence of her nataro 
rebelling gainst whatever happened to bo dom- 
inant ; bnt it bad pained ber mother that Alice 
was not aa thoroughly under the mle of tbe en- 
thusiasm ot the day as she desired her to be. 



Perhaps Mr. Neety had visited ber too much — 
had overdone in his conversation the topic of 
the hour. Devotedly, too, as she loved her mo- 
ther, she had known Mrs. Sorel too long not to 
acknowledge to herself the calm superiority of 
her sense and judgment to the mere impulse of 
her mother, beautiful as that impnJse waa — not 
that Mrs. Sorel bad conversed with her on the 
great question of (he day. At least not for 
months now had she heard a word from her • 
lips upon the merits of the quartet. In truth, 
very rarely indeed in these days were the fam- 
ilies thrown together. Mrs. Sorel had always 
spoken frankly on the subject when she Spoke at 
all, and Mrs. Bowles was aa decided in her fil- 
ings on the subject as Mrs. Sorel was in her con- 
victions. Feeling va. Conviction — that was ^e 

" If yon will permit me, Misa Alice," said her 
companion, "I may be able to explain yon to 
yourself. If yon had read and thought as little 
upon the whole question now convulsing the 
country as the mass of those around yon — I mean 
upon both sidesof it — I dare any you would think 
and fee] exactly as they do. Ot if, notwith- 
standing all your thought and reading, your 
character admitted of y oar forgetting every thing 
of the kind, and givingyonrselfnp blindly to the 
popular emotion, whatever it was, then, too, yon 
would feel arid think, as, for instance, your friend 
Miss Anne Wright does. I do not mean to flat- 
ter yOQ, Misa Alice, but I can not pa; what I 
wish to say without seeming to do so," be add- 
ed, knotting the lath of bis riding-whip indns- 
ttioufly as be spoke. 

" I only wish I was as happy as Anne in her 
whote-beoriedness upon the subject," said Alice. 
' ' How she does abuse Ihe Yankees [ I do be- 
lieve she thinks if the Yankees succeed they will 
actually make her go to tbe wash-tab for them, 
enslave her, make a hoase-maid or a field hand 
of her. I'd like to see them com§ cavorting 
around mf, ber father says. Anne says she'll 
die first. I would certainly hate to eat any dish 
of her preparing, if I was Mrs. Lincoln, or who- 
, ever her future mistress is to be ; it would be far 
I from wholesome, I was telling her so last night," 
said Alice, with a laugh. "But, then, there is 
my dear, dear mother," she added, with snddeii 
gravity. 

"Will you forgive mo. Miss Alice?" said her 
companion. "My admiration and afieclion for 
your molher ate second only to your own, and I 
venture to say only this," he continued, gravely, 
although be saw tbe color rising in ber cheek : 
" if yon had been bom at the date of your mo- 
ther's birth yon would have felt and thongbt just 
as she does to-day. It may be yonr misfortune, 
bat yon were bom some tbir^ years after yonr 
mother. There has been a vast change in tbe 
very ^bions worn since then. Look at your 
mother's miniature, taken wlien she was a bride. 
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There is — whether we like it or n 
greater change in (he opioions of men. A per- 
EOD of set ire intellect — one wbo reads, thinks, 
riT«e at indepenileiit conclnsioae — can ml be Ibe 
Mine in opinion with one burn a third of a cen- 
tW7 before, nnleBS you lived like KobinBon Crn. 
toe on ft deiert island, or nnleae jon lived ex- 
elnaivelj in yata own 8ecti<»i, like the Chioese, 
or unless yon went — " 

"Fast asleep, like Rip Tan 'Winkle," inter- 
nipted bis companion. "Dear me, how it 
rains t How mamma will scold me for ventaring 
oat from Mr. Wright's 1 Yon mnst exonse me, 
Mr. Artlinr; bnt the plain truth is, I'hatc to 
think in these days. I wish I coald stop Ihinh^ 
ing, I'm sure. I wonld give all I possess fur a 
good drink from tbe flagon that put Bip Van 
' Winkle asleep r 

"To come oat of your cave at last, as be did, 
and find all the world changed by other bands 
than your own. Well, perhaps so. And yet if 
there is indeed a great change for the better to 
be broaght abont by human brains and human 
hands, I confess I wonld prefer not to live alto- 
getiior apart from iL I would like — at least in 
my happiest moments I feel so — to have a heart 
and a band in the work. But it u a wearisome 
thii^to think upon so steadily. I never felt it 
more so than to-day." 

Although Alice did not look at ber compan- 
ion she none the less saw the care nnd pain, even 
anguish, npon hia face. With a woman's quick 
insight, however, she saw that tbe anxiety and 
uncertainty almost which Dsed to— or which she 
months ago fancied nsed to— mark the counte- 
nalice of the ^nng minister, was giving place to 
a twofold expression of confidence and peace; 
an expression growing from day to day through 
great sufiering into an aspect of certainty and 
joy. Yet Mr. Neely was much the handsomest 
man of the two, so fat and rosy and full of cord- 
ial sympathy with the invaded Sooth. 

" If a person does not agree in sentiment with 
the people of the South wbat does be stay here 
for? Evidently be ought to be with that peo- 
ple in whose opinions he agrees. If I was with 
the North I would go there, and I wonld stay 
there." That was Mr. Neely's decided opinion 
in his last conversation with Alice — or rather in 
his last conversation with Mrg. Bowles when 
Alice was present. Mr. Neely did not mention 
Mr. Arthur's name in that connection : so that 
he could, of course, have no reference to him; 

"But suppose, Mr. Neely," Alice had inno- 
cently asked, looking up from her sewing — a sol- 
dier's shirt it was, one of a dozen made from tbe 
cover of ber piano, cut ap for ibat purpose as 
the only material to be bad — " sappose you pos- 
sessed property at the South, valuable property, 
all the property you owned in tbe world. I be- 
lieve It is tbe certain loss of properly in tbe Sonib 



for a person to leave as you advise ; if yon held 
^e sentiments you mention, yon wonld leave, as 
yon say, at the sacrifice of all you possessed ?" 

"I certainly would, Miss Alice," he replied, 
enduring ber clear look. Perhaps in such a 
case Mr. Neely would. But- perhaps in such a 
case Mr. Neely would not, also. 

"Then if yoQ were now at the North, enteN 
taining the sentiments you do, you would itk- 
Btanlly leave tbe North tor the South, giving np 
all you owned there to do so?" a^ed Alice. - 
Her beautiful eyes were full upon him. What 
could he do? 

I would. Miss Alice, I certainly would I" 
Oh, Mr. Neely I Not to know that you knew, 
and that she knew, whether you spake true or 
not. But, tben, the temptation was so great, to 
Mr. Neely the greatest temptation possible in 
Ibe whole world. 

Suppose, Mr. Neely, though yon ditapproted 
of the step taken by the South, and agreed in 

I pursued, in consequence of that stq}, 
by the North, yet you shrank from engaging in 
actual war npon your own people, or even from 
being surronnded by such ae were, how then?" 
Alice had asked. 

These are no days for snch nice distinctions. 
Miss Alice," the school teacher had promptly re- 
plied. "As one feels and thinks so should he 

]au must adopt one side or the other, 
and without a particle of reluctance or shame in 
doing so. And men will do so wboM views are 
dear. He that is not against ns is with us ; he 

t with us is against ns — plain as tbe 
multiplication table. Miss Alice." 

Alice really did not know what to reply. But 
it seemed strange to bear this geutlemau from 
New England speaking so freely of We and U* in 
connection with Southern affairs. The possesa- 
pronouna in all their infections were used 
with painful frequency by [he Yankee Secession- 
Onr brave boys!" "The way We are 
whipping them, too I" " The diabolical designs 
meditated against Ut by the Federals!" and 
kindred phrases, were more frequent on the lips 
like Mr. Neely from the North than of 
those who had never been outside tbe South in 
their own selves, or in the persons of their an- 
cestors, since Jamestown was settled. 

It seemed somewhat of a coincidence, then, 
wilb Mr. Neely's previous remarks, that Mr. Ar- 
thur should saj now, loving Alice as he did, and 
answering her very thongbts : 

"I do not wish to speak of myself. Here in 
(lod'B providence I am. Not a day, or a mo- 
ment of the day, that I do not ftol how painful a 
thing it is to differ from public sentiment, espe- 
cially from the seniiments of those among whom 
we have lived all oar lives, than whom lh«re are 
none in all the world whom we esteem or love 
more. I have done my very best to become a 
Secessionist, but I can not. I have done wj 
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trtmost to believe, at least to hope that, after all, 
the Confederate Government will be a anccesi 
and a bleuing to the Soatb. For mj life { can 
not think bo. I can not get svaf to Europe, 
and if I coold I would f^^el vorj macli like Jonah 
on his wo; to Torsbish, storm or no storm. No, 
1 am in charge here as a mtniateT of the Gospel. 
So long as I am permitted to do bo, I will con- 
tinue the duties of mj ofHce, obeying faithfully 
the Scripture directions as to the G 
over me. I wai, I may almost say, in agonies 
of mind at firsL I am getting used to il. I 
haie within me such a settled sense that I could 
not have acted othcn^ise than 1 have done that 
I am coQting to feel as qntet in mind as a man 
can be — a kind of solid qniet greater than I ever 
ponessed before. And my experience, thongli 
I am not so situated as to have correspondence, 
or tbe least intercoorse in any way, with one of 
them, is that of perhaps thousands of my brethren 
in the ministry at the South, and, in gome re- 
spects, of hundreds of thousands of the very beat 
men, all Southern men, and destined to do a 
great work in and for the South yet. Bnt if I 
knew this hour, Hiss Alice, (hat I was the only 
Soothern man in the whole Sonth entertaining 
the sentimenta I do, I coald entertain them not 
a jot tbe less for that. It may be my misfortune, 
it may be my crime, il certwnly is my case. As 
to the fbtnre of myself and of my conntiy I a 
learning to leave the whole in tbe Hands that a 
managing it, perfectly satisfied in advance as 
the result. You must really excuse me, Miss 
Alice," be added, with a smile. " It is the first 
time I have spoken to yoa thus of myself, 
sure you it shall be the last time. It bas only 
happened bo, you see. You must endure 
one of ttM accidents of this rainy day." 

But Alice did not hear these last words. It 
was only a few days ago that she bad been read- 
ing Millon, and why she knew not, but the lines 
were passing through ber mind as he spoke : 
" Sd ipike tlis nnph Abdlel, hlthfUl fonnl 
AmoBg die Ultaloa, fiithful niily hai 
Among innniziflnbla bbe, nnmoTed, 
Unah^cn, ungeduii'd, uaUrritya 
IIU loyalty be kflpi, hLa lova, hts saali 
Not namber, oor uample wllb him nwiglit 
To av?m from tmtb, « ehuge hiB omttant mind 
Though elngla." 

Her head drooped until tba plnme of her rid- 
ing-cap almost concealed her face. But, at last, 
Edward Arthur said nothing to ber of himself 
which she did not know already, and knowfally 
as well as he did himself. She stood still, occu- 
pied with the shred of cotton on the ground at 
her feet. But no longer cutting at it as before, 
moving it rather hither and tbither with the lash 
of her riding- whip, lovingly, caressingly even, as 
if it were some living thing which sbe would not 
hurt for the world. 

"No, but Hiss Alict^ wbat I want to know' 



— Un. WanMT had aidd to her In tbe eonrt- 
bonse where the ladiea met to work for the sol- 
diers only the week before, and it was after a long 
stretch of remark by Mrs. Warner on the one top- 
ic — "what I want to know is just this: do you 
not believe that tbe Yankees, invading our conn- 
try, burning our homea, killing our women and ' 
children, are worse than the veiy devils in bell ?" 
"How shonld I know, Mrs. Warner ?" Alice 
had replied. " I have never been to the abode 
of the evj] spirits 3'oa speak of. I never saw a 
devil in my life. If I was to come npon a person 
possessed with one I woald keepaa farofffrom — 
dear me, you must excuse me, I muat go and get 
Mrs. Sorel yonder to give me some more thread." 
"I tell you. Dr. Warner," Mrs. Warner re- 
marked to ber husband at supper that night, 
"there ia something wrong ahont that Alice ■ 
Bowles. Her mother, Mrs. Bowles, such a gen- 
nine Southern woman, too. You are their fam- 
ily physician, and sure enough I am your influ- 
3nce on her baa not been favorable for the 
South. You are the plague and misery of my 
life with your milk-and-water way of thinking 
ind talking, or rather not talking at all upon tho 
inbject. How a man ofyour years, one who reads 
the papers every day, can be as mild ea you arel 
And, then, knowing my feelings on the subject, 
bearing every day and hourof your life all /say 
— I do believe it is jnst to cross me. Because I 
am BO strong for the South you are exactly the 
opposite!" Which statement, by-the-by,wasnot 
for from the tmih. But Dr. Warner only ate 
bis supper with the shower-bath droop about tbe 
head, and nathlesa so endured. 

" Alice's father was a slancb Secessionist years 

ago," mused Mrs. Warner, aloud, striking her 

tea-spoon against ber empty cup. "That is his 

portrait hanging up in their parlor, grand enough 

to look at i only it's a pity he couldn't have left 

a few more negroes to hia wife and children. 

There'a Butledge Bowles, Mrs. Bowles is so ever- 

loslinRly talking about. A worthless, drinking, 

gambling fellow, there in Charleston, if half 

heard about him is trne. He'd betler be 

at hometnaking money for his inother. But 

1 good Seceasioniat, waa active in tbe taking 

of Fort Sumter there at Charleston. Did Alice 

the North?" aaked Mra. Warner, aud- 

~ I believe not," replied her husband. 
Because it always has the worst effect on 
Souibem people. Spending the summer at the 
North I I reckon that old cry ia over. I never 
□t of the South ! And a far better South- 
lan you would be, Dr. Warner, if yon had 
spent that time in Philadelpbia, attending 
medical lectnree. IM only bad mj way," aud 
Mrs. Warner, for the three thousandth time, 
10 Southern citizen should ever visit the North 
any pretext. Nor Europe either, for that mat- 
ter ; they are juat aa rank Abolitionists there as 
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at the Kortb. Won't recognize at on accomit 
of Slavery, YAnce; baicI tliere in hia Bpecch in 
New Orlennsl Ypb, if I had my way I'd build 
a nail a hundred feet high all round [ho Sonlh, 
ill real oameat; Dobody Bhould go oat and do- 



bodj should cnmcin. To think haw ther nsed 
to flood the conntry with their books and papers 
and peddlen and thinfi^i 1 Hang them ]" 

"I am snre Alice has taken an active part," 
began the Doctor. 
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"Preeentiiig that flag? Sewing, and singing 
at concerts for the s<^diers, and all that?" inter- 
rapted his wife. " There's aomething irrong for 
all that. I began to think ao that day she op- 
poaed having a lottery for the assistance of that 
regiment. It was against the rules of religion, 
Bbe said, and there is a law of the State — won- 
der how she came to know that ? — eKpreaal; pro- 
hibiting it, Ab if any body would dare enforce 
■QCh B law these days. ' And as if Brother Bar- 
ker himself did not go in for it, and have the 
meeting to arrange for it Id the very charch. 
But, opposed or not, we had it any how. No, I 
know exactly how it is," said Mrs. Warner, in 
a lower and more intense tone, peering at her 
husband under mysteriooB eyebrows, and shak- 
ily the tea-spoan at bim tike the thyrsos of a 
magician. "It is Mr. Arthur.' Haven't I got 
eyes? Never tell me ! And be living there for 
years, now; helping her in her studies, and all 
that stuff. He's gone to live at Mrs. Sorel's, I 
know. He doesn't visit at Mrs. Bowles hardly 
at all. I met their boy Charles on the street and 
asked bim only the other day. I know they ain't 
engaged, for I asked Mr. Arthur himself when 
he was here last. But there's something wrong 
in Alice's mind about Secession, and it came 
there just in that way, you mark my words. 
And how people — yon among them — mili con- 
tinne to go and hear him preach these days i; 
more than I can understand. For my part I'd 

just BJ 



e have no disporition to share in 
Warner's martyrdom. 

A very smart woman was Mrs. Warner. Long 
and DUwearying investigations into the affairs of 
others had given her a remarkable power of in- 
B^ht. Who will deny all of her reasonings iu 
this matter? The being a Union man involved, 
at that period of the war, in general estimation, 
the being either a fool-or a knave. Now Alice 
coald not believe that Mr. Arthur was either, 
80 that her faith in the desperate depravity of 
UnioniEm may have thereby been shaken. And 
there was Mrs. Sorel too, snch an old friend, 
one whom she had so long loved and esteemed, 
a Sonth Carolinian too ; her sentiments were all 
against Secession. It only happened so, yon see. 
But was ever fly entangled in a web so terrible ? 
It was Spenser's ever old and forever new Soni 
of the Fair Una traveling tbrongh the wilder 
nesses. Ah, how dark and bramhly the way 
Conrider this Southern girl— for hers is bnt on 
case of how many thousands of her kx: tKir 
on the bosom of the old era, tended by it from 
birth with its ten thousand lenderesE touches; 
all the deep avereion of early and life-long prej- 
udice repelling her from the bringers-on of the 
new era; all the warmest sympathies natural 
to the bosom with soil invaded, kindred slain, 
valorstruggling against overwhelming odds: add 
to this the ever-present force of an almost uni- 
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versal entbusissm. And the new erft dawning 
her, with skies so dim and with hints bo 
vagne of its coming cleamesB. Happy are those 
whose lot is in the centre, say, of one en^-Ln- 
ther's parents, let ns instance. Happier still 
those who live in the centre of the era which 
follows — those possessed of a perfected Protest- 
will say. Bnt the transition period 
between the two eras — how stormy and full of 
perplexity! In eveiy transition period the 
perplexity lies not without only -^ it is within 
bosom that the shadow is darkest, its 
strife bitterest. Easy enough to do the right 
cere soul but jtnotos the right — the 
agony is to know with sufficient clearness what 
u the right. 

dare plagiarize from Brother Barker 
bis mode of finding the times in prophecy, we 
might be tempted as we read to let Gnger and 
eye linger upon this prophecy as bearing upon 
the days of Secession: "It shall come to pass 
that day that the light shall not be clear nor 
dark; hut it shall be one day which shall be 
known to the Lord, not day nor night : bnt it 
come to pass that at evening time it shall 
be light." Only look in BroUier Barker's little 
black Bible. ¥ou will find the margin of the 
immediately before this passage is 
iway. Brother Barker, standing in 
the pulpit a hundred times during Seceasion, 
has kept the fore-finger of his left baud pressed 
just there, holding on like an aschor to the 
passage, while all the rest of his body swung 
about wildly In a tempest of declamation, prov- 
ing that therein Secession and its glories were 
set forth with a distinctness which Icfl only the 
inference of judicial blindness upon those who 
could not see it Let us do the brother jnadce ; 
only recognize the fact that the passage in ques- 
tion does refer to Secession, and it is striking, 
very striking indeed.- However, Brother Bark- 
er never put our interpretation npon-^if jcm 
have curiosity to look them np— those sixth and 
seventh verses of the foorteenth Zecbariab— 
the reverse, in fact. 

The rain is falling leas and less heavily npon 
the leaky roof of the old gin-house, if the par- . 
ties within only knew it. Twenty times has 
the young minister said to himself, "No, Sir, 
no; this is neither the time nor the place." 
But there is something about the drooped, head' 
and the hue upon the cheek, even in the motion 
of the gloved haiid holding the riding-whip, as 
it toys with the shred of cotton on the dnst, that 
emboldens him. He has been speaking out his 
soul, his heart ; and how soft and affecting are 
the tones of the voice when one does so 1 

" And, next to the approval of my own con- 
science, do I desire jour approval," ho is begin- 
ning to say,' when Alice raises herself and looks 
across the old field plashy with water. She has 
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hetinil nothing, bat tt voman's iiutinct of ap- 
proBchiag danger it Mrong upon her. And at 
lut she sMfl only a man on horseback bandredi 
of jard* airaj riding bIowIj toward them. It is 
atmnge how swift tbe aex is in its reasonings 
and conclnsions. 

In the instant of seeing tbe approaching horse- 
man she says, and abe saTB it bnniedl; : 

"May I ask it as a special faror, Mr. Arthur, 
that JOB will mount jtmr horse and leave me? 
Yon see the rain is OTer. Excose me, hut please 
do." How earnest she is 1 

Hr. Arthtir hears, wttb sense of pleaanre at 
the tones, but with surprise at tbe reqncst. 

"I know you will excnae me and comply with 
my request if you only knew why I ask it," she 
said, still mora hurriedly, her eyes upon tbe 
horseman, her gloved hand resting npon bis 

"Beally, Misa Alice," her companion b^an. 

" Oblige me this once, Mr. Arthur," she con- 
tinued, in tones of entreaty and apprehension. 
"Yonder is Mr. Wrigbt. You know his char- 
acter and sentiments. I have a fear that he 
may be intoxicated — " 

"Ton must excase me, Miss Alice," inter- 
rupted Edward Arlhar, gravely and coldly. "I 
understand your apprehension, but I can not do 
as you wish." And a flush almost of anger 
mounted to his temples. 

It was too laio. Alice busied herself with her 
pony, leading bitn in front of her companion, 
who assisted her to mount. 

"Why, good-morning to you, Mr.Wrigbt," 
said Alice to tbe horseman, who had now reach- 
ed thenj, in tones of gayely singularlj in contrast 
with [hose she had just used. "I will be glad 
of your escort back to your house. I would start 
this morning for home in spite of all Anne could 
do. Bnt I have got wet ; do let ns mnke haste ; 
the rain is over." And she lifu-d her reins, 
gathered in her band as if to start, keeping her- 
self however, still between Mr. Anhnr and the 
person she addressed. 

With an "Excuse me, Misa Alice!" Edward 
Arthur struck her pony a slight blow with his 
riding-whip, and Mr. Wright, who had reined in 
his horse with drunken dignity, sat staring at him 
face to face. 

Alonzo Wright. Ab refined and agreeable a 
gentleman as yon could meet with any where when 
sober. Wben drunk, a devil incarnate. Long 
ago had ha killed his Erst man. It was when be 
was intoxicated, and because be fancied at the 
time the individual in question, a merry youth 
of sixteen — Jim Hartley — was looking imperti- 
nently at him. Very rarely bad he got dmnk 
since then. Bat wben he did become intoxi- 
cated thepasaionforkilling some one again came 
upon him as a mania, as part and parcel of his 
drunkenness. It all took place before Mr. | 
Wright removed to his present home j iu fact 



be had come hither on that aeconnt; bat, nn- 
lees rumor lied more even than it usually does, 
if Jim Hartley was the Bist he was by no means 
the last man Mr. Wrigbt had killed. Every 
body knew Alonzo Wright; and when drank 
Nero OQ his throne had not coartters more ab- 
ject That is, such of them as did not fly the 
spot. Shunned as bis bouse was hy almost ev- 
ery one except an unselect few, it was on that 
very account that Alice had felt specially drawn 
\o poor Anne Wright, her school-fellow, and 









As Alice anticipated, Mr. Wright was dmnk, 
very drank. How could it have been otherwise 
in Somerville last night after the arrival of sach 
news ? There had been a railitaij prohibition on 
the sale of liquor in the place for several weeks 
now; but the authorities themselves "raised," 
as they styled it, "the blockade on whisky" to 
celebrate the glorious victoiy over M'Clellan. 
Men who never drank before got drunk in Som- 
erville last night. Men whose irhisky had been 
cut off for the months past draok last night in 
Somerville with (he frenzy of long abstinence. 
Even Lamum was shocked at the state of Som- 
erville last night, Tim Lamum, bis nephew, wal- 
lowing and vomiling on his office floor in tbe 
experiences of his first "regular apree." And 
Mr. Wright, having an entire grocei^ abandoned 
to him during all last night, bad so farkilled no 
one. He was riding home with an unsatisfied 
craving in his heart, hia loaded revolver ready 
for any emergency that might arise. Vague 
wrath sinmbcred in his bosom againat whatever 
negro might come out to bold bis horse as he 
should dismount at his gate. Not a negro on 
the place, however, hut will find pressing busi- 
ness on the remotest part of the plantation wben 
it is known that " Mass Lonny is comin'." 

Such is Alonao Wright, 8 slight-built, sandy- 
haired, pale-faced man, who now sits on his 
horse gazing upon the young minister, of whose 
nee he was not aware until Alice and her 
pony had moved from between them. 

It all takes place as in a second of time. 

" And who are you 1" Mr. Wright says, with 
a sudden half.«loBing of bis eyes and an oath. 

Edward Arthur knows perfectly well who and 
what Alonzo Wright is. More than once hag 
be been received with the most gentlemanly 
courtesy hy Mr. Wright in visiting there. But 
that was moDtha ago. Besidea, it was under Mr. 
Wright's own roof; and, dmnk as he is, were it 
tmder that roof be was now meeting Mr. Arthur, 
}uld have treated him as a gentleman and 
a guest. But they are not in Mr. Wright'* 
house ; Mr. Wright is drunk, and this Mr. Ar- 
thur is strongly suspected of being a Union man. 
Nothing more abhorred by Mr. Wright even 
when sober than that. 

"My name is Edward Arthur," replies that 
gentleman ; but bis manner is alern from his 
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knowledge of the qneationer Bad of vrhat maj' 
fallow. 

"A prescher and an AbolitioiuBt," saTs Mr. 
Wright, with a volley of oaths. 

Mr. Arthur has nothing to reply, but hss 
tamed lo the post at which his horse is tied, and 
is slowly nnfastening him to retnni home. 

"And now yon are going to run, are yooF 
what yon Yankees always do. Hold on V 
claims Mr. Wright, in a tone such as only 
like those of his class can nse. "Getont of the 
way r' be odds, with a cut of his whip across the 
head of Alice's pony, which she is endeavoring 
to ride iMtween them. He he«rs ni 
Alice says — is not aware of ber exj'Uence. His. 
eyes, almoB shut, are fastened upon his prey. 

"Look here," he adds, slowly, drawing his 
revolver from bis girdle as he speaks, "I've got 
one boy away in the army£gbting the Yaukees. 
Ten to one he was killed in that last fight at 
Richmond. If there is any thing in tbis world 
I would like lo do this morning it is 
Abolitionisl. Now, yoa say ' Hurrah for Jeff 
Davis r or yon are a dead man." 

Knowing his man, hearing that indescribable 
tone of bis voice, Edward Arthnr bad no doubt 
that he meant what he stud. 

" Do, Mr. Arthur, for my sake, ray sake, my 
sake," Alice keeps on repeating, still endeavor- 
ing to force ber pony between them. Bat pony 
fears Mr. Wrigbt's whip and shies off. 

Unarmed, no chance of springing upon 
before be can eboot, there is no alternative. 

"Eire when you please, I will die first!" ho 
replies, as pale, as cold, as rigid as a status 

There ia the sharp cract of a revolver, with 
Alice's shriek on the air. It may have been 
that Mr. Wright has been drunk too long, or 
that there was sn extra quantity of sttychninB 
in the whisky of last night; for the genuine 
liquor is running very low in these days of the 
blockade — bat the ballet rings by Mr. Arthur's 
left ear, and he stands erect and unhurt. And 
next, what? Ha thinks of springing upon the 
desperado, but be knows there are five more 
charges in his weapon ! Mr. Wright curses bis 
nerves and again presents his weapon. 

"One mora chance, Abolitionist," he says, 
" ' Hurrah for Jeff Davis and the Confederacy' — 

The young minister has no reply at all to make 
this time. Pale, cold, rigid ho fastens bis eye, 
glittaring like ice, upon that of Mr. Wright. 
No attention at all does that individual pay to 
Alice, wbo has leaped ^m her pony and stands 
at his side palling with both hands at bis coat, 
weeping and entreating. He keeps. his weapon 
leveled at the forehpad of his intended victim, 
his finger on the trigger foil a minute. 

There is neitherflincbing of muscle nor quail- 
ing of eye there. The desperado slowly lowers 
his weapon. "Weill" he exdairas, with an 



oath, "you are as brave as a man can be. I'll 
do yoa that justice if you are an Abolitionist. 
I could not kill eveti old Lincoln himself if he 
was looking me as slraigbt in the eyes. We'll 
cry quits if you say so ;" and he rose in bii stir- 
rup to replace his weapon comfortably in its 
sheath at his waist. 

"No, Sir," said Mr. Arthur, sternly, "I am 
not a specially brave man that I am aware c(. 
But it happens to me just now that I am not 
particularly in love with this world, and I am, I 
tmst, prepared for the other. Besides, I am not 
in your bands or in those of any other man; now, 
as always, I am in the hands only of God." 

"It looked very rnucb as if God had turned 
yon over tome just now; one touch of my finger 
on that trigger and you would have been in the 
other world snre enough. However, we won't 
quarrel about it. Ah, this is you. Miss Alice," 
he continued, " is it? You must really pardon 
me any rudeness. But we do not capture ft 
M'Clellan and his entire army evciy day" — the 
ruffian instantly lost now in the polished gentle- 
man. "Shall we ride? Anne will be glad lo 
see yon." 

"Thank yon, Mr. Wright," said Alice, who 
was by tbis time seated again on her pony, "I 
believe I will ride on home ; Mr. Arthur will be 
kind enough to escort me. Crood-morning ;" 
and the two rbde slowly off, leaving Mr. Wright 
carefully buttoning up bis waistcoat to protect 
bis cherished weapon from the damp, hesitating . 
but what he ought to use it yet. And long sits 
Mr. Wright upon bis boise, looking after them 
as the; ride away, doubtful in reference to the 
be has pursued in failing lo bill gome 
one, especially the chance, in bis very hands, 
of having neglected to kill a Union man ! 
Dissatisfied Alonzo Wright is with the event and 
ilh himself. Stop I Ten to one some of the 
hands have been up to something on the place 
since he left yesterday. Want to be fMe, do 
they? Only one good chance at any one of 
them — and with appetite qaiekened by new hope 
of food, Mr. Wright spurs from under the old 
'n, and rides rapidly home through the driz- 

Alice rode along the miry way in silence, weep- 
g and mirtb struggling with and neutralizing 
each other in ber bosom. It is remarknble bow 
I two can find to say to each other 
circnm stances all the way lo Mm. 
Bowles's front gate in Somerville. Mr. Arthur 
is almost hangh^ in his bearing, certainly very 
cold and quiet. And so, assisting ber from ber 
pony, they part, Mr. Arthnr decbning lo enter 
the bouse on the plea of n^lected studies. 

Yet all the way to Mrs. Bowles, and when he 

parted with Alice at the gate, oar clerical friend 

fancies that his companion sits on her pony with 

form more erect, and the morning as of a new 

irpose breaking on her face. "Only fancy, I 
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"ONE UORB CHAHOE. ABOUTIONIST. 
himself w he rode homo- 



dare t$,y" he Bnid lo 
waiJ, "oulj CBQoy!" 

"Prond? For nny one to spenk of my being 
proud!" Alice says lo herself, nn she Btands in 
her room, her hand wnnderinj; mechanicall; 



ebout the fasteninps of her hal. Unconscious 
uf Lerbolf utterly, Ijecause so conscioni of an- 
other, mid that other not Mr. Bezaleel Necly ei- 
ther, immaculate Secessionist though Mr. Neely 
is ! Foar years since the writer has seen a copy 
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tp the hup of Llf«^ struck on. mU chord! ^t 
chord of self, irhlcb, tremblliig, puaed L 



CHAPl'EB XrV. 
"But I do sincerelj hope, my friends, that 
we are read; by this time to tnni away from 
these second and seventh chapters of Daniel. 
There are a host of other passages in Scripture 
I am anxiotts to show yon. Astonishing, is it 
not, that men shoald have sapposed so long 
that America was not referred to in the Bible ? 
Why there is not a day passes but I, for one, find 
some fresh allusion in it, especially to our glori- 
ons. Confederacy. Yes, let ns leave tbis behind 
us as settled. By 'the Ancient of days' hero in 
Daniel is cleariy meant the old United States. 
By the 'one like onto the Son of man' is as nn- 
doubtediy meant the Confederate Slates. The 
' mountain' refers, as we have seen, to the Unit- 
ed States also. The stone * cat out of the moont- 
nin without hands,' which is to dash all other 
nations to pieces, and become the great central 
Christian nation of the millennium, is, as ne have 
clearly shown yon, the Confederate States. Any 
flaw in onr reasoning is simply impossible. The 
man (hat can not perceive this is hopelessly rot- 



ten. Heaven forbid, dear brethren, there sboold 
be a Union man among jnm/" 

And here Brother Barker pauses, . wipes bis 
streaming face and then his moist hands. witli 
his very damp handkerchief, lays it beside his 
Bible 1« dry, takes another gip of water, and be- 
gins afresh. He is in the pulpit on hisr^nlar 
montlily appointment in the Pines, a countiy 
neighborhood some flfty miles from Somerville. 
A log church it is, densely crowded to-day. On 
his last regular Sabbath there Brother Barber 
had preached a thanksgiving discourse upon the 
defeat and captiire of M'Clcllan at Richmond, 
ao powerful as to bring him intqcutate of hoarse- 
ness from which he is not red^ikod even yet. 
" I'd TBiher wear out tha^^j iiif obt," he has re- 
marked ; and to-day he is delivering one in his 
series of sermons npon the Confederate Slates in 
Scripture. 

The fact is, it is long now since Brother Bark- 
er has preached any thing olaa except the war. 
Nothing in tbe world more insipid, behind the 
times, obsolete for the present, than the Gospel. 
Bat has he not taken up prophecy instead? And 
is not prophecy as mnch a part of Scripture as 
the old gospel? And Brother Barker frankly 
disclaims all credit as the discoverer of his new 
interpretations of prophecy ; they are discover- 
ies too splendid for that. 

"I only use the investiga^ons of otherdivines 
at Uie South," he said. " The docnments them- 
selves can not be circulated as widely as tbey 
oogfat owing to the dearth of paper. But so con- 
clusive are these discourses, so. exceedingly en- 
couraging to every Christian patriot, that so fnr 
as my poor bleeding lungs will allow I am mak- 
ing them known by word of mouth to all under 
sound of my voice. Ihiam there are up here in 
the Pines some who hold to the old Union still ; 
few, very few I do hope. If the brutality of the 
North, if the justice of the Confederate cause 
have not convinced such of their error. Scripture 
Barely must. Scripture, brethren, Scripture.' 
And right here let us turn, if you please, to an- 
other passage. — But wail a moment. Look at 
me," snys Brother Barker, folding his long arms 
upon his narrow chest, and standing back a lit- 
tle from the pulpit. ■ "As yon all may know, 
your unworthy speaker waa bom at the North. 
I have some half dozen brothers alive there this 
very Sunday, I suppose. Do you want to know 
the Scripture that cured me of mj last love for 
the North? Turn then to Genesis forty-firet, 
fifty-first. Wail a- moment. What was the first 
great battle of our revolution? Manassas! Very 
good. Now read the passage: 'And Joseph 
called the name of the first-bom Manasseh : For 
God, said he, hath made me forget all my toil, 
and oil my father's house.' See?" And with 
the finger of his left hand on thepBssage, Broth- 
er Barker spent a vehement five minntca in show- 
ing how entirely the South had in and by that 
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battle been mode to forget its long tUrery to the 
North, all affection even for tlwt the home of its 
anceiton. 

" Scripture prophesied enough for me here," 
he said, with both palnu on his Bible. " Mj old 
ruber ? ManaBBBs t Mj brothen there ? Ma- 
nasBM I The North, and ell in it, now, hence- 
fbtth, and for ereimoTe 7 At the vei; least 
ntter forgetfaloess and eternal alienation. In 
othar words, Manassas, Manassas 1 And jet 
^ere are people who doabt whether oar war is 
referred to in this H0I7 Book '." added tbe 
preacher, with an air of patient resignation. 

Another afftUcation of the handkerchief to 
face and neek aod hands ; another sip at the 
glass of water. 

"Let ns Inm now la Isaiab tixtf-sixth, seven 
and eight." And Brother Barker reads — "'Be- 
fore she travailed, she brought forth ; before her 
pain came, she was delivered of a mau child. 
Who hath heard snch a thing? who hath seen 
such things? Shall the earth be made to bring ! 
forth in one day ? or shall a nation be bom at , 
once? for as soon as Zioa travailed, she brought 
forth her children.' Now remember," 
nes Brother Barker, leaning one elbow on the 
desk, his long foreSnger demonstrating the point 
— >< remember what has been proved that, as the 
ecclesiastical Zion was a type of the New Testa- 
ment church, so the political Zion was equallj 
an emblem of tbe central nation in New Testa- 
ment limes — that is, America." And clearly 
does the preacher apply the prophecy to the in- 
itantaneons secesdbn of the South. 

"TumagaintoDanieltwelfih,seTenlh." And 
Knthar Barker Bnds the place and i«ads — 
'"When he shall have accomplished 
tbe power of tbe holy people, all these things 
gbatl be finished.' Now, who are the holj peo- 
ple?" asks he. "America, of conrse, the Chris- 
tian IsraeL What was their being scattered? 
Seceesion evidently. And what was to be. ac- 
complished then and thereby? Look at the 
■erench chapter going before: the establishment 
of Christ's last and most glorioos nation— these 
Confederate States! Can an; thing be more 
conclusive?" And Brother Barker goes over 
tbe passage and his comment thereupon several 
times to impress it upon tbe minds of hiB hear- 
ers. Very flsed is thealtEntion of those heareis. 

"Once more, if you please, Isaiah iwcnty- 
Beven, twelve." And tbe preacher reads — " ' Te 
shall be gathered one by oni^ yo children of 
Israel.' The exact manner of Secession ] No 
co-operation, no movement out of the Union in 
a body; 'one by one' do the Slates secede!" 
And on this point also Brother Barker dwells 'at 
length. 

"Let ns turn now to tbe eleventh of Zecha- 
riah." And the preacher reads the chapter. 
"By the breaking of the staves therein — 'Beau- 
ty and Bands'— was prophesied the dissolution 



of the Union. Tbe three shepherds alluded to 
in the passage, and all that is said of them 
there, how manifestly it refers to Missouri, Maij- 
land, Eentncky, and their temporary eicltuion 
&cm tbe . Confederacy !" And' (be interest is 
thrilling as Brother Barker shows from tbe pas- 
sage how the North, in its awful destitution and 
self-division, are to ' ' eat the flesh of one an- 

But tbe enthnsiasra of the preacher overflows 
all bounds as he turns to the fonrth chapter of 
the Prophet Micah, and paints therefrom the 
millennial splendor of the Confederacy. Over 
and over again does Brother Barker read it. 
"-'In that day, saitb tbe Lord, will I assemble 
her that haltetb, and I will gather her that is 
driven out — drivai outT" cries the preacher, 
and her that I have afflicted; and I will make 
r that halted a remnant, and her that was cast 
off a strong nation.' Observe, brethren, 'cast 
J/foff",' 'a lirong nalioai' 'And the Lord shall 
reign over them in Mount Zion from henceforth, 
even forever.' " And so to the end of the chap, 
ter, at which the speaker arrives entirely ex- 
! bausted. 

I "Matthew twenly-first, forty-third," resnmes 
he, his handkerchief almost dripping in his hand 
from its service upon face and neck. '"Tbere- 
I fore Bay I unto you, The kingdom of God shall 
' be taken from you, aod given to a nation bring- 
ing forth the frnits thereof.' In the verse before 
is allusion to a rejected stone," reasons the 
preacher. "You will remember we saw this 
stone all throDgb Scripture; cutontofihe mount- 
ain of tbe old Union ; destined to destroy and 
supersede all other nations is the Confederate 
States ; ' become the head of tbe comer' it there 
says. Why? Because the Union, the old Chris- 
tian Israel had failed — verse forty-tbree — to bring 
forth fruit— fruit which tbe Confederacy toili 
bring forth 1" And closing the Bible, Brother 
Barker describes at length the awful apostasy 
of the North, its universal infidelity and abom- 
inable wickedness. "Ought I not to know?" 
he asks, in conclusion. " Am not I a Northern 
man? bom there, raised there? It is some- 
times asked by people," continues the preacher, 
with both bands clenched npon the ledge of his 
pulpit, and leaning as far forward as possible 
between them — "sometimes asked why we North- 
ern born men make the strongest of all Seces- 
sionists. I will tell yon, brethren. It ia be- 
canae we who have lived at the North knote the 
North so much better than men at the South. 
From long, personal, close observation we iuow 
the Northl" And what intense loathing did 
the preacher infuse into the word t Strange that 
bis audience should have such a sense of distaste 
at hearing this from the lips of one born there ! 
True, of course, but thej did not like him to a»- 
:. The Brother is conscioos of this, and 
falls back a little disconcerted npon the thirty- 
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fourth chapter of Bzekiel, the eigbl«eDtIi Mid 
nineteenth vereea. 

"Yon need not take my word, friends; see 
what Scnptnre sa}^ of the condact oftbe North." 
And be reads — " ' Seemeth it a smali thing anto 



jon to have eueu np the good pasture, bnt ye 
most tread down with ;our feet-the'residae of. 
your pastaTes? and to JwVEi drank of the deep 
waters, bnt je jnast foul the reaidiie with jour 
feet? And as for my flock, thejeat chat.whiuh 
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je hnre trodden with jonr feet ; and the; drink 
that which je hare fonled with ^ar feet.' " And 
the minister illnetrstet this prophecy of the tyr- 
iiooj of the North over the Sooth bj iCa coune 
in regard to the TarifF and the TeiritorieB, con- 
soling himself with the speedj- righting of the 
SoTith, prophesied ao clearlj in the Terees which 
follow. 

"Some of j'ou have been rather trying to joke 
me about triy last senaon here," the preacher 
soys, bj way of digresuon. " Tnie, I did he- 
Uere then that M'Clellaa laas defeated and cap- 
tured. Sappoee it was not so complete a defeat 
a> we then supposed ; and where is that one of 
ns thnthail any donbt onthe salgectMaif Look 
acain at my text of that sermon : 'I will remore 
fur off from yon the Northern Anny, and will 
drive him into a land barren and desulnte, with 
his face toward the east sea, and hn hinder part 
toward the nlmost sea, and his stink shall come 
up, and his ill savor sbaU come up bccaase he 
hath done greal things.' Is there a man that 
does not lee that Scripture refers here to Lin- 
coln's army, by its verr name, too F I need not 
enter into this passage again. If it has not been 
fallilled entirely yet, it certainly wil] be, and that 
soon. But let ns turn to Daniel again, seven, 
eigliteen, this lime. 'The saiuts of the Most 
High shall take the kingdom, and possess the 
kingdom for ever, even for ever and ever.' Now 
what does ' sunt' mean when applied, as Scrip- 
ture means it sboold be here, to a government? 
Why, it means a mild, a gentle government. 
Friends, contrast the Confederacy with the old 
Federal Govenunent That bound the States 
together strong and hard; ruled them with a rod 
of iron ; the most despotic Government, aa this 
war shows, that ever diseraced the earth. But 
our glorious Confederacy! How perfectly mild 
and easy it is t The States are free to go and 
come under it as each oae pleases, no restraint, 
no coercion. The North is invading ns-~does 
our Confederacy invade them? No, brethren. 
It only asked to be allowed to go ont of the 
Union in peace. It did not want m war. It 
never dreamed of a war. Th^dayit is the gen- 
tlest, moat peaceable, most lenient; the lightest, 
easiest government the world ever saw. No won. 
der Scripture speaks of it nnder the same of 
'saint.' Ah, if [he North coold but come np to 
the true idea of all government in this nine- 
teenth centory; the millennial, theChrisiian idea 
of government — States free as air to vote them- 
selves whichever way they like ! Instead of 
that, what do we see? Why, the old heathen 
ideas of permanent rule, coercion, war I I tell 
you, friends. Secession contains in itself the very 
essence of Christian freedom ; it is a Goepel doc- 
trine; it is the very germ and substance of all 
human organization in millennial times I" And 
largely did Brother Barker expatiate on thU 



"Bear with me, brethren," be continues, as 
he searches the pages of his Bible. " I want to 
show you anoth — ah, here it is t Zeehariab thir- 
teen, from the seventh verse." And here the 
pen recoils from recording in such conneciioD 
the fir^t, at least, of the verges qaoted bj the 
preacher. By "the man that is my fellow" 
Scripture meant, according to him, the "one 
like unto the Son of man'' referred to in Dan- 
iel; in other words, the Confederate Govern- 
ment. " 'And it shall come to pass, that in all 
the land,'" continued the preacher from his 
Bihle^ " ' saith the Lord, two pafta therein shall 
be cat off and die; but the third shall be left 
therein.' When we seceded there were thirty- 
three Slates, you know," continued the preach- 
er, holding his finger upon the passage for after 
use. "Three classes .there were among these 
thirty-lhree Slates. First, the Border States; 
second, the Coercion or Northern States ; third, 
the Confederate Slates, eleven, you observe; just 
B third of thirtj-thtee. The two parts cnt Off 
from God's new and glorious nation, onr Con- 
federacy, shall die, you see, be defeated, destroy- 
ed, perish — the Border and tbe Northern States. 
The third— onr Confederacy— shall be left in tho 
land in permanence and prosperity. And look 
how our trouble from the blockade and the war 
is farther prophesied — verse nine — 'And I will 
bring the third part through the Gre, and wil] re- 
fine them as silver is refined, and wilt try them 
as gold is tried j they shall call on my name, 
and I will hear them : I will say, It is my peo- 
ple : and they shall say. The Lord a my God.' " 

But it is impossible to follow Brother Barker. 
Only the intense excitement attaching to every 
syllable said by any one on the one topic enabled 
tbe andience to sit so patiently under his elo- 
quence. Less than twenty minntes of a dis- 
course from his lips on any other topic would 
have wearied them out. There was a force, too, 
in the glowing enlhusiasm of the speaker. Who- 
ever else did not he at least did believe in his 
interprelationa of prophecy. Need we say how 
he described the impending convulsions at the 
North from tbe sixteenth chapter of Revelation, 
the nineieeulh verse? Or the rout at Manassas 
and in all the other battles of the war, aa fbre- 
told in the forty-eighth Psalm, fourth, fifth, and 
sixth verses? Or the fntnre influence of the 
Confederacy over the world in the nineteenth 
chapter of Revelation, the fifteenth vorse, tho 
"rod of iron" referring to its commercial, and 
"the sword ont of bis mouth" referring lo its 
moral influence? That Secession was the act 
of God himself, He setting np the Confederacy 
with his own hand, Brother Barker proved from 
the second chapter of Daniel, the forty-fonnh 
verse. Tbe peculiar estimation set by Heaven 
npon the same Government, from Isaiah tho 
tweoty^itrhth chapter and fifth verse. And that 
the Almighty himself was fighting for them the 
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prophet Zechariah has left beyond qaescion in 
the fonrleench chapter and third rerae of his 
prophecy. Let those who wish to stady the 
Iheological aspect of the insanity of the times 
refer to the chapters and rersea specified at their 
leisure. Let them remember in doing so that 
there were men who sinceroly believed in Broth- 
er Barker's applicadon of them, and a new in- 
sight will be had into the depth and desperation 
of that insanity. 

But the preacher has reserved some of his 
moat telling texts to the last. 

" In my prerious discourse I showed jon," said 
he, "that in Scripture the nnmbcr seven refers 
to the seven States that first seceded. Permit 
your humble speaker to give yon a few more il- 
lastrations oTttiis most striking fact." And so he 
drains the last drop of water from the pitcher, 
fnll when ha began, pulls down his w^atcoat by 
the lower edge, moves pitcher and glass out of 
his way by placing them on the bench behind 
him, and resumes: 

"Micah, brethren, fifth, fifth. 'Then shall 
we raise against him seven shepherds and eight 
principal men.'" And clearly is it proved that 
while the seven principal men means the seven 
States which first seceded, it ia Virginia, seced- 
ing when the Federal Government had become 
"Assyrian" in its altitude toward God's chosen, 
which makes the eighth. 

" Once more, brethren. Isaiah foarth, first." 
And transfixing the passage with the forefloger 
of his lefl hand, with the other hand he enireata 
special attentioo. ' ' ' And in that day seven wo- 
men shall take hold of one man, saying. We will 
eat onr own bread, and wear onr owti apparel; 
only let ns be called by thy name, lo take away 
onr reproach.'" DnII indeed must his brethren 
be if they do not see the singular and striking 
'meaning of this at a glance. The seven women 
ore the seven Stales in a desolate condition 
when they first seceded. Instantly they all lay 
hold of one man. " Ton see it, brethren 1 They 
take the Confederate Government to be a hns- 
band over them. Each is lo remain, yon ob- 
serve, an independent State; insists on feeding 
and clothing itself; they only want the Confed- 
erate Government aa a sort of protector. The 
reference of Scripture to our new nation is as 
minute as it is abundanti Who can donbt, then, 
the peculiar regard had for us by the Almighty ? 
"Once more, bnt once, though you can not 
bat observe how exhausted I am. Jeremiah 
fifteen, nine. 'She that bath borne seven Ian- 
gaisheth : she bath given np the ghost; her sun 
[s gone down while it was yet day.' " The old 
Union is this unhappy mother ; and its fate, aft 
er the departure of the seven seceding States, 
its ntter destruction in mid career! Brother 
Barker surpasses himself in the delineation there- 
of. When ho ceases at lost it is solely because 
he is physicfllly unable to articulate ai 



lable. And then he holds forth his long ana, 
his heavy-lidded eyes almost shut, and stands 
for minutes exhausted but triumphant, in the 
of a conqueror over his captives, 
icism? It bos nothing to do with sect 
merely as a sect; it is temperament. Look «t 
Brother Barker aa he stands. That narrow fore- 
head, that lank hair, those restless gray eyes, 
those incessant hands. Had that man been 
cradled in Rochester aud Mormoniam be would 
lave been Danite, apostle, leader of the delu- 
:ion. Had he come into the vortex of Spirilu- 
liism, no man would have whirled more madly 
)U its rapid error. Only let him have had a 
lint in time of Father Miller's theory of the end 
)f the world, and no man alive would have been 
nore positively certain than he that the world 
vas to end on the second dny of June, 1848, at 
precisely half past two o'clock in the morning. 
The Scripture for it f The Bible for this, that, 
.nd Ihe other, whatever the fancy bo he flies off 
upon? He could find you passages innumera- 
ble, passages clear beyond all skepticism, pas- 
sages so perfectly convincing of his theory that, 
lins him to say it, but you ore an infidel if 
hesitate to believe. Or place a red conical 
upon that small, narrow head ; strip off the 
of rusty black, and wrap Brother Barker's 
loins about with a cow's skin instead ; give him 
irl by the shoulders, and no Den'ish along 
the Golden Horn would revolve more frantically 
L his heel, or yell with greater strength of con- 
ction and lungs than he. 
But the evil is. Brother Barker is not content 
revolve and howl himself; be is for war on 
all the world if it fails to spin and scream with 
him. Riding one's hobby is an innocent amuse. 
mngh. Did not Uncle Toby ride Sis 
hobby? Only Uncle Toby never rode his bobby 
over any one else; and that is nine-tentha of 
the pleasure of the ride with Brother Barker. 

Dr. Warner had once remarked to his wife 
that Brother Barker was afilicted with a apecics 
of moral " cutaneouBneaa," by whiclj he meant, 
aa he explained to bis wife on demand, that the 
Brother was forever breaking out all over in a 
sodden rash of spirit and tongue whatever heat 
happened to be in the atmosphere. It mattered 
not a straw the nature of the heat ; from the 
first the hottest of the heated waa Brother Barker. 
At the time Mra. Warner entirely agreed with 
her huaband ; and the defect of character being 
her own also, so repeated and deplored the fact 
aa lo lose the Doctor nigh a score of patients, 
the members of the Brother's church. To do 
her justice, however, when the preacher went in 
for Secession with Mrs. Wamer, that lady re- 
tracted in every circle this injurious opinion of 
him, and mournfully ascribed such an impres- 
sion on the mind of the Doctor to " his abom- 
inable Union notions." 

Nadab and Abihn? Alas, the censer of (*ij 
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minister never glowed except with " Btrange 
fire." Most of his ministry had been spent in 
onslaughts npon other denominBlioQB, and it wu 
wonderfal the ekill with which he platted de- 
tached passages from Scriptare Ulie so man; 
separate thongs into scourges for his foes; for 
all who did not agree with him were fbes, actoal 
nnd active foes to be met and defeated a» aacb. 
Neutrality ?~ No more than moderation Y/ax 
there an Btom of it In his character; therefore 
he conld not conceive of its existence in that of 
any one else. And when Brother Barker did 
preach the CioBpel, it was ill tones so vehement, 
BO nnlihe the gentle accents of his Master, that 
the very Ooapel heaven, and Gospel hell, and 
Gospel salvation savored too strongly of the 
ister himselflo have their doe iofluence. 
the wind wbicb bloweth as it listetb never 
at all in his estimation save as it blew ezaclly 
when and where he wonld bare it, and ' 
ricane at thaL 

"JuBt one thing more, my friem 
Brother Barker, as soon as be hni lecove^d 
voice enough for the purpose. "W 
explaining just now that prophecy from Daniel 
about the aaint-Iike diaracter of onr Confeder' 
acy, its being, in other words, die mildest gov- 
ernment the world ever knew, so mild as to be 
almost no government at all, just there, breth- 
ren, f saw a gentleman in this congregation 
shake his head. 1 ought to have stopped and 
spoken of it on the spot. The truth is, I 
under such headway I could not stop then. 
UB now ask the Brother vAy he shook his head?" 

There ia instant and intense excitement i: 
audience, the deep stir vritbin the heart of 
The minister stands silent for some minutes, bat 

" I believe joa are the friend that 
bead," the preacher remarks, and hiB long finger 
indicatesamanamongthecongregation. An 
nsnally large and tall man it is, a conspicnons 
object on account of towering above those around 
as he sits. A large sun-bnmt face, plenty of 
black hair and whiskerE, butternut coat and pan- 
taloons, no waistcoat, hickory shirt, copions use 
of tobacco in the way of chewing — nothing else 
noticeable. 

"Paul Brooks, I think," adds the preacher, 
all the St. Dominic and the Torqnemada stir- 

"Me!" exclaims the gentleman designated, 
after a torrent of ambier. "Did I shake my 
head?" 

"Tes, Sir, you did," says the inquisitor, sol- 
emnly, and in the discharge of a painful duty. 

"Idid,heh? I didn't know it. But I know 
I thought No very strong jast there. Now I come 
to think of it, I dare sny I did." The speaker 
says this coolly enough, but be knows the peril I 
ho has incurred, feels it creep along his bones, 
Kenluckian as he ia, even mora than he acknowl- | 



edges it in his mind. There is hroatlilesB, pain- 
ful Bilence. 

"May I aak why — may thia intelligent au- 
dience of Sonthem citiiens ask wht/ you shook 
your head ?" The preacher speaks as to a crim- 
inal condemned. He will let Mm say why sen- 
tence of death should not be passed upon him, 
however. 

■■When I shook ray head, though I didn't 
know till now thall did il," replies Paul Brooks, 
"it was when yoa made Scripture say thia new 
movement was the freest and mildest Govern- 
ment on earth. What I meant bj shaking my 
head was — conscription and martial law." 

The preacher hears him in silence { then only 
draws tt^cether his lips to restrain unspeakable 
words, shakes hie head in the deepest sorrow, 
and takes np his hjmn-book. 

"Forty-aixth Fsalm, second part, long meas- 
□re,'' he begins* 

"Will you excnse me one minnle?"sayB the 
Kentuckian. "I don't like to mention such 
things seeing it's Sunday. Ton won't object, I 
aappose ; and I think a good many of ns would 
be interested." 

The preacher pauses, hymn-book in hand, with 
the air of a martyr at the stake, assanlted but 
patient. 

"Ton gay Scripture speaks plainly of this new 
movement?" naks [he Kentuckian. 

The preacher assents with a low bow of the 
head. There is something indescribable in it. 

sonable prisoner whose fate is already settled. 

And we must take exactly what Scripture 
says of this tDoTcinent — that is, what Scripture 
may mom to say about it?" 
Brother Barker smiles a sad but patient as- 



ter?" 

The Kentnckian retains his seat, bot spits co- 
pioualy between each question. 

"Bymovement I suppose you mean our glori- 
3118 Confederacy," replies the preacher, appeal- 
ing with both hands to the audience in sorrow- 
ful deprecation. 

■Tea, Sir," says the Kentuckian, very mildly, 
n persuasively. 

You have some intention in your question, I 

Ihat. But yes, Sir, yes. What Scripture 

says of our Confederacy — and il alludes lo it con- 

tinnallj and pointedly — we must do. Of course." 

And the preacher loses a little of the martyr as 

stands on the defensive. 

"There are one or two texta in Scripture," 

begins the Kentuckian. 

t "Brother Baiier vras sharp as a steel- 
trap," as was afterward remarked by some then 
present. "Exactly as I thought," he inlermpts, 
at the same time closing his Bible and pnahing 
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it awsj from him. "No, Mr. Brooks, I will 
not read those passagea. For one, I can not, I 
dare not make auch mockery of the word of God." 
"Nothiug more to Bay," remarks the Ken- 
tackian, and so expectorate* and aubsides into 
Ilia fbnnei indolent position on (he rude seat he 
occnpiea. 

"Fortj-uxth Psalm, second put, long meaa- 
arel" aayi the preacher, briskly, uid with aome 
emphasis, hymn-book in hand. 

"Hold on a moment, Brother BarkerT' 1 
ie an old man aeatad, with a staff between hi 
kneel, near (he pnlpit. " I don't like ihis way 
of doing things on f Snnday, and in me 
Bnt now we are at it friends present would like 
to hear yon read them pasBages; every thing 
bearing on the pint is interesting." 

The preacher acknowledges the moreuieirt of 
assent among the crowdeil audience. But he 
con not comply. 

"No, Brother Bobinson, if I would I conld. 
As a minister of the Gospel, standing here in 
tills tacred place, 1 can not, I dare not make 
. mockery of God's blessed book." 

"The shortest wayjs, let nuread them then. 
Friends present want to hear. No danger of 
Scripture hurting any of as whatever part it is. 
Name the texts, Mr. Brooks." And Brother 
Robinson, the patriarch of the neighborhood, 
standing before the pnlpit, the minister's Bible 
in hsnd. 

"I had no intention of disturbing the meet- 
ing, " began the Kentnckian. 

"Passages, Mr.Broots; you name them paii- 
aagea," interrupted the patriarch. 

The Kentockian names the eighty-third Psalm, 
the firat five verses. The patriarch is a long lime 
finding the place. Brother Barker leans, with a 
patient smile, on his elbow, rested upon the pulpit. 

" ' Keep not thou silence, O God : hold not 
thy peace, and be not still, O God. For, lo, 
thine enemies make a tnmnlt: and they that 
hate tiiee have lifted up the head. They have 
taken crafty counsel nfrninst thy people, and con- 
sulted against tb; bidden ones. The; have said, 
Come, and let ns cut them off from being a na- 
tion ; that the name of Israel may he no more 
in remembrance. For they have consulted to- 
gether with one consent: they are confederate 
against thee. ' Humph, con/etjerafsagainst thee I" 
The patriarch has read the passage very slowtj. 

Brother Barker groans. 

"Hold on," he says; "Brother Barker has 
just told us how one-third of the States — eleven, 
that is — are the Confederacy Scripture speaks of. 
I see the ones confederated together in this place 
are mentioned lower down. Let's count." And 
the patriarch transfers the Bible to his left hand, 
while he connta alond with the fingers of his 
right upon the stand: "Edom, lahmaelites, 
Moab, Hagarenes, Gebal, Ammon, Amalek, 
PhUistinee, inhabitants of Tyre, Assar, chil- 



dren of Lot — by jingo, eleven exactly I" Deep 
sensation among the audience. 

"Anymore places. Brother Brooks?" he asks, 
after a long panse, dnring which he is counting 
over again to be certain. "Out with it^ Broth- 
er — yes, eleven exactly I" 

"Isaiah seventh, second, third, fonrth, and 
seventh verses," from FanI Brooks. Breathless 
attention. 

" ' And it was told the house of David, lay- 
ing, Syria is confederate with Ephraim.' Coa- 
federalet Tes, well. 'And his heart was moved, 
and the heart of his peot^e, as the trees of the 
wood are moved with the wind. Then said the 
Lord nnto Isuah, Go forth now to meet Ahaz, 
and say onto him. Take heed, and be quiet; 
fear not, neither be &iDtheaned for the two tails 
of these smoking firebrands. Thus ssilh the 
Lord God, It shall not stand, neither ahall it 
come lo pass.' Humph, qneerl" 

There is a movement of interest in the con- 
gregation as the reader ceases. 

"My friends," bc^s Brother Barker, hold- 
ing np his right hand, 

"In one moment. Brother Barker," the patri- 
arch inierrapts him. "Any more passages, Mr. 
Brooks?" 

"I was told Mr. Barker found a good deal 
about the Contederacy in the Bible. I happen- 
le day in Somerville to come across a Con- 
cordance, and hunted out the places where the 
word occurs. Our preacher says the Jews were 
emblems of thia country, so I tiiought the word 

their history might leach something. Eow- 

!r, only two passages more. Let me study a 
moment. Ah, yea — Obadiab, seventh verse,'' 
says Panl Brooks. 

Chapter ?" asks Brother Bcbinson, tnmiDg 
r the leaves. 

Ain't any chapter, seventh verse." 
'All the men of thy confederacy have bronght 
I even to the border; the men that were at 
peace with thee have deceived thee, and pre- 
vailed against thee: they that eat thy bl«ad 
have laid a wound under thee : there is none un- 
derstanding in him,' " reads the patriarch. The 
very slow manner in which the passage is read is 
itself almost equal to a running comment upon 
it. The interest in the congregation deepens. 

"Only one more: Isaiah, eighth chapter, 
ninth verse, " says Panl Brooks. 

" 'Associate yourselves, O ye people, and ye 
shall be broken in pieces ; and give ear, all ye 

far countriea : gird yotu^lvcs, and ye shall 

broken in pieces ; gird yourselves, and ye 
shall be broken in pieces. Take counsel to- 
gether, and it shall come to nought j speak the 
word, and it shall not stand — ' But there ain't 
any thing about the Confederacy in this," says 
the patriarch, looking up. 

"Go on," says the Eentuckinn, with acopions 
:pectoration first. 
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"'fur the Lord spake thus to me,'" the 
render continued, '"with a Etrong hand, and 
innructed me that I should not walk ia Che way 
of this people, eaying, Saj ys not, A confeder- 
acj, to all them to whom this people shall say, 
A confederacy; neither fear ye their fear, nor 
be Bfraid.' " 

"Thafa all," Bflid Paul Brooks, 

The reader closed the volume, laid it on the 
pulpit, and took his seat, resting hia chin again 
on the staff bBlvreen hia kneea. Dead silence. 

"And do jou, Sir," aaid the preacher, severe- 
ly — "do yoQ, Sir, say to this intelligent Chria- 
tian, intelligenl Soulhem congregation, that those 
passages have reference to our glorioua young 

" I say nothing aboat it Yon all bear me 
wilnesa i/oa attacked me first. I only say, if all 
yotir places in the Bihie mean as yon say, what 
do these other places mean?" And in the si- 
lence that follows the splash of the Kentnckian's 
indignant expectoration ia distinctly heard. 

" I have read, I have heard of awful perrer- 
sions of this blessed and sacred hook, brethren," 
says Brother BarkeV, after a pause, and in deep 
and mcasared tonea ; " but such an awful dese- 
cration and wresting of Scripture I ncrcr heard 
in my life. On Sunday! In this holy place! 
Daring the very hoar of divine worship ! Only 
this one thing I've got to say, brethren" — and the 
preacher leaned over his pulpit Coward bis audi- 
ence, and spoke in low, significant tonea — " I've 
been told before Paul Brooks is a Union man; 
now I know iC from his own lips I" And the 
brother drew himself back, as with a calmness 
anful to behold. "Forty-sixth Psalm, second 
part, long measnre. Brother SCevena will please 
raiae the tune, my bleeding lungs will not per- 



CHAPTEB XV. 

At the same hour in which Brother Barker is 
preaching the Goapel — according to Jefferson 
Davis — at the Fines, Edward Arthur ia preach- 
ing another Gospel — that according to the Lord 
JiiSQs Christ — in his 'church in Somerville. And 
he and hia comparatively few hearers know that 
ho haa got anch a grasp npon Che veiy substance 
and essence of that good news to men as he never 
had before. Yea, he, and multitudes like him at 
the South, in ever deepening despair of things 
hnman in these days, are looking to the Gospel 
and Co the living God, of nhom that sacred paper 
is but the transparent drapery, with an ever-in- 
crensing singleness and intensity to which all 
previons experience is tame indeed. 

"It's the last time, the very last time, yon 
catch me a-hearing him," Mra. Warner had re- 
marked a few Sabbaths ago as she walked her 
porlly hnnband home from chnrch. "Yes, I 



know it, I did say before this I never wonld go 
again, and I haven't been, yon well know, for 
ever ao long. But I thought that to-day, 
Thanksgiving Day for onr glorious victory over 
M'Clellan, ho certainly would come out for the 
Confederacy, and be down at last upon the 
Yankees. And look at it. All that sermon of 
his to-day only a-trying to prove what terrible 
sinners we are instead, telling over all onr sins. 
Not one word about the vile wickedness of the 
Yankees." 

"Why he said, Helen," ventured che Doctor, 
"that, whatever were the homan instruments 
of chastisement employed, the Almighty would 
deal in strictest justice with them as with us. 
You see he wants us lo look more at that for 
which ive are being puniabcd than at Che pnn- 
ishment itself; he aaya thaC if vre do not we will 
be more and more punished by Him until we do. 
For one," added the Doctor, rashly, "I agree 
with Mr. Arthur entirely !" 

But the Doctor never would have s^d this 
save from the warmth of just having heard the 

"It's bis inflnencehas ruined yon ; he's a trai- 
tor, a Yankee, a vile Abolilioniat I" says Mrs. 
Warner, and so decidedly that Alice Bowles, 
walking home alono from chnrch, can not choose 
hut hear. "Always insisting and insisting upon 
onr sins," says Mrs. Warner, "aa if we are not 
a million times better than the Yankees. Talk- 
ing, too, about the Almighty, a»itf7e had any 
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hanil in this wicked war upon oa — it'a awfol I 
Look here, Dr, Warner," adds his wife in a sud- 
den change of tone, as a light breaks on her, 
"I've got it now] The one great sin the Sonth 
is being punished for ia StaTery. Thai'a hie 
idea. Ah, bah. Tei, oh jes, I see I The Al- 
mighty ia BO angry with na because we own 
slaves he ia uung the Yankees to chastise us — 
chailite as, as if thej could do it ! — for that." 

" Has be ever said so?" begins the Doctor. 

" Hah, I rememiier now. That's why he has 
never preached a sermon — never, on the Bible 
command to ns to hold slaves. Brother Barker 
— why. there'a not one preacher I know of bat 
has done so often. Exactly 1" 

"I am astonished at yon, Helen," says Dr. 
Warner, a new light, of somewhat difiBrenI hnc, 
breaking on him alsa "Yon well know he baa 
oflen urged on ua — taking the institution for 
granted — to instruct our negroes — " 

" Wants ua to see to it that tbey are actually 
married and all that — as if a negro ever does 
more than take np with a hasband or wife for a 
while; andasif virtuous white ladies were going 
to meddle io such things] Caleb me! Some- 
thing aboat the duties of negro parents to their 
children too. Parental I tell you, Dr. War- 
ner," adds his clear-spoken partner, "all such 
stuff ia inconaiateot with the institution. To 
preach it is to preach Aboiitioniam, that^s all. 
It may deceive you, but it can't deceive me, so 
I tell you. And that he, a Southern man, that 
llaa lived here so long — " 

Dr. Warner walks with drooped head beside 
his wife while she isexhaasting herself apon the 
Butgect. Not that be hears a word she says. 
That, Sunday morning when hia pastor an- 
nounced bia settled purpose to conQne himself 
oxclusively to his Spiritual duties comes up be- 
fbre him. People agreed that was a pastor's 
only tme course then — now it is disloyal. Mr. 
Arthur's is a peculiar position. Once, at least, 
during the week, the bell of every other church 
in Somerville summons the congregation to a 
special prB3rer.meeting for the success of the 
Confederacy; alone of the churches Mr. Ar- 
thur's remains closed, his bell silenL The only 
- exception to the preacheni in and around Somer- 
ville, and there Eire a great many of them, one 
never sees him on the streets laoghing and shak- 
ing bands over the last glorions news, or clap- 
[nng and stamping at the public meetings. Not 
once has he even been seen at the aforesaid 
prayer-meetings, where Sam Peters prays till he 
can only gasp for the swift and ntler destruction 
of the Yankees. "By the sword, Lotd,bythe 
yellow rever, Lord. Like Gideon's foes, by one 
another, Lord ; any way, good Lord, any way, 
every way, so that thon only out of thy unwsst- 
ing fullness apecdity destroy them 1" Where 
Brother Barker, too, rises in prayer to such 
heights of exposlalolion as well as entrea 



he bad never dreamed o 



at the climax of 
successful of camp-meedngs. All the 
putting down, O Lord," Brother Barker clam- 
ra for these daya is the "putting down of our 
irice fiendish foesi" All the "saving" he sup. 
plicates is the "saving our new, onr young, our 
great, onr glorious Confederacy, even thine own 
peculiar people, O onr Crod 1 " 

~ trying time, for Mr. Arthur, these 

~ political matter at all," 

Sam Peters says in reference to this speckled 

"in the flock, "the very existence of Chric- 

by at all on this continent is involved in the 

)ss of the Confederacy 1" and that is the 

article in the Creed — ah, you may deny it 

; you know it was then — of every religious 

Secesaiooist at the Sooth. But, in the rising 

ide of the times, friend after friend has been 

swept away from Mr. Arthur, some fled Noilh, 

some gone to the war in reality, some gone to 

the war, from him at least, in heart. 

His congregation wanes from Sabbath to Sab- 
bath. In pastoral viiiis among the few that re- 
main, even among some as heartily opposed as 
he at the outset to Secession, he hears, ' ' Well, 
I was opposed to the thing at the beginning as 
much aa a man could be, but now that we arc 
jn it" — and so on to the "last ditch" vith the 
"black Sag" waving over iti Such a forget- 
fulness of all principle in the matter, such an 
utter abandoning yourself to the current simply 
because it is a current. And that current is 
Lethe itself as to the Fast. It matlen not a 
straw how sincerely good Mr, Ellis, and thou- 
sands like him, once believed it to be a great 
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A trying time for the man. There are many 
as clear and as firm, too, as he, bnt, nnlike them, 
he can not shut himself up in his office, bury 
himself in the furrows of his farm, occupy and 
conceal himself behind bis counter. He is be- 
fore the public every Sunday, peculiarly before 
them on the often recurring Thanksgiving and 
Fast days. Somerville haa forgotten a good 
many people, but he is too much before it for 
that. An annoying Elijah, who will not even 
hie himself away in the seclnaion of Cherith 
and Sarepta, bat Is perpetually in Ahab's path. 

By slow degrees, keenly as it hurt him at 
first, he ia becoming used to people passing him 
witbont speaking, to the cold words and colder 
manner 1^ those who were once bis friends. On 
what pretext resign ? Where go if he should ? 
What occupation can he, a man under ban, fol- 
low ? He has no capital to become a merchant, 
no farm to be a farmer, aa objectionable a teach- 
er as he is a preacher. Let him resign to-day, 
before to-morrow Brother Barker will himself 
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ii coTucripMd. All he on do 
his present line of dn^. He 
vondere, la Ihe deliuion in myself or in the 
mass Broand me.' Ignorant and educated, gan- 
gnins and phlogmatic, silent and talkative, vio- 
lent and mild, the arowedlf nicked and the de- 
votedlj piona — the fermenlation is seething all 
men into onenees of opinion, feeling, epeech, 
Alasi for Edward Arthur, he is only petrifying 
in his isolation. 

Loot at good Mr. Ellis. There is nlraoat no- 
thing left in his store these days for sale. Hit 
test calicoes went off at two dollars a yard. 
Mrs. Bowles bonght his lost bolt of domeatic at 
one dollar and serenly-fiTe cents. He did hni 
shoes at ten dollars, none now. His shelves 
display only empty bonea, bottles of hair oil, 
stone jags, patent medicines, and an amazing 
number of moose-traps. Any qnantily of coffee- 
mills, bat they are only a mockery, coffee sell' 
ing at two dollars a pound. But not a lienl 
cares Mr. Ellia. His main object in opening hia 
store in the morning is to hear what people^ 
dropping in during the day to ask for articlei 
thoj von't get — have to say upon the one topic, 
while, leaning against his empty shelves, he ex- 
changes instead of goods his own fTeshest hopes 
in retam. 

"Goods? No, Sir; and, for one, I iuiend 
getting few or none from abroad hereafter. 
hope to sell nothing that is not made within the 
Confederacy. In a short time, Sir, we will have 
achieved our independence in every sense of the 

Pte^ develops in a man the faculty of hope, 
and the vigor of Mr. Ellis's hope has referenco 
to the Confederacy, and is amazing. His eon 
Henry writes gloomy letters from Ihe army and 
he rebukes him therefor, ignoring to every one 
and to himself every thing not enconraging to 
" the Sontb." The paper he reads several limes 
over on its arrival, with what heated nnbelief 
in its diaconraging items, with what magnifying 
fervor in its encouraging ones. The least this- 
tledown of a ramor of the latter kind is a solid 
SBlisfaetion for, at least, the passing moment. 
He eagerly repeats it to cualomera calling In on 
vain search for axes or nails or pins. An iron- 
clad navy arrived at Wilmington for the South, 
a civil war already broken out at the North, 
European intervention — his sincere belief in the 
news eatisfiee all who hear it from him that it 
must be even so. Whoever else is absent from 
any war meeting Mr. Ellis is not; hia sincere 
foce giving moral sanction lo the proceedings 
otherwise rather vindictive, not to say prnfane. 
It is singular, thongh, that he is not a more repu- 
lar attendant on the prayer meetings ; there is a 
spirit in the remarks and the prayers thereat 
from which, in spil« of himself, he winces and 
shrinks. The religiousness of Mr. Ellis's belief | 
in the Confederacy disquiets his pastor more 



than any thing else — all Mr. Ellis's pio^ running 
so swifUy in that one channel in these daya 

But the two rarely meet now. "He knows 
my sentiments perfectly well ; how can he be so 
cordial with me — not cordial — so fnll rather of n 
struggling respect and esteem for me still ?" the 
pastor asks himself, wondering whether he will 
see his former friend at «hnreh nest Sunday or 
no. Is it possible deep down in his sonl be 
kuows I am right? Mr. Arthur mnses upon it, 
til! one Sabbath Mr. Ellis disappears with his 
family from church. 

Perhaps Bobby Sorel may have had an nn- 
coDscioos share in this last step. Not a more 
modest, quiet, sober little fellow than Robby; 
but, to say nothing of his mother, he has by this 
time become exceedingly attached to Mr. Ar- 
thur, who teaches him at home, and makes a 
companion of him in all his excursions, hts heart 
yearning doubly over Kobbj in his state of ban- 
ishment, and being repulsed ^m almost every 
one else. As with the children of all Union peo- 
ple, Bobby has a great deal to bear in the way 
of abase. That his mother and Mr. Arthur are 
Yankees, Abolitionists, and traitors he is told al- 
most every time he is sei^ into Somerville on an 
errand. But when Charley Ellis, about his own 
age, becoming rapidly the very bad boy which the 
children of pioas parents sometimes do become, 
heapa cnreing and abuse upon him, about this 
lime, as a "whitewashed negro," with a great 
I in reference lo Mr. Arthur and his 
mother, Bobby's wrath barats forth, and, as 
to his own surprise as that of Charley 
e gives this latter a sound drubbing. Of 
Mr. Ellis bears only his son's, or ratber 
'a mother's version of the matter; that, 
with Charley's blackened eyes, settles the matter. 
Only he will not put it on that ground with Mr. 

The prayers he ofijra are precisely those be 
might pnt np in a Boston pulpit : I can not stand 
it," says Mr. Ellis. Not that he has any more 
fancy for Brother Barker and the like for all 
It. For the present Mr. Ellis and family, his 
lldren withdrawn from Sabbath School, are 
adrift upon the world. 

onder whetherl would be as dumb upon 
political matters in the pulpit if I was where I 
could speak ?" said Mr. Arthur to himself, next 
morning as he rode home from his bath, feeling 
fresh and strong. "And t* it an hypocrisy for 
me to put my position on the ground that it is 
the duty of ministers to abstain from politics?" 
" Ton and your fellow-preachers of the same 
sentiments are in somewhat the same cave here 
at the South that, the preachers of the Demo- 
cratic party are at the North, " says Mr. Fergu- 
son, to whom, in Guy Brooks's office the same 
day, Mr. Arthur propounds his case. "Were 
yon and your like at (he North they at the 
South, to say the least, the temptation npon yon 
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u ttpon then to «peak oat woaltl be trem«n- 
doQB. Eh ? I dare utj jou would be amoag 
the loadsBt, moat violent of them all — a perfect 
Barker. It is only hnmaii nature, man," says 

the Scot. 

" My convlctionB," moans the ministsr, "are 
N Tery clear anil etrong; ao »erj much to so 
many is at etake ; and, then, the question is so 
largely a moral, in fact a religions, onel Tet 
BOfely a minister ehonld be exclusively — " 

"Ob, never mind abont that," breaks in the 
lawyer. "Ton are occapying the onlypositioD 
you can now ;" and Gny Brooks contiaoes an in- 
terrupted denunciation of the new Stay Law. 

"And there is conscription," begins the Scotch- 

"Hie most awful violation of State Rights— 
the most nnconstitational thing!" bunt one the 

"Yon mast not say that; yon know onr Su- 
preme Court is unanimons against yon. By- 
the-by,"eontinnes Mr. Ferguson, "I had a visit 
last night from a man on land bnnness — want- 
ed to bay land — as if I would exchange mj 
solid acres for his worthless paper-money ! He 
was telling me about a District Judge in onr 
Edster State— a long story. Being a Yankee 
and in office he decides instantly, eagerly, that 
conscription is conBtitQtional. They wanted to 
argue before him the question of Martial Law, 
as now existing in eveiy village over the Stats. 
'Not one syllable, gentlemen,' he said; *mj 
mind Is already made np — Martial Law is con- 
stitutional also.' And if that gang at Richmond 
had enacted Polygamy it would have been the 
same. Poor fellow ! I know all aboat it : at the , 
beginning of Secession, too tboroughlj informed 
in head and heart not to know its diabolical na- 
ture and consequences, he winced and shrank. 
In, however, he went at last, under the terrible 
pressure, desperately ; now he stops at nothing, 
of coarse. Mj land-seeker told me the poor 
fellow is thinned to a ghost — yon can read his 
misery in his fece — he can not ait still a moment 
— in and out of every group he comes npon, 
seeking consolation and finding none. Like 
Hilton's Satan he can not fly himself, however. 
Tve pat my man's information in my collection, 
adds he, laying his broad palm on the vast vol- 
ume in qoestion lying on the table beside him ; 
"and yon mark my words, Sirs," continues the 
grim Scot, " if I do not have to complete that 
person's history with an account of his suicide I 
am more mistaken Ibao I was ever before in my 
life." 

" I snppoie yoa have that printed list of those 
who have not paid their War tax," asks the law- 
yer — '"the one pasted np in the Court-hoDiie?" | 

"In my collection ? Yes, Sir, my name lead- ! 
ing the list. There has not been a matter re^ | 
lating to Secession in my reach that is not there. ' 
That cdlection. Sir, is nothing to laugh at — it is 



material of profonnd philosophical study. The 
regular steps of Secession toward despotism are 
perfectly beantifnl, illnstrating the invariable 
working of moral Ian as the rainbow does the 
natural laws of light. Stay law, exemption of 
the rich from military service, martial law, con- 
scription, prostituted press, terrorism — we will 
soon get on to carrency utterly depreciated, then 
impressment of property and negroes, terrible 
miliury ^ecntiong to prevent desertion. Slate 
miliiia passed into the bands of the Riohmond 
gang—" 

"What raring madnessl" breaks in the law- 
yer, rising from his seat in desperation. "We 
seceded for what?" 

"For our share of the Territories, and they 
are gone ; for State Rights, and tbe; are gone." 
"For Slavery, and it will soon be gone, too. 
Qatm dens volt perdert—a hackneyed old prov. 
erb, Mr. Arthnr. You cot loose from the Un- 
ion," continnes the Scotchman, "and sail lAf 
on the one bottom of Slavery I Beauiifal ex- 
periment, experimaitttm cmda, as Bacon calls 
such ; Farai^j, with a broad, clean counter be> 
fore him, never tried a neater, completer, one in 
Natural Philosophy. The idea, yon see, is to 
eliminate Slavery from all that has hitherto been 
mixed with it, to see how the thing itself and by 
itself stands. Well, not a Power in the world 
dare recognize your Slave Government; at home 
corruption and despotism and ruin until yon 
sicken of it— to say nothing of the awful judg- 
ments of Heaven upon yon by the hands of the 
Federals! Being from Scotland, I am impar< 
tial, of coarse. And such men as yon two, Dr. 
Warner, Paul Brooks np there at the Pines, and 
all like you at the South, why, born and living 
at the South, it is no wonder yon are comiag so 
slowly to see. Bat yoa are on (he road— three 
years hence the Union men of tbe South will be 
the roost hearty emancipationists on earth, with> 
out a spark of Northern fanaticism ! " 

It was an awful sentiment ; but dry Mr. Fer- 
guson stated it simply as a scientific fact. Ue 
was canny Scotch enough, however, to lower 
his voice as he made the atrocious statement. 
"And it is the hand of God," he added; "yoa 
good people could see no harm in Slavery. Very 
well. Heaven is pnttiog that very cup to yonr 
lip, pressing it there bitter and long, to see how 
you like the taste. Tbe Jehovah of Moses still 
rules, an eye for an eye, lex tabmit — retributive 
justice the old Covenanters call it." 

Neither of his friends would have endured 
such langua^ a few months before. Yes, an 
immense amount of thinking was being dime in 
the South those days, and in the mind of eveiy 
reasoning mortal there, Union man or Seces- 
sionist, it all bore upon that one thing — Slavery. 
" And so you bad to march up, too, and take 
yonr medicine?" the lawyer aaks Mr. Arthur, 
atior a long silence. And that gentleman need- 
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ed DO explanBiion. Ha Ami stood before the 
ProTost Marslial, and, under oath, Ksoanced all 
all^^nce lo the United States GoTerninent, 
awearing ffealtj to the "Confederate States of 
America" instead. Medicine? Yea; and the 
bitterest to him, and to thousands like him, (heir 
manhood bad ever taken. Certain zealous fe- 
males of the Secession persnasion bad even of- 
fered themselTeB to the Provost Marsbal of Som- 
erviile as a committee to administer the same 
oath to ever; one of their ovn aex in the coun- 
ty. Unfortunately the PrOTOSt Marshal declined 
the offer; acknowledged its importance, hot 
plead absence of insimctionB. Not one of the 
Seceesion females but would have died or suc- 
ceeded. Not even the feeblest of the Union la- 
dies bot wonld have endured first a thoosand 
deaths. Who can conjectnre the issue? And, 
alas for Poesy, Bellono, dread goddess of war, 
being the muse, that such an Iliad should not 
have been enacted I 

"Tim Lamnm Provost Marshal? Ob, come 
noiT, not Urn Lamum I" had been the Tmiversal 
remark in Somerville when that fact was an- 

Wail one instant. For it lakes very little 
expenditure of colors — water colors — to paint 
Tim Lamnm. A suddenly shot up youth of 
nineteen was Tim, oily as to hair, sparse as to 
mnstHcbe, feeble as to stamina, profane as to 
speech, loose as to morals, good as to only one 
tiling on earth — and that one thing is poker. 
All the rest of Tim's full length is on the can- 
vas when itia added that Tim had "plenty of 
negroes," and was nephew of the editor. An 
exceedingly Taporona existence had Tim led up 
to Secession. With hia hat perched, tilted well 
fomaid, upon Che top of hia head, a cigar in 
the corner of hia languid mouth, nothing on the 
surface of this planet bad Tim to do. And he 
did it ; that is, during the day. At night it was 

Tim was ofF to the war from the first, was in 
one fight in which a bridge was mnch mixed 
Dp, and came back. Forever on the point of 
leaving to "rejoin hia command," somehow he 
never got off. But as a private ? No, Sir. No 
man readier than he lo go as an officer. Not 
attaining lo thai, Lamnm, editor and uncle, dis- 
covers that he can not dispense with Tim from 
the office of the Star. So Tim is compelled Co 
smoke his listless cigar a fraction of every day 
in that dreary and very dirty den until his uncle 
can get him something as Commiegaij, Qnarter' 
master. Contractor from lUchiiiond. 

So, when Martial Law is established in Som- 
erville, Somerville finds it embodied in Tim, 
cigar in mouth, hat on head, heels on the little 
table befoi'e bim, ready to perform all the duties 
of Provost MaTsbel in the empty atore employed 
for the pnrpose. And very easy Tira took iL 
Bob Withers acted for the time as his clerk on 



the dusty counter near by, entering the names 
and administering the oath. All that llm has 
to do 'at present is to smooth down bis incipient 
mustache in the hallowed fore-fioger of his left 
band whenever he takes his cigar from his month 
with hit TiE^L Medicine ? Ay, the bitterest on 
earth. 

" An «ath under duress has not the least ob- 
ligation," reasons Ony Brooks and hundreds of 
thousands at the South. Ye who seriously re- 
vere an oath as the most solunn of appeals to 
God, is or is not Che taking of as oatb on the 
basis of such reasoning about as coot, aa deliber- 
ate a taking the name of God in vain as a man 
can be guilty oF? If the whole moral law,- in 
every posaible inflection thereof, were but as 
explicit and invariable as the Multiplication 
Table now 1 

A pitiful ught it was to see old, white-headed 
men, who had not had time yet lo realize ibe 
possibility of Secession, the Tery imagination of 
which they had abhorred all their lives, sudden- 
ly hurried in from their homes, stood like chil- 
dren before Ibis beardless puppet of the hour, 
driven there to do so under peril of proper^ 
and life, calling on God to witness they re- 
nounced the Government they had up till that 
instant regarded as the noblest and firmest on 
earth I Solemnly pledging IbemselveB to what ? 
To the Buddencst and wildest and windiest — 

Strongmen came sullenly forward too. Heav- 
en help ual not a man in Somerville failed tfl 
come. Many aweoiing, as they look the oath 
— ah, how solemnly 1 — by the God that made 
them, to take full vengeance for this their deep 
humiliation. Yes, it was an oath — not to Se- 
cessionists — it left theiH as it found them ; to 
Union men it waa the awful pledge and sacra- 
ment of hatred and vengeance. Before that 
oath their purpose was merely a r^lve ; h(ince- 
forth it was a vow. 

In the establishment of Martial Law and Con- 
scription Secession roUed up into its zenith, sub- 
siding thereatier — but oh, how slowly 1 — 1« its 

" I call you to witness, Mr. Lamnn, and yon, 
Mr. Withers," Edward Arthur, as he stands he- 
fore Tim's boot-soles displayed on the little red 
table, remarks, "that I take this oath only on 
one ground. Were it not for that I would per- 
ish first." 

" Ab, and what ground is that?" asksHm, 
with languid curiosity, clasping both hands to- 
gether behind his head and tilting his chair far- 
ther back aa he speaks. He manages to ask the 
question, too, with his cigar in hia mouth, 

" Solely because I am commanded to obey, by 
Scripture, every ordinance of man for the Lord's 
sake. I obey as part of my submission to the 
Powers that bo, yielding not to those Powers bnl 
to the Providence that permits them present 
might, and to the express command of God in 
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Inch a case as (his. I Bnbmit to this as I would 
cndeaTor to do to every affliction He pleases to 
Bend, howerer painful, I have nothing mora to 

'Tm afraid you do not like my Government," 
Kiiya the Provost jiliushal, villi pityin|{ dignity. 
And if Tim used fho csprcseion onco doring his 
official career ho need il — shall wo ventore to say? 
— one thousand times. He had met with it in 



the comer of same newspaper as the language of 
soiDe other high and distinguished official in dip- 
lomatic correspondence. "I have no choice in 
Che matter," he afterward remarks to those whose 
houses be has had searched for conscripts, or 
who are up before him fui' using dieloyal lan- 
guage ; " it is my Government which directs me 
to act as I do. If my Government did not con- 
sider it nccesBary they woold not have made it 
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mj duty," he repliea, when anj one atlempU to 
argue the matter of paseporta from county to 
conntj. Yet there ia Bomethiog, as peculiarly 
pleasing to Mr. Arthnr as it is distasteful to Mr. 
Ellis, iu hearing just snch an individnal as Tim 
Lamnm meption the Confederacy as " my Gov- 

"I regarded the act of Secession as a wicked- 
Dess, ftvm voting for which I abalained exactly 
as I wonld abstaio" — the Minister wiil odd in i 
steady tone and looking his beardless hero in the 
eyes — "from the wickedness of swearing, gam- 
bling, or lewdness. Every hour I live I more 
firmly regard it aa part of the great crime against 
God and man for which we are enduring and 
will continue to endure an awful pnuishment. 
I HBi submitting to it, meanwhile, only as to the 
(ifaictive Providence of Heaven, in obedience to 
its express command to that effisct." 

Tlie old store is full when he says it. Of course 
be ought no more to have said it than ought irate 
Paul CO have made that unpleasant remark about 
a whited wall when on hi* trial. His own idea) 
Minister wonld hare qntetly token the oath and 
ridden bock again to Mrs. Sorel's, thinking and 
feeling as miich as he pleased, but breathing no 
syllable aloud. He was surprised at himself, for 
be had no intention of saying a word. But he 
felt more deeply than he knew, and in the an- 
gnish of the moment coold not refrain from bear- 
ing testimony against the Baol of the hour if he 
died for il. 

At least no other nun in Somerville did any 
thing of the kind. It wonld have been a too 
dangerona experiment in the case, say, of Guy 
Brooks, Ferguson, Dr. Warner, and the like. 
Bnt Edward Arthnr was so well known in Som- 
erville, had married so many of the cooples there, 
buried so many of the dead there, his purity of 
life, bis acknowledged pie^, the evident sinceri- 
ty of the man, oa he stood there before Tim 
Lamum, erect, earnest, utterly fearless, took the 
crowd too much by surprise. Besides, just then, 
it was Tim who presented the majesty of Seces- 
sion in his person — the contrast between the two 
was too striking. 

" Oh, said be haled and deapiaed the Confed- 
eracy with his whole soul ', Said he obeyed it 
only because the Bible made him. Acknowledg- 
ing, yon see, the Bible is on our side. Said the 
SecessioniatB were worse than adulterers, liars, I 
and thieves, andmurdcreral Got so mad ha Was 
white with rage. Had his right hand in hia 
bosom all the time, a revolver there I've no 
doubt. Would you have ever thought such a 
thing of him, Mrs. Bowles? I used, myself, to 
think the whole world of Mr. Arthur, have said 
a thousand times Brother Barker was not to be 
oompared to him. Now just look at thoes two 
men t Brother Barker, a true patriot, a strong 
Secessionist, and Barker a Northern man, you 
know, while he was bom at the South and 



lived all bis lift there. I tell you what, Mra. 
Bowles" — Mrs, Warner it is, she haa been in 
Mrs. Bowles's parlor for the last hour or so, her 

eyebrows wide apari; at the inner ends — "if wa 
only knew we'd find oat he's a bad, bad man. 
There's nothing I can lay my hand on, it's ime ; 
but if we oidy knew I I always was doublfiil 
about him, there's a sort of pride.— My little 
Itiaisachild, Iknow;butifshewaso1deDODgh, - 
and I bnt imagined Mr. Arthur had any idea of 

"Icannot imagine what you mean. Madam," 

saya Mrs. Bowles, more in reference U> Mrs. 
Warner's mysterious manner than to her words. 
"I mean, if my 'Ria was as old as your Alice 
— I say it as a friend — " 

"Yon will excuse me, Mrs. Warner," Mra. 

Bowles interrupts her visitor in her stateliest 

inches lower, forty pounds 

than Mrs. Wameri but it is South Caro- 

contrast with Misaissippi, and she towers 

above her as did Marie Antoinette above the 

iHle — "we will not oilnde, if jou please, to 

my daughter, Alice Bowlea, iu this connection." 

How the said Alice managed to bring in Mra. 

Warner's name that same cveniug, as mother 

and danghter sat sewing together at those per- 

petnai haveraacks, ia not known, but Alice sus- 

pended her needle and looked up surprised at 

' her usually quiet and refined 

little mother. 

sntion her came to me again, 
Alice. I did suppose our acquaintance with 
her waa ended by my reply to her impertinence 
in reference to Lientenant Rnvenel'e visit. It is 
not so much her loathsome snnff-dipping, that 
ibe abould bring her filthy yellow bottle wiih her 
into my very parlor, actually converse with me, 
ha filthy mop-stick in the comer of her mouth '. 
It is her quick eyes and her incessant tongae. 
I do believe the poor creature w a sincere Suntb- 
; but mach as 1 dislike the Noilhem 
people, she has a venom in speaking about them 
that ia exceedingly unladylike." 

"That ia one thing I dislike Secession Ebr, 
mother. Those— Mra. Sorcl, and the other 
Union people — with whom we used to aaaociate 
mostwehavebeenseparatedfrom. Mrs. Warner 
is only one of the new claas of people the war has 
thrown us among. Dr.' Peel, for instance, dar- 
ing to speak to you in Mr. Ellis's store yester- 
day ; that intoxicated old oddity. Captain Rich- 
ard Simmons, Bob Withers, and Mr. Lamum act- 
ually acting with yon as a Soldiers' Aid Com- 
mittee. That odious Yankee schoolmaster, Mr. 
Neely, too, actually visiting here almost every 
week. He never dreamed of doing so until he 









For 



for you and Rptledge, I would 
almost hate Secession I And to think it is Slav, 
ety we are fighting for I it never did before, but 
it seems odd to me now — Skivey!" adds the 
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yonng Iftdy, with — like Mr, Anhur before Tira 
LamuTH — a great deal more deplh uf feeling 
(ban she befoie knew herself to be poGsessed of. 

" ArisCocrntic little old fool, putting on hei 
Charleston airs with ine!" sajs Mrs. Warner, 
BDuff stick in month, that sBine moment at itr 
Qreside. " And that Alice of hers, bo polite and 
reserved, as if she was a queeu or an heires!. 
Flagne take them I The; sa;^ that that Bntledge 
Bowleg the old goone is so everlaatinglj talking 
aboat is going to the dogs there in CharleaMn, 
I hope so with all mj soul] It's a heap she 
needs to bring down her abominable pride." 
And a good deal more to the same effect, Mr. 
Arthur being intermingled therewith, she said 
that nigbt in bed to Dr. Warner, like a Tcterao 
in the trenches, asleep by her side. 

Hothing since his elevation to office pleases 
Tim Lamnm more than Miss Alice Bowles's 
bearing toward him a few evenings after at a 
party given by Colonel Ret Robetls. Tini has 
long since given up Miss Alice as— " beaulifnl 
as yon please — yes, Sii^bat too" — a heated ex- 
preesion here — " proud for me I" It is his new 
position, of coarse, which causes Miss Alice to 
pause near him in an incidental way that night 
with such a smile as emboldens Tim to Inform 
her that ft is a pleasant evening; with great 
dignity too, the Provost Marshal's hollowed fore- 
finger smoothing down bis mustache. 

"Yon are quite busy these days?" says Alice 
at last, and with an interest in Mr. Lamnm as 
flattering as it is novel. 

"Yes, Miss Alice. Well, only tolerably so. 
The Secession people among ns are bo very will- 
ing, and those poor Union chaps are so fright- 
ened, I don't have as much to do as I supposed 
I would," says Tim. 

" It Is sneh a new thing among as, Mr. Lam- 
nm, Do tell me what the duties of a Provost 
Maishal are?" asks Alice. 

("Not a bit proud these days. It is realty 
amazing how the girls are taken by a fellow's 
being a Government official. Gloriously beau- 
tiful!" says Tim afterward to Bob Withers, and 
a dozen or so more, as opportunity offered, and 
not without expletives.) 

"Well, it is a new bosiiiees to ns also," he 
replies to his fair qnestioner. "Yes — oh, well, 
we just do, you know, what turns up to be done. 
Make every soul take the oath, say. Haul peo- 
ple np if they hesitate about taking Confederate 
money. A funny thing happened bebre me 
about that only to-day, Miss Alice. Joe Sta- 
ples, the hotel keeper, you know, he has tbat 
Scotch Ferguson, grizzly-bearded, positive cb^ 
— oh, you know him — up before me, yon see. 
Ferguson had lent Staples some thousand doi- 
larB, gold and silver, yon know, on interest when 
Staples was fixing np his hotel, joa see. Sta- 
ples has a trunk full of Confederate money, 
taken in, von know, from people stopping with 
I 



him. Staples wants Ferguson lo take it in psy- 
ment, Ferguion refuses. However, he says he 
may do it under protest, and steps out to consult 
Guy Brooks as his lawyer. Just as bo steps out 
in comes Colonel Juggins, outs with a bundle 
of Confederate money — he had heard, yon see, 
thai Staples was up at my office, and had fol- 
lowed him— outs, yon know, with a bundle of 
Confederate money as big as a small baby, and 
wants 10 pay Staples some — well, I don't know 
how many hundreds, Tom Juggins's board bill ; 
you know he used to loaf a good deal about the 
hotel before he went to the war. What do you 
think? Staples said he would take it only un- 
der protest ; steps out to see his lawyer if even 
that would secure him." 

"And what did Mr. Ferguson decide to do?" 
asks Alice, with interest. 

"Came back with Guy Brooks; saidhewonlJ 
not take the money in that shape at all. Fact 
ia, people don't like, you know, to take the mon- 
ey. We have the case under advisement. If I 
could onjy know," adds Tim, with the dignity 
of an embassador, " what my Government wonld 
have me do — " 

"You have assistance in determining?" 

"Assistance? Oh yes; plenty of that. My 
uncle. Dr. Peel, Captain Simmons when he is 
sober enough, as for that, and when he is not 
sober, never is, yon know. Fact is, I leave it 
pretty much to them. I only sit there, jou see. 
We always have a detail of a dozen or so of sol- 
diers to hanl np people. The worst bore is mak- 
ing oat passports. We let no man go out of the 
county, and it is so all over the State, but wc 
hare him to tell where he is going, what for, 
how long, and all. However, wo have blank 
forms. Bob Withers fills them np; all I have 
to do is to sign my name." 

But that was just what frightened Mr. Neely. 
After incredible exertions lor office that gentle- 
man bad been offered the post of Provost Mar- 
shal before Tim. At first he was immensely 
flattered. But the Yankee, though steadily 
smothered and trampled down in him with his 
own hands and feet, was too strong there for 
that. One night's sleep over it, rather one 
night's tossing wide awake over it, and Mr. 
Necly, with a thousand reasonSp declined, ex- 
actly as he would have done any other specula- 
tion in which he migbi make handreds, yet, pos- 
sibly, might lose thousands; (or the inner Mr. 
Neely was not exactly as confident of the certain 
soccess as was the outer Mr. Neely- His signa- 
ture to bills for tuition, in other days, was not 
so glorious, but safer. 

"Mr.Lamum," says Alice, alter a while, hi 
lower tones end playing with ber fan, "you 
know how .curious we ladiea are; there is one 
thing I would like you to tell me ; you have sent 
some of the worst of the Union men out of the 
country, have yoB not f " 
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Oovemment official bb Tim is, be conld no 
mora refuse thoee ejea t Benides, he bos a.a in-, 
creuing seiiae of his new impoitance, anil does 
not c*ra 10 diminish it. 

"I osght not^ perhaps, <^ciallf, ;on know, 
to tell it, Miss Bowles ; bat ;'od will not men- 
tion it, we have. My GorenmieM — " 

"And in every case they were hung by the 
road-aide ?" Alice is paler, but more erect, too, 
aa (die aska. 

"I'm afraid BO, "sayi Tim, notqnite so erect, 
and forgetting bis muelache. " My Government 
is prosecuting ft war — " 

"It is very close In here," interrupts Alice; 
"a little nearer the window, if yoa please. 
Tbankyom!" and Tim hu ft deep conscioosnees 
of his impoitancfe It is more painful, however, 
than pleasing just now. 

"You were mentioning Mr. Barker jnat now, 
□T were you not ? He has taken the oath f" she 
Bgks at lost. 

" Parson Barker ? I don't remember. " 

"I most have mistaken. That is — " Alice 
says, wHh a stammer and a blnah. 

"It iDtist have been Mr. Arthur I spoke of," 
says Tim; and adds: "But it is this conscript 
business is beginning to make as work. It woold 
look, yon know, as if it will take all the volnn- 
teeft we've got to bant up the conscripts. In 
hiding, yoa see. And when one does catch 
tbem, tbeir wivea and sisteta and old fathers 
and mothers crying tbere in aj office, you 

"However, it relieves yon that no one refnses 
to take the oath — " 

"Oath? Oh no I Who cares for an oath, 
youknow? There was Mr. Arthur — butofoonrse 
you've heard about that?" 

"Not clearly. Mr. Arthur? Whatwasitf" 
It is amazing, considering thdr long acquaint- 
ance, how indifferent Alice is. But Tim (ells 
the whole stoiy very nearly as it occurred — truth- 
ful fellow, Tim, except at poker. Besides, he 
likes to talk, and it Is a feather in his new cap 
to be seen by tbe company passing and repassing 
around them talking with her. 

"Spunky chap. Miss Alice," he »ddi at last. 
"I haven't much use for preachers myself; but 
one can not help liking that man. He seems 
really to believe our revolution a wrong thing ; 
shakes his head over as as if we were all out on 
a spree. Singularl but be really believes so! 
You won't mention it, Miss Alice, bat fact is, of 
the two men, Mr. Arthur and Brother Barker, 
as they call him, I can't stand Barker. As to 
being a good Secessionist, that is all right, you 
know ; at the same time we outsiders don't like 
to see a preacher mising himself up in things 
the sort too much. It's lite a woman outside 
her sphere. It's that distinguishes iis from the 
Yankees. Tbere'a a holy, 1 mean a pions, or 



rather a religious — oh I I don't know what you 
call it," says 'Bm, making vague gestates whb 
both hands, "a sort of Sabbath-day something 
one likes to have in a parson. The hardest case 
among "08 don't like to see a preacher leaving 
his sermons to mix up — Men are doing, yon 
knoiv, ft good deal of cnising and swearing and 
wixse these days ; and a parson hail-fellow in 
that sort of crowd, yoa know — And on San- 
days, you know, and in churches, too. For one, 
I hate— we ail do—to have Brother Barker ever- 
lastingly in with OS, discussiDg andsa^esting — " 

"Only trying to moderate you leading offi- 
cials," explains Alice, in wonderTul good-bumor. 

"Not a bit of it, Miss Alicel Moderate? 
Why, the parson is the most ultra of the whole 
lot. If we had acTDally done half the tbings that 
parson has urged on ns, and ^m tlie Bible-:- 
Yon mustn't mention it," continues Tim, who, 
never ice, is thoroughly thawed under the young 
lady's influence, " but he was for having ds send 
Mr. Arthur out of the country. His Union in- 
flaence, be said. If we hadl But we won't 
speak of blackjacks Idbng tbe road any more; 
excuse me, I see it doesn't agree with you. 
Parson Barker, his hair combed back, htg sallow 
hoa, eager eye^ ahuays at a while beat — Fact 
is, I can't stand Brother Barker 1" says Tim, with 
considerable disgust. " Only yoU won't mention 
it. Miss Alice, he always puis me in mind, thai 
man, of tbe Abolition preachers we read about. 
Mr. Arthar is mistaken, of course ; but no fa- 
naticbm about him." 

The question, as an official one, weighed, how. 
ever, on Tim's mind. "I declare something 
onght to be done with Arthur. I believe my 
Government would justify me — " 

" Oh, play your poker, and let Arthur alone," 
interrupts Bob Withers, frank and honest Bob, 
to whom the remark is made that night over the 
cards. ' ' No, Tim ; no, 8ir-ee ; yoo, by George ! 
let the parson alone. I believe I've got hard 
sense when it isn't my own good is concerned, 
and I've proved right, by George I more than 
once in differing from your red-montbed Seces- 
sionists, Simmons, Barker, and such. For my 
part, I tell you this pcovost-maishaliog business 
won't do ; yoa'll see yet if it will. The whole 
thing is only a tremendous spree the South is 
on, a mag-niflcent bender and blow-out, see if it 
ain't. Smash ap, too, some day, by George! 
Bat never mind all that; it's poker we are at 

" I'm an awful wicked scamp — swear, drink, 
do things worse still — but I caa'i lie, by George!" 
says Bob in general, and he says true. 

" And, my dear, I was almost shocked," Mrs. 
Bowies was saying to Alice the same nigbt at 
home, "at the way yoo flirted with that Mr. 
Lamum. Tou forget that his uncle is a Yankee. 
Don't do it any more, dear." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

"Wbabt? Yes, even nnCo deaCli, bnt that 
ia iC Yes, let Ds ride np to the Pines and spend 
aweekoTBonithPnuluptliera. ApUin, rough 
man is Paul, bat a, sincere and thoroaghlf sens- 
ible one. He lives in mde fashion, but will give 
ns a hearty welcome. We will try to forget for 
a while there the very exiatence of Tim Lamom— 
we Bhallhave t« get ft pass from him, by-the-bj — 
Dr. Feel, Secessioii, and the Somerrille Slar." 

It is Guj Brooks who makes the sn^^tiou, 
to which Mr. Arthur eagerly consents. 

"I never was in better health in my life," he 
adds, standing erect as a grenadier, and slap- 
ping his hands npon his breast. " When I get 
fairly into mj studies I lake to them with keen- 
er zest than I ever did before — to get into them 
from Secession ia the thing. K one could only 
get away for a while, off aay among the Eeqai- 
•mBDn, I could ahont there 'Down with DavisI' 
till the blue icebergs rang again. Since, like 
the starling, I can't gel oat, I could roll myself 
np like a hedgehog and sleep for aix months — 
such weariness, such intense anxiety, and f 
long now." 

"Ah, that is ft weakness !" remonstrate 
lawyer. "We are at our post, and must stand 
maufnlly there 1" As if he himself did nc 
quire to be often rebuked bj his friend — the Fed- 
erals are so long, so Teiy long in coming — fui 
despondency and impatience. 



I know it, since I say it to myself several 
sn times a daj, bnt the flesh is weak ; Conn- 
try, Church of God, Civilization even, so sud- 
denly swept from under one. Truth, Jnstice, 
Providence itself, gone. Only, all of it my own 
miserable lack of f^th under trial. One will 
Ipse a little when the weather is gloomy, when 
some spetnal wickedness comes to mind, when 
Secession gains some great victorj, when the 
North Beems to halt, perhaps hll — who knows 
here? — ii^ita work, the greatest work, Gny 
Brooks, Esq.," adds Edward Arthnr, boldly, 
r given ft natioa to do since the world be- 



And this is astoandinj 
Union man at the Sooth to use at this period ; 
think it he may, perhaps, but Sfty Bach a thing 
alond ? No. "If one," he continoes, "was 
only where one could do any thing." 

Ton are doing something," placid Mrs. Sorel 
had said to him months before, when lie had 
ventured a like remark to her over the supper- ' 
table. The truth is, one nuul have some one to 
lom one's self to, especially in periods of 
great trial, and by this time Mrs. Sorel had be- 
ime to her guest as a mother. 
Bobby has left the uble before this. They 
woold not mind speaking before him, however, 
for he rarely goes to Somerville except on Sun- 
day with his mother ; and when he is there he 
has learned, from experience, to evade the at^ 
tempts to draw information from him in regard 

his friends — attempts which not only Mrs. 
Warner bnt even Dr. Ginnis and Brother Barker 
have not disdained to make. Yon can teach a 
child silence on ft given topic sooner than you 
teach him to read^-trj it. Besides, Mr. 
Arthnr and Mrs. Sorel had thoroughly inslmcled 
Kobby in the wbolo quarrel. No more devoted 
Union man in the world than Bobt^. 

[f we only knew it," she had then replied, 
would see that the silent influences are ever 
the most powerful. What so powerful as light 
and heat, yet what so utterly withottt sound! 
You have quietly, bnt from the outset, occu- 
pied a position of solemn protest against the 
rebellion — sermon, prayera, ci 
existence in Somerville, all e 
swervingly against it." 

"I have tried to urge in every way I could," 
Mr. Arthur then said, " the supremacy of Heaven 
in this matter, as in every thing else ; that we 
are being chastised for some great and good end 
of God." 

"That angry prayers are never heard, thai 
trust in men is vain, that violence of speech and 
feeling is unchristian. I have never said so be- 
fore, nor would I now bnt to enconrage yon," 
adds qniet Mrs. Sorel; "bnt your very contrast 
to Mr. Barker all the time is an inflnence in 
Somerville for good." 

"Conld Christian men outside the Sonth, at 
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the North, in Englaiicl eay, know m; conrse, I 
think it would meet their cordial approval ; I do 
think I would have the sympathy of the wisest 
and best of my geDeratian. In anj case," add- 
ed Mr. Anhar, " I bave the hearty approral of 
my own conscience, though deserted by «o many 
who once esteemed me." 

The fact is, he pursued the course hs did be- 
cnose any other was simply impossible. 

" I do not make my conscience a law to any 
other man liring," he reasoned with Urs. Sorel ; 
" bat neither can I make the conscience of any 
other a law to me. My own deliberate conric- 
tion I mat follow, even thoqgh it leads me to 
'ft traitor's rope,' as Mrs. Warner says." 

More than he knows it, too, is there growing 
np in him one great hope. From the boar she 
had first burst opon him in her mother's parlor 
a glowing school-girl, swinging her sun-bonnet 
ia bar hand by its long strings, bis lore for Alice, [ 
very foolish in him as it was, certainly, had 
grown up into an absorbing aSbetion. None the 
less that he rarely met her. He was a Union 
man ; Mrs. Bowles koew it, and was of opinions 
exceedingly contrary; not for worlds, not for 
Alice even, wonld he intrude unwelcome. When 
he did riail Mrs. Bowles, too genuinely a lady to 
allude to the war save in general terlns, she con- 
fined herself to Ratledge Bowles, vrhoae letters 
foff and far apart was the food of her mind and 
the fountain of her speech. Rutledge Bowles, 
to Mrs. Bowles South Carolina incarnate, whs 
very often in trouble in these days; his letters 
were full of it ; eteraaily seceding from Seces- 
sion right and left, east, west, south — almost, in 
times of peculiar injustice to him, north even, 
rather than stand it. 

Hr. Arthur often met Alice when at her mo- 
ther's, never alone, however. Sewing beside her 
mother, on some one, generally, of tLe war gar- 
ments so perpetually demanded in the Somer- 
ville Star ; or playing old music, or reading old 
books—there were no magazines or new books 
DOW. He hod a fancy that a. blush tinged her 
smile at tiwir meeting. Did he not seo her also 
as a teacher in the diminished Sabbath-school ? 
Alas, poor human nature! his chief happiness 
on these Sabbaths is to meet Alice at Sabbath- 
school, even though mere sight and casual greet- 
ing was all. 

Her mother never attended church now, for 
Mr, Arthur wonld not pray foe the Confederacy. 
But the preacher was aware all the service 
through of one sweet face down the aisle, down 
too far sway toward the door. The solemn fact 
is, he selected his weekly text, and wrote every 
line of hie sermon almost as much for her as if 
it had been a letter. Had not Alice become a 
communicant j oat before Secession? Howmach 
or how Utile ihroagli his menus he never dared 
ask himself. 

Long ago, if 8i:c«ssioa bad not come in, would 



he have learned his fate at her hands. Yet he 
believed — that is, he hoped — I mean, he felt as- 
sured — However, for the preaent, wait. Per- 
haps when the end comes she will see how right 
I was all along — even her mother may. Not 
without terrible apprehensions meantime of the 
young gentlemen in gray clothing and brass but- 
tons who frequented Mrs. Bowles's hospitable 
parlor, rode with her, took her to parties. But 
if a man is not to be governed by his own intui- 
tion of the wisest, happiest course, what is left 
him to do 7 So br, bis unwavering intuition is 
— wait. Bat it is for something considerably more 
to him than the re-establishment of the Union 
that he yearns in looking to the end. Besides, 
he says, if I was to learn certainly that I have 
no hope with her, this, with the other trials, will 
be too greet a blow to bear. Let the hope live, 
if only to sustain me through these dark days. 

Perhaps it is as well he does not know of the 
letter Alice receives these days from her brother. 
It is soon after his ordeal before Tim Lamum — 
the first but not the last of that dynasty. But- 
ledge Bowles irrites his usier that he has re- 
ceived a tetter to (he effect that she is being ad- 
dressed by a Mr. Arthnr, a Union man 1 Conld 
it have been Mrs. Warner? Surely not Mr. 
Neely? For these are, both of them, loo sharp 
not to know the kind of epistle Rutledge Bowles 
will write to his sister, with the effect upon her 
of that epistle. 

He can conjecture the possibility of same such 
letter to her from her brother weeks after, how- 
ever. He, loo, is favorcl with one fcom the 
young Carolinian. Such a letter that, after 
reading the first few lines, he refolds it, places 
it attain in its envelope so redirected as to go 
back io its author, and drops it in the letter-box 
of the Post-office. This does not diminish the 
pride of bis attitude toward the one be loves most 
of bI! the world. Not without a medicinal vir- 

other inflammation of Secession. 

And thus does, even on this fair young girl, 
the great question pros* heavier every day. No 
nentral ground between the olderaandthenew. 
One opinion or the other. And to the opinion 
you adopt mnst be given your whole heart also. 
The past is'forever gone; as to the future, choosel 

But by a determined effort Edward Arthnr 
throws every painful thought from him down» 
upon the west wind, blowing full upon and post 
him, as he rides away from Somerville this An- 
gnst morning beside Guy Brooks, on their way 
to the Pines. Biding avowedly away f^om Se- 
cession, conversation, hovrever, on all other top- 
ics droops and dies before tbey have got ten miles 
out from Somerville. 

"One of my old clients that was that stopped 
me as we were mounting," said the lawyer at 
lost. "He was telling me that he had escaped 
the ranks by working in a powder-mill. I told 
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Lim he had better have gone into battle at once. 
At leaat a dozen of their trampery powder-mills 
b&ve hlown up in [his section. Villainoos — " 

"My dear Sir," remonatrateB hU companion, 
"do let us forget Secesuon for a while. We 
muBt, or we eball lose our wits. If a cow gives 
a shake of her bell at night Ijing b; the calf-lot 
at Mra. Sorel's, it wakes me instantly out of the 
deepest sleep to imagine it the Somcnillo bells 
over Eome great victory. I am .perpetoBll; fan- 
cying I hear the sound of distant cannon on the 
wcstwind. If Ibearasliot-guii, Isay that man 
has heard some news. The distant croning of 
a roaster has been to me more than once tbo 
far-off yelling of somebody for victory. I am 
positively reluctant to open the Star; it is like 
opening a tetter with a black seal. In fact, I 
never ask the news of any but a Union man, be- 
cause I know he will break any disastrous tidings 
to me in the gentlest possible way." Mr. Ar- 
tbur laughs as he says it. "I ceFor knew," be 
adds, " so well before what the command means 
to pray without ceaBing. I never wake at night, 
never recur to the subject during the day, but it 
is with a prayer for the Union on my lipa. You 
may laugh at me, bnt I never catch glimpse 
of a leading Secessionist, nor the house, child, 
or dog of one reminding me of him ; never see 
a war-poster on the wails ; never see a Govern- 
ment wagon, postage stamp — an; thing that re- 
minds me of the great crime, but what theo- 
logians call ^jacn]at«ry prayer burns on my 
tongue for its swift and utter destruction." 

" Yes, may Heaven speedily crush the rebell- 
ion and give us back law, order, civilization, so- 
ciety, coonti7, religion, ourselves. With all m; 
soul, Amen!" adds the lawyer, to such lengths 
of disloyalty has he arrived. "However, don't 
tell the FroTost Marshal I said so." 

And it is note-worthy the manner in which 
Union men risk their lives in each otber's hands 
in these days. Meet a stranger casually in a 
store, fall in with a respectable traveler along 
the road, the one topic is introduced as soon as 
the salutations are over, and, almost from tbe 
first syllable on either side, by tone, manner, 
bearing — tbe subtle Freemasonry which causes 
people who feel alike— lovers included — to he 
aware of the fact, especially when they feel very 
deeply, in half an hour the stranger and your- 
self have mntaall^ placed a lite in each other's 
hands if 3n>n both be Union in sentiment Be- 
cause there is no longer neutrality. The galf 
has so deepened and widened by this time be- 
tween tbe two opinions that there can be hence- 
forth no passing and repassing. If jou and 
your chance acqnaintance are not Secessionists 
now, both of you are to the centre of your souls 
the opposite to that, and opposite to that forever. 

"Tbatelientof mine," adds the lawyer, "was 
telling me the various shifts [o escape conscrip- 
tion. Some have gone to tanning, and tbo sort 



of leather produced is a sight (o see. Others 
have rushed into the making of salt, nitre, sul- 
pbnr, shoe-pegs — any thing. Others are Sjing 
desperately around to get the required twenty 
scholars, to be exempted as teachers. One man, 
to my certain knowledge, eiposes himself pur- 
posetj to keep up a sufficient rheumatism. Peo- 
ple suffer with rupture, neuralgia, and every oth- 
er disease under heaven, to a degree nnheard of 
Many a man has suddenly proved to be many 
years older than his own wife ever imagined. I 
have heard of Campbellil* congregations of late 
which have mutually ordained to tbe ministry 
every male member on their books — bow trne that 
is I don't say." 

"What a mercy the comic (Wi/slip into even 
the most tragic !" puts in Mr. Arthur. 

*' There is that client of mine," continnes Guy 
Brooks, "a poor, honest, bard-worUng man, 
with a wife in wretched health and ■ swarm of 
white-headed children. Jewet is bis name — Si- 
las Jewet — a fair specimen of really tbe most vir- 
tuous class in tbe country. All his life he has 
regarded Diennion with as mnch horror as a man 
can regard any thing which he conudered im- 
possible; Washington's Farewell Ad dress, framed 
and glazed, is the only ornament there, banging 
up against tbe wall (^ his cabin. A Democrat 
from his pine-wood cradle, idolizing Jackson for 
whipping the British at New Orleans, the Unit- 
ed States Bank, and Nullification. Tbis man 
wakes suddenly up to find Disunion a fact, and 
Jackson's alternative with South Carolina acln- 
ally upon us. And ha must leave bedridden wife 

id helpless children, a few rags of clothing, a 
Httle com in the crib, a few pigSp perhaps an 
ar two, their only supply, to be gone — be has 
idea where nor for how long, and to fight for 
)isunion! No alternative but to take bis shot- 
gun, strip himself almost to the skin for tbe use 
of his suflfering family, and march olf in a cause 
he abhors. Silas Jewet lighting for Colonel Ret 
lioberts, Tim Lamnm, Colonel Jnggins, and the 
like, that they may retain their negroes, slaves 
which tbey have jeopardized by their own mad 
folly in Secession I" 

And this going before Iraard after board to 
xamined, displaying your hidden sores, con- 
cealed diseases, to move their pity and secure 
in exemption — tasting slavery ourselves to tbe 
'ery dregs to see how we like it, as Ferguson 
says. And all tbis the insolent triumphing over 

of men, at least tbe most active and prominent 
among them, grog-shop politicians, bullies, and 
ruffians, the very sediment hitherto of society — " 
And the clergyman empbasizee bis remark by 
stopping his words in fnll flow lest be should 
add what be ought not. 

The woods around his house, Silas Jewet 
says," adds the lawyer, "swarm with runaway 
negroes. Twice they have broken In, while he 
was awaj, upon'his helpless family and stripped 
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the cabin of all the little Tood there wm in it 
I couldn't adrue him to niD the eonntrj ; he 
will lose ererj sdck of what little he bas got if 
he could moie hie family evec. The wixmIs are 
full of nmawaj whicei as it is, naked, starviDg. 
Thill we should be brooght to tbia — at, and for 
what?" 

"I ten you. Sir," sajs Mr. Arthur, more 
calmly, "at first I regarded the deadly princi- 
ple of SecesaioQ as the great sin, the cense and 
mnree of onr SQETering. SlaveTj I was bom and 
raised with, and I never bad anj Tery definite 
idea in refeteace to it before. I hare now. It 
is the accnreed root of this accnrsed apao. Coald 
any other than a wrong thing hare destroyed 
onr conntiy as it has ? Slavery is a sin. Sir ; the 
judgments of Heaven now on ua are God's wrath 
against ns. North and South, just for this great 
sin. And to think that in the Church of God 
itself this da has its last and strongest citadel ; 
God's great ingtitntion for putting down sin in 
the land itself the moat active and powerful en- 
gine for its establishment I Wben Heaven's 
only instrumentality for good to a people is thus 
Dot only powerless for good, but is actnallj the 
most efficient means in the land for the sin, 
wonder He drops it as bis instrumentality and 
draws the sword instead. And nothing less tban 
God's Bwfol judgments could open onr eyes 
the truth." 

"See those two women in that field on your 
leA?" asks Guy Brooks, inlerrupting bis friend 
as they ride by a road-side cabin with its 
proreraents. "Don't seem to notice them, but 
look at that largest one in the big yelli 
bonnet — one with the lioe. Any thing remark- 
able about her?" 

"Not thai I can see— why?" 

" Well, nothing, only the one in the blue bon- 
net is Uri. Pet£r Hook, and the other is — " 

"Eer sister, lately from Carolina. Yes; I 
stopped here to get a drink a few weeks ago. 
Mrs. Hook told me," says Mr. Arthur. 

"Ton saw the sister— talked with her?" ask- 
ed tbe lawyer, nitb a smile. 

"N-n-no; she had just stepped out, Mrs. 
Hook said." 

"Yes, and always has just stepped out, who- 
ever calls. It's her husband, man !" 

"Why, I asked after her husband," says 
tonished Mr. Anhur. ' ' She told me she had a 
letter from him, in sonie regiment. 
Was shot in the leg, or something of the 
I remember I tried to enoourage her. She said 
she hoped so, but feared not. And tbat other 

"Don't look bock. Not five people besides 
them know of it. Dare say he is used to the 
women's clothes by this time. Delightful state 
of dlings, isn't it?" 

And while the friends ride tboughtfuliy on 
for an instant to 



Colonel Juggins's household, type and emblon 
of hundreds of thousands of households througfa- 
the land. 

' We ain't goin' on to Ihtir lot to interrupt 
tbem," bad been Mis. Juggins's reasoning in re- 
gard 10 the Yankees. " Why can't they stay at 
home? If they don't lite ownin' niggers, well 
jest let them not own them. Our bavin' hands 
none of Iheir businesB." 
And very cheerfully indeed had Mrs. Jnggins 
equipped 'Tom, when the war broke out, to go 
and help drive the Yankees back home. But 
news comes, months and months afterward, tbat 
Tom has been killed there in Virginia. Now 
Mrs. Juggins is a mother ; Tom was her son, her 
only son. And a very ordinary youth, gawky, 
freckled, stolid, was Tom Juggins; but to his 
mother he was all the world. When the Col- 
onel, coming back that disastrous afternoon from 
Somerville, after a dozen e&brts to baeak tbe 
er, at last lakes out the soiled and 
blotted letter from Henry Soret, who was in the 
company with him, and reads it out, break- 
ing down a dozen limes in tbe attempt, Mrs. 
Juggins's hands fall with the knitting in them 
her lap with a flrst feeling of profound as- 
tonishment. Sncb a thing had never been en- 
tertained in her mind for an instant. Tben fol- 
lows tbe burst of grief, tiU all tbe negroes flock 
the house from cabin and field to know 
what is the calamity. It lasts in all its Intter- 
weeks ; loud weeping when it is the 
theme of conveisation with friends ; silent, steady 
weeping, the tears rolling for hours down her 
cheek and spaiUing apon her balf-ftnisbed stock- 
she knits. Tom as a bat^, Tom as a tit- 
tle boy, Tom at school, Tom a grown youth, 
Tom as she last saw him leaving for tbe war. 

r a change is coming over Mrs. Jug- 
gins which perplexes her husband wonderfully, 
smoking his cob-pipe on long afternoons with 
old age suddenly fallen upon him. With every 
body else, long t«fbre Tom's death Mrs. Jug- 
gins has come to know tbat the war Is, at lost, 
a struggle for slavery. And since, as her grief 
loses, BO to speak, its first personality, she is 
thinking the slavery question steadily over as 
she knits — no Tom to knit for now, but only from 
habit. 

"Yon may say what you plehse," she remarks 
to Brother Barker, whose condolences are, some- 
how, singularly unacceptable to her, "bnt my 
Tom was more to me than all the bands aie'vt 
got. I'd give up every black one we've got, God 
be knows, an' glad too, to get our Tom back. 
Yes, every one of them, fi-om old Cudgo, that 
wailed at my mother's wedding, and can only 
tend tbe young turkejrs, down to that last little 
thing bom in Sukey's houBe last night. It's 
them this fight is abouL In my 'pinion one 
white man like my Tom is worth all the niggers 
in the world. The Colonel there, he says 1 
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mnstn't say it ; but I'le always said, for one, all 
my life nhat I tliink, I don't care who knows 
it ; and if any body else chinks slaTery is worth 
all tlie men bein' killed and all the otber rnin 
bronght upon as for it, /don't. As to what you 
3«y about the Bible bein' for it, mcy be so ; there's 
a sight of things connected with iL Maoj a 
time ever since I could remember I've ashed 
myself— However, no matter, that's ileither 
here nor there; bat it seems io me a cnriooa 
sort of thing for God to be for. For our Jesos 
Christ, say, to be for. Or I wonder if Tom's 
death is makin' me kind o' unsettled in mind, 
this slavery 'pears so diTrent. Ad' you believe 
itu of God, aHie an' cerlam, novt" she asks of 
Brother Barker with such eyes, as her hands 
fail with the knitting in them into her lap, that 
even tbaC Brother, eager to reply, has queer 
sensationa up his spine as he does so. 

For his wife's praolicfll sense Colonel Juggins 
has ever bad the highest esteem, and her remarks 
to him when they are lying side by side under 
the dingy old tester, or when he ii smoking bis 
pipe, have opened a totally new train of thooght 
in his mind. Ton see at the South we ail took 
the institution as a. matter of coarse from onr 
birth. Bat many thousands are smoking the 
same thing in their pipes pow. Is slavery worth 
the ruin it has caused? Could any other than 
a thing essentially bad have produced such rain ? 
Up to that date, however, tctj rarely did the 
antversal thinking ntter itself in words. Ah, it 
is too vast a resalt to he reached by otber than 
much thinking, even though that thinking be 
quickened by swift-Bacceeding and tremendous 

It was generally, though silently, agreed that 
it was not a good idea Brother Barker preach- 
ing that sermon on the Exodus from Egypt. 
True, an anonymous admirer requested it by 
note ; he was hardly well through the discourse 
bat Brother Barker saspecled a trap, and he 
rages inwardly over it these days like a caged 
fox. For Mr. Arthur has been urging of late 
that the Almighty is pledged against all wrong 
aa it exists in the world, now as ever, and has 
used, is using, and will use all elements and 
agencies for its overthrow. 

"I confess I am uneasy in regard to Pant," 
Gay Brooks is remarking to his companion as 
they ride along, and after a lengthened silence. 
"I fear tronble is brewing np there in the Fines. 
There are many Union men living tbere. Tbey 
have kept very quiet all this time, never express- 
ing their opinions, at least except to each other, 
violating no law, staying as closely at home as 
possible aboat their basiness. As many as conid 
have fled the State from conscription, and are 
scattered aboat wherever they can go, unable to 
hear from or asnst their families. For myscIF I 
don't want to go into the Federal lines if I can 
help itt If I did I might be tempted to lake 



the stamp and tell those people. If yon care so 
mnch for the slavery of the blacks, at least care 
something for the worse slavery of the whicea 
among as, your own flesh and blood, and come 
and help us. I do think I could stir them Op 
to move a little foster, to tell them of ibe accursed 
despotism noder which we perish. Bat then 1 
hate to leave, and I hate to go, on every account. 
Many Union men aboat iJie Pines have been 
shot from behind trees, hung along the road- 
side, sent out of the couaty in irons. Heaven 
knows where. This is the main reason of my 
going np now," adds the lawyer — "my anxiety 
in ref^nce to Fanl." 

"That acconnta," said his companion, "for 
those three columns of abuse of Ibe citizens up 
there in the last Number of the Star. It is the 
most ferocious thing I have yet seen in the 

And it was. Mrs. Warner, who had fallen 
into the habit of reserving the strongest "docu- 
ments" met with daring the day (o read to her 
unhappy btuband at night, had accomplished 
two ol^ects on the Doctor by the reading Co 
him of that arciele, curdled the very blood in 
his veins, and convinced him that it was the 
production of a more frantic pen than that of 
Lamum — even Brother Barker's. 

It charged the objects of its rage with being 
Abolitionists banded into a conspiracy to mur- 
der and rob in the pay of the Federals — describ- 
ing its leader as the avowed infidel who had re- 
cenClj disturbed a peaceful congregation gath- 
ered together for the worship of God by iatrud- 
ing his blasphemous atrocities. "More here. 
afler," The paper added, " That a single one of 
these miseraUe traitors has escaped so long does 
little credit to the undoubted loyalty of the coun- 
try. These are no tiroes for the regular process- 
es of the law; let the riSe and the rope do its 
just and speedy work npon them 1" 

"And Aroon, say I," added Mrs. Warner in 
conclusion ; " and I wouldn't wonder, Dr. War- 
ner — ah, you needn't drop that head of yonn, if 
you are one of this band of traitors. President 
of them, for what 1 know; yoa are a Union 
man, and you know it!'' Viler abuse than is 
intended by that epithet even Mrs. Warner can 

For the last half hour the travelers have rid- 
den along in silence, Guy Brooks with bis head 
declined in thought — thought evidently so deep 
and painful that his friend hesitates to break in 
npon it by a syllable. 

"Mr. Arthur," says the lawyer at length, 
looking up at his companion with an expression 
of deepest anxiety, yet almost childlike supplica- 
tion, "yon are my spiritual guide, now what do 
yon say? You know Lamum has often urged 
apon the mob Co mnrder me ; I am as liable as 
any man to be shot, as so many have been, from 
behind a treei besides, they are sore, sooner or 
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Iwer, to force me into the ranks, even if I eacRpe 
[hat. Now vhat onght ft mto lo do? It 
ihat m; business is broken op, that bo man; of 

mj old friends have become personal em 
tbat I sacrifice eveiy cent I have on eartb bj 
going, that if I am caught on the wuj my li& 
vill be taken. What I hat« is to desert the 
Sonlh, wrong as the South is. Then the idea 
o( actually enlisting in the Federal army and 
sjstematically killing mj own — If they would 
only let a man alone. I am not disobeying a 
law they have made, an doing nothing against 
their Oonfederaoy. But the idea of aclnallj 
fighting for this thing, and I know they'll force 
me in at last. I have Rfiy hands down on my 
place; but as to fighting for sUvery J I don't 
say slarery ia a sin or any thing of that sort, 
but as to fighiing for it I can't, and I won't. 
God Almighty Beenu to be against it — any way 
I'm not going to flght for it or for the niin of 
the Soiith, which I know Secession to be. I hale, 
loo, to leave you to struggle on, matien in the 
church getting worse every day. What do you 
say?" 

The Kentncky lawyer has spoken with energy, 
turning in his saddle as he rides, and looking 
his friend full in the face. And it is not the 
Qrst time the minister has been applied to for 
advice of the kind. Mothers and wives of mem- 
bers of his church, young meD members also, 
had come to him: "What is my duty, Sir, as a 
. Christian msn in reference to escaping or en- 
during conscription — risk it, or escape, if I can, 
North, which?" Ah, how fervently had the pas- 
tor sought divine inatmction in order to instmct 
others. What can he say ? seek the guidance of 
Heaven in Scriplnre, prayer, and — Providence. 

"It seems to me," he now aaid to his friend 
ia conclusion, " that yon should wait the plain 
indications of Providence. Don't act an instant 
before it is essential yon shoald act. Hie fog 
opens only ae we advance into it. Wait. Let 
your hand lie in that of your Heavenly Father. 
He vrill make it so plain yon will not even hesi- 
tate when the lime comes. ' Wait on the Lord : 
be of good courage; and he shall strengthen tby 
heart: wait, I say, on the Lord.'" 

We bH know the Rnlar of all uses devils in all 
their degrees to accomplish His purposes — devils 
damned already for centuries, and those not as 
yet in hell, as mnch as He does the angels in 
heaven, and those not yet arrived thither from 
earth. In fact, when yon consider it, so far as 
things now are. It is of all His hnman instrument- 
alitiea the diabolical ones He most uses, these 
being so mocb the most namerons— ay, and en- 

But the travelera bare by tbis lime reached a 
creek within a mile or two of the home of Pan! 
Brooks. It is a wild and barren spot. The 
road runs along through deep sand and under 
pine-trees rearing their beads far above, inter- 



mingling their boughs there in unceasing whis- 
perings ; only the tapping of the woodpecker 
upon the dead branches relieving the Steady 
murmnr, now rising, now failing, overhead, triUi 
a surge as of the sounding sea. Biding slowly 
along throngb the solitude, conversing in low 
Idnea, they come immediately, and by a sudden 
tnm of-the road, upon the creek, which, rnnning 
for a time parallel to the road, now rushes, swollen 
by late rains and quite n toirent, across their 
way, turbid and half covered with the needles 
and cones of the pines swept away in its course 
through the forest. For aome minutes past thpre 
has been the roaring as of falling water, and they 
now observe that, on the left. of the road, and 
not a dozen yards off, the creek auddenly falls 
over the edge of a deep and cireular chasm. 

They say the hazel wand bends in the hand 
toward water flowing far underground. Cer- 
tainly the iron Gling blindly obeys the aitraction 
of the magnet. And whenever, yon must have 
observed it, there be an object near you charged 
with that which will waken within you to excess 
joy or sorrow, like or dislike, love or loathing, 
the very object itself would seem to exert a 
power upon you direct, and through none of the 
five channels by means of which objects of lesser 
lerest flow in upon the mind. 
Certain it is both travelers at the same instant, 
and swayed by the same nnacconntable inSn- 
ence, tnm their bones and ride lo Che edge of 
the chasm. Horror! Do thmr eyes deceive 
them ? The water hag washed out a ronnd pool 
twenty feet across, falling into it down the 
bank of the gaily with a fa]] of ten or fift«en 
., and now runs in the bole it has made round 
and round ere it flnda its outlet under a fallen 
ind so down the slope. Runs slowly round 
and round, bearing upon ita aui-face, half-discern- 
ible among the floating pine leaves, cones, and 
trash, the bodies of murdered men. A bearded 
face turns up full to view — One. Discerned by 
the naked knees floating only just above the 
drift— Two. Next it, the bushy top of the head 
of some one — Three. No donbt about the next ; 
the body is stark naked and floata at full length, 
swollen, ghostly — Four. Yonder ia only a hand, 
barely distinguishable among the trash — Five. 
Another in the comer there, the hairy chest 
broad and full above the water — Six. Yet an- 
other, the naked shoulders and back above the 
water, look — with long and livid streaks laced 
across from right to left, from left to right — 
Seven. And that U all. 

Ko. As they gaze in speechless horror an- 
other dead body rises soddenly op from tinder 
the water, forced np by the current, in nn erect 
posture, the breaat toward them ; they can only 
see the bottom of the bearded chin, for the head 
has fallen back from tho hideous gash acrc«s the 

Bear witness, bcart-searcbing God, that 
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i FATE OF nNION HEN. 



herein no sjllable is written not in exact accord- | from their Ehrickia;; fntnilleB, borne off into the 
ance with trnth I bear witness, for ThoD didst Bee Uilent forest, Bcoui^d, stabbed, shot, gashed, 
it! Eight men, poor men, honest men, well- killed — no man of the murderona gang hut had 

meaning, hard-nockiag men, torn at midnight I his band on e«oh rictim in some vaj. 
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And for what? Simply for doubting whether 
the destrnctioD of their countrj' vaa ■ wise thing, 
a good thing. Simply for being nnable either 
to change their conrictions oi to lie and play 
the hypocrite in regard to thowt convictions. 
Only for what they are Bappoaad to think and 
feel; with having done or intending to do any 
thing no man charges them. "Union men, 
damn theml" that was indictment, sentence, 
death warrant. During less time than ws have 
been narraling this the two friends gaze npon 
the scene. Then, by the same simultaneous im- 
pulse, they tnm their horses, standing back snort- 
ing with terror and straggling from the spot into 
the road ag^o, and gallop on as if for their liTcs. 
The lawyer guides his aninial with his left hand, 
holding bis rerotver cocked in his right. Not a 
syllable between them as they ride. On through 
the cieek regardless of its swollen depth, on 
along the heavy sand ; the road winds here, 
winds there, up declivity, down into hollow — 
will ^ey never reach Paul's place 7 

Here it is, at least the field, every rail inclos- 
ing it cat, split, and built into its place by Paul's 
own bard and honest hands. Another tarn of 
the road. There is the spot. Only a cbitoney 
or two, a heap of smoking ashes and charred 
logs lying between! As the lawyer glances 
around him, bis panting boise reined np in the 
gap of tho tom-down fence, his companion points 
him to two men standing a hundred yards off. 
The lawyer is upon them in a few bounds of his 

"For God's sake don't shoot, stranger!" one 
of them yells, falling on his knees on the muddy 
ground. The other, a negro, has turned to fly, 
but it is an open Qeld before bitn, he tears being 
shot as he runs, and thinks it safest to hall and 
fall and implore for his life. A trembling, yel- 
low-faced, copperas clothed white man, and a 
ragged negro, these are all. 

"For the Lord's sake don't shoot a fellow till 
yon can faearhim. 1 un't no Union man. No, 
Siree. May God Almighty — " and here the 
shivering wr^ch lifts one hand to Heaven and 
imprecates the most awful corses upon himself 
if he is. A perjury ; he u a Union man: what- 
ever of mind and soul he has is invested to its 
last particle in that direction. 

" I no Union man nndder. Lor a massy don't 
shoot dis yer chile. I Snvem man, Suvera 
man, Massa ! I mighty willin' yon hang Massa 
Brooks I Suppose he alive I helpyoa hang him 
ef jou say bo. He Union man, he—" and the 
negro heaps oaths npon the head of Paol Brooks 
to a degree which wonld have satisfied even Dr. 
Feel, perhaps Brother Barker. 

"Yon hushl" says his companion, angrily, 
lifting a hoedn his hands. "Yon hold yer ri- 
diculons tongne,or if the stranger don't kill yon 
I will!" 

"I'll tell you all abontii,' 



in hurried tones, and greatly relieved as the law- 
yer lowers his revolver. "Ytinsee, itlooksqaeer 
(o leave the dead body out that way in the open 
field," he says, rapidly and deferentially. "The 
smell, yoD know. Them buszards, too. Be- 
sides the man is dead, lied as he mooght be. A 
fellow couldn't know any body would object to 
btirym' him, yon see. I live near by, np the 
creek. No Union man — Hoi Bobbins, yon may 
have beam the name. Ev'r; body about here 
knows Hoi Rohbins, Catflsh Bobbins they some- 
times call me, mouth like a catfish's, yon. see. 
Well, I says to Hark here to-day, 'Hark, you 
take the spade, I'll take your hoe, we'll go over 
an' bury Brooks.' Not that I approve them sen- 
timents of his, gentlemen, not one bit of it, but 
he was a sort of neighbor, yon know, close neigh- 
bor. Fact is, a kind neighbor in Bickness, lend- 
in' a fellow a day's work now an' then gettin' in 
his fbddel an' sich like. A few dollars p'raps 
'casionally. And then them buzzards an' the 
smell an' all. Besides, my ole woman, she 

"Lor, yea,Mas8a,"la'olte in thenegro, "dars 
de grave yonder to show fnr it, jest finishin', 
Massa Catfish an' I, when you come up," and 
the negro points eagerly to a spot beneath the 
nearest tree, evidently a grave just Glled up. 
The eye of the lawyer caiches at a glance the 
rope hanging from the lower limb. Instinctive- 
ly he rides nearer to read what is written on a 
leaf, evidently torn from an old ledger, fastened 
with wooden pins to the bough just beside where 
the rope is lied ; 

he makes it out, mdely scrawled upon the paper 
with a bit of charcoal. 

Silently the two friends ait upon their horses, 
gazing npon the auperscriptjon, understanding 
the whole story timoatM well as if they had wit- 
nessed it all with thksiwn eyes. The unlatch- 
ed cabin door burst suddenly in at night ; the 
sleeping man overpowered in his bed by a dozen 
men upon him before he is well awake ; the des- 
perate struggle amidst execratjons and yells; 
the sturdy form of the Kentuckian dragged at 
last beneath the tree, bound hand and foot, by 
men insane IVomslrychninewhisky, drunk abund- 
antly fbr that very pnrpcse ; the rade cabin plun- 
dered and fired behind its owner; the sublime 
bearing of the man, as of Another Man in like ' 
situation before him ; the rope hurriedly fitted 
aronnd the sturdj throat under the bushy beard 
to stop his words before they can move them 
from their purpose. 

A kind of paralysis is npon the two friends as 
they sit, and grow years older as they gaze. 
They as liable to the same death at any instant 
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Yel, lee the plain tmtli be told, thej were tesa 
cETected thao yoa woold have been if ;od lire 
ao; where in the civilized world outeide the 
Southern Slates of America. Jt would have 
been strange,' indeed, if these two had not long 
since grown accustomed to men djing by vio- 
lence. No event more familiar to them than 
that. Men falhng dead from their horses by a 
bnllet through them from behind as they ride 
along the highwaj; men called, by day or by 
oight, to their door.by a halloo from the front 
fence, and shot down at the feet of wife and 
children; men killed in a "fait fight" in the 
streets after having gone armed for months, the 
one aim of each being to kill his foe before his 
foe can get a shot at him ; men killed accident- 
ally, by-standera in a store or along the street, 
by some one of (he bullets generally distributed 
plentifully around during the settling of Some 
such "difficulty." In all their varieties such 
deaths bad formed a large part of the practice 
of the lawyer, of the death-bed visitation of the 
minister. Fity if they had not got somewhat 
used to inch things by this time. Murder ? No- 
thing more Ihorooghly familiar to them than 
that. But in all their double experience, 
cept in the case of a negro or two, and that by 
a mob, not one single murderer put to death by 
law for his crime. 
Let only the truth bo told. Not for monei 
■ were men killed in the South, or very rarely a 
least before the war. Very rarely on eccoun 
of seduction, that crime being almost unknown 
whether ot no the abundance and the perfect 
accessibility of females of a darker hue prevent- 
ed the attempting of seduction who shall say ? 
Anger from any one of ten thonsand causes — 
anger in first flash, or anger cooled into the 
steel of revenge: this is the grand cause. But 
neither of these two had ever stood so near the 
hanging of a man before. They had often, of 
course, heard irfthe hanging of Abolitionists and 
horse thieves, btit for murderers there was only 
the jail, out of which they soon "broke;" in 
particularly atrocious cases the Penitentiary, 
Irom which a pardon sooner or later released 

Not that law at the South was an ina 
tiling. The nnsleeping vigor and vigilance of 
the law of the land in regard to uegro property, 
for instance; its eye npon ibe slave, and upon 
any one even suspected of entertaining doubts 
npon the institution, was as that of the Eumen. 
ides. As to its grasp upon the murderer, the 
id crone, toothless, blind, deaf, 
s comparison too flatter- 



var of Heaven, murder is not. He urged the sin 
and its certain national consequences as earnest- 
ly, fresh from the civiliiation of Scripture, as if 
he had joKt arrived fVom the civilisation of Ed- 
inburgh; and with what result? 

"By George, parson, you're right; only no- 
body minds at Uet," said Boh Withers. 

" For my part, Mr. Arthnr, I really can not 
understand, can not understand how yon can 
bring yourself to speak so of your own section!" 
And much more from Mis. Warner, snuff stick 
in mouth, to the same effect. 

It is a Southern band wril«s this, a heart trne 
in every fibre to the South prompts it: If evtr 
Nineveh needed the threat ; ifeverLondonneed- 
ed, in its great plague and great fire, the execu- 
tion of the divine wrath upon it for its sins, then 
did the South need the tornado of war rushing 
over it for its sins. " The earth was filled with 
violence." That it was that brought the Del- 
uge; and, chief among its causes, this, too, it 
was which brought upon the South its deluge of 
fire and blood. Not that the slave-holding States 
are, or were, the worst in Christendom ; as much 
piety there, in proportion to the populaUon — as 
mnch of many an enlellence — as In any part of 
the world : cerl^n virtues, even, as peculiar to 
and characteristic of the South as is the mag- 
nolia end palmetto to and of its soil. None the 
less is all this true. They say that the per. 
centage of illegitimate births is larger in Scot- 
land than in any other part of Europe — for 
which Heaven's justice will be meted to ii at 
iasti It is one human nature every where, in 
some form of weakness and wickedness in each 
of us. "The whole world lieth in sin," but it 
is of Che South ne happen now to speak. 

During the few momenta Guy Brooks has been 
gazing upon the superscription over his broth- 
er's grave, as true a superscription as that oth- 
er the world wots ot, Hoi Robbins, peering anx- 
iously, then curiously with his small eyes at the 
lawyer from under the Sapping brim of bis old 
wool hat, has come upon another idea. 

"Look here, Squire," he begins rapidly t 



say, you are 






in'tjou?" The 



hold of 

paralytic, palsied, 
ing to the law. 

Ye|(rs ago Edward Arthur, and 
him, had urged the Scriptures of God on 
Buliiioct, end the certain judgments of God, 
npon the land. Even if slavery be a divine 
dinance, insnring the protection and pecnlia' 



tike 



expression of the lawyer's face has satisfied him 
of that, however, and with keen reference to the 
revolver in the brother's baud he proceeds rap- 
idly: 

' ' Look here. Squire, don't yon go and believe 
one word I said about my not bein' a Union 
man — " And at this point Hoi Robbins takes 
off his old hat, throws it on the ground, and with 
both his yellon hands above his head proceeds to 
such imprecations upon himself if he is a Seces- 
sionist, such a throwing his entire soul into the 
matter as puts his assertion beyond all doubt. 

"An' I never knowed about it till next day. 
Squire," he says at last. "But ef I had a 
knowed what could I a done? One man, yon 
know— only Catfish Robbins. S'pose they'd not 
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a come hj ■□' killed me, too, ef I'd beeo anj 
'coDnt? Drj'i beeo, Sqoire, vhen I coald a, 
done sometbin'. What with h'ard work, feTor 
an' ague, an' the whole coantr; almost tgia a 
fallow. However, there's oae thing I tin do." 
And turDJng coirard the ruina of the cabin be 
proceeds with hands, arms, feet, CTery fibre of 
bia body as well as bis tongue, to cone the mur- 
derers Id such a laia of heait-felt exeenttion as 
to bring down upon Mm tbe stern rebuke of the 
lawyer and minister even in that momen 
borror and hate. 

Catfish Bobbins lets falls his outstretched 
and, ignonng the minister, looks at the brother 
with perplexity in aU the lines of hi* jellt 
withered face. 

"Wbj jon ain't no parson, Squire,"he says 
at last; "any rate yon ain't piouser than God 
Elmigbty Himself, an' He is a cnssin' sicb devils 
as them in hell an' outer bell all the time. Yan- 
kee Secessionists a'most all of them devils were. 
Jest what a cotlon-moutb moccasin in August 
is to a chicken snake at Christmas a Yankee 
Secessionist is to a Soutbem-bom one — pis'nous 1 
Don't matter," be adds, brightening Dp after a 
pause and replacing bis old hat, " I'm a cossin' 
ibem men all tbe time, an; bow, and keep mj 
boy Hark here at it too. It's my prayers when 
I first wake up of a momin', between the tails 
of mj plow, hoin' corn, eatin' dinner, dcewnin' at 
night, under my breath wben I'm among them 
sort of scoundrels — never stop. You couldn't a 
knowed this Paul Brooks as well as I !" 

Meanwhile, ia consequence of an order to that 
cfiect from the lawyer and with lively remem- 
brance of his previous remarks and the lawyer's 
revolver, the negro has climbed the fatal tree 
with the agility of a monkey, obtained tbe paper, 
and given it to the brother. Folding it np care- 
fully as if it were a batik-note he places it secure- 
ly in bis breast-pocket. 

" Now btaie the tree with your axe," he adds 
to tbe negro. "Not that side, this side toward 
tbe cabin. That will do, tbank you." His voice 
is so gentle Catfish Bobbins and tbe negro both 
glance at him with surprise. 

"Stay," he adds; " Bobbins, I tbank yon for 
year kindness to the dead. I can't tai^ now. 
Another day, when God pleases, I certainly will 
repay yoo. Now go." 

" Wait a moment, Stjuire," says Hoi Bobbins. 
"Not now, gol" says the lawyer, impatiently. 
"Aboat his property, you bein' the heir — " 
"What do yoo want?" 
"Oh, nothin', nothin' at all. What I was 
tryin' to say is, yon needn't go an' distress your- 
self a'posin' there was so much plunder bomed 
up or tooken away by them devils. Fact is, 
there was almost none. Tou see he'd been 
sirippin' himsell^ girin' first to one an' then to 
another till a'most nothin' was left. Families 
of people wboee husbands had gone to the war. 



lire, you wouldn't mind a poor 
le of these yer old rails?" says 
singly; "maulin' rails ain't so 



yon see : other families, too, whose men folks 
had run away to keep from goin' to the war. I 
see his last blanket down at Widow Uaxwell's 
only last week." 
" Well, go ni 
"Hold on, S 
fellow bavin' so 
Hoi Bobbins, co 

funny with measitUiieU to was, fever an' ague — " 
" Take any thing you wish of what is left on 
the place. Stop. Boll two or three large logs 
over this grave." 

"'Coant of them hogs an' things. It was 
rather shaller, that is the fact — " 

But what consolation can tbe minister use as 
they nde off at last from the spot? He says 
what he can, but to deaf ears ; his companion is 
too deep in thought to yield attention. He 
ceases at last, and they ride along the way they 
came tn eilence. Crossing tbe creek, whose 
turbid waters are harrying on as if they had 
heard of what is in tbe gully below and are 
crowding there to see, by one impulse they both 
urge dieir unwilling horses to the brink again, 
and sit gazing upon tbe murdered men circling 
round and round below. They gaze npon the 
ghastly sight ; and at tbe same period, if not at 
the same instant, millions throaghout the South 
" men assassinated in like fashion, 
I, here and there throughout all the 
SoDthem States. Millions? All men, women, 
children at the Sonth are more or less ci^ni- 
zant of, and are thinking upon, like tragedies; 
betteath whatever outer bearing, thinking, think- 
g- 

Tbe solemn pines put their heads together far 
above the pool with incessant whisperings of 
horror, parting and swaying themselves hither 
and thither if so be tbey may cost off from their 
branches the foul birds drawn froin leagues nway 
' the i^t. The waters babble garrulously to 
each other aa, having seen and borne tenderly 
up in their tun the mutilated dead, they rush 
away to bear the tale to river, and so to tbe 
broad sea. And over all bends the great God 
patient, knowing that events are converging 
w so rapidly, and by the inherent force of their 
n nature, to their appointed end. Yes, thank 
God, no stone falls, no planet torus, no comet 
flies with motion more certain than that by which 
every Judas goes "to hisown place." 

Ttie two friends are miles off along their road 
ifbre the silence is broken. 
" You won't object to camplDg oot with me 
to-night, Mr. Aithar ?" says the lawyer, at last. 
"We'vp done it together before now on our 
bunting excursions. I know a place up tbe 
creek where I camped once with Paul a week 
'bile be was getting his cabin ready. I can 
ot enter a bouse to-night — I conid not endure 
> see any one. And, besides, we've enough 
lef^ of our lunch for supper and breakfast." 
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The niebt has fallen bj this lime, but the spot 
is not far off — a Eectnded and grosBj knoll under 
the {iin«B. To dismount, letbcr their horeea where 
thej can graze, build a fire, and arrange them- 
lelres before it npon their saddle blankets, is ibe 
work of a few minutes. 

"Thank ;on, I can not," said the lawyer, 
when his companion pressed him to share in the 
food pnc ap 1^ Mrs. Sore! in lavish abundance 
for their lunch. "Ton eat, and listen. We 
nay not meet again soon, and Ttc much to saj. 
First, I want to tell ;oa aboat Paul. 

It is a long story, as Guy Brooks tells it, that 
night nnder the pines, the tight from the camp- 
fire flickeiing npon bis brood face as he speaks, 
revealing therein a new expression altogether. 
Mr. Arthnr is almost surprised at the calmness 
of hia friend, Guy and Paul were the two only 
children of a Kentucky planter. The lawyer 
lingered long npon even the trivial incidents of 
their boyish attachment to each other — like a 
boy again himself while he recalled them. The 
parents had died. Carrying out a long-cher- 
ished scheme, the brothers had sold the old 
place, bringing the negroes southward to their 
new home. "I am just beginning to under- 
stand Paul in reference to those negroes," said 
the lawyer. "Just before leaving Kentncky 
he joined the church. I am a professor too, 
as you know. Not as Paul was. We were 
very different. He had a hundred times my 
depth. I don't think it was his religion only. 
Onr father was a good man, bat oilr mother was 
an extraordinary woman for intelligence and 
piety. I remember her as if I saw her to-day, 
erect, heaniifnl, the flneet-looking woman I ever 
saw in my life. For years beGire her death she 
— through her I suppose — my father also, both 
were uneasy about the negroes, used to be often 
speaking with us, especially with Paul, who was 
justly the favorite with them, on the subject. 
Vagnely, perhaps. I don't know — never mind. 
As it was, Paul inmed over every soul of them 
to me. He said very little to me on the subject. 
So far as I know he never spoke a syllable abont 
slavery to a human being. He was a silent man 
on all points. He had a queer idea that he 
would prefer to he indBpendent, to work with 
his own hands for his living. I used to think j 
him a kind of dumb Daniel Webster — superior ; 
to me in every respect. I used to teU him how 
wrong it was to bury himself in the woods. He 
would say, ' I don't knOw, Gny^T've got odd 
notions. I'm before my limef, or behind them, . 
People are not ripe for me, or I am not ripe for , 
them: weareioo far apart somehow.' Itaeems 
to me now," continued the brother, mnsingly, 
" Paul did not feel prepared to brin^ his ideas 
lo bear on other men, or despaired of succeed- 
ing with them if be did. He resolved that his 
opinions should, at any rate, be a rule for him. 
I think he had a hope, too, the time was coming 



when he could do something ; a great believer 
in the Future Paul was — a deep, serious, joyful 
faith in what ia to be among us all right here. 
And so he lived meanwhile up there in his 
cabin, and worked hard. You see, after payinR 
the estate debts, nothing was left ns but the ne- 
groes, and he would neither sell tbem nor work 
them, nor take &om toe one cent more of what 
I got from their labor than he could help. He 
hunted a little^ read, especially his Bible ; 
helped his neighbors, and the like. Yes," add- 
ed the lawyer, suddenly, "I am Paul's heir, as 
Robbins says, and I intend to take full poBsession 
of my inheritance — all of it. Never mind that 
now. Ton told me to-day to wail — Providence 
would show ine what to do. You were right — 
Providence Aa» shown me my path at last." 

Immediate departure from Somerville, enlist- 
ment in the Federal army, life-long war against 
every foe which holds the South in bondage — 
the lawyer tells his friend his whole plan. 
"And your property?" begins Mr. Arthur. 
" I will write from the next town to Ferguson. 
I gave him a power of attorney months ago in 
case of accideuts ; he did the same to me ; as for 
that, we did not know what might tarn up. I 
owe no man a cent, except yourself, and Fergu- 
son will arrange all that. You will not be de- 
pendent on Mr. Eltis or Mil. Werner in any 
sense, I've fiaed Ihai," added the lawyer with a 
smile. "When they go to work, if they get 
time to do it, confiscating my property they will 
find they had a lawyer to deal with, even if he 
isn't a Yankee. What to do with them?" he. 
added, aAer a pause, in more anxious accents. 
" Do with whom ?" 

" I do believe it was that which staggered 
Paul," continued the lawyer. "You can not 
free them at the Sonth. You'd have to sell half 
of them to pay the expenses of tbe other half to 
Liberia. The North won't have them. Well, 
all Egypt is being stirred for them just now. 
When they get lo the very edge of the Red Sea 
perhaps the waves wilt part in some way before 
them," he added, musingly. 

" Halloo, I never thought of it !" ho sndden- 
lyexclaimed, with brightening face, "why not go 
with me?" 

"No," adds his friend, promptly; "I agree 
with you, your path is plain. Mine is not. At 
least not lo go yet. I know I seem doing no- 
thing in Somerville, less and less apparently ev- 
ery day. As your brother said, the people there 
and I are too far apart. I am worn down in 
\ggle with evils there, mightier than my puny 
hand to do more at least than point out. But 
not yet. My heart is not ready to go; I would 
feel too mnch like Jonah. We must be gov- 
erned by our conscience. Yon won't thank me, 
but I would feel almost as reluctant lo go with 
yon as I would to go with good Mr. Ellis in his 
way — it is right for you, but not for me." 
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It is long after midnight, tbe camp-fire often 
replenislied before [hsy cessed from their earnest 
conversation. Then, with a fervent prayer for 
divine aid, thej fell asleep, each on hia blanket, 
Ibeir feet to iha fire, nnder the pines making 
monmful Inllaby over them. Bnt before doing 
go, the law}vi had scooped oat a hole into which 
he drew the coals, lest ibej shoald attract any 
one to the spot while they slept — " To say no- 
thing alioDt your lifo" — be said as he did it — 
"my life is verj precious to me from this hour. 
I have BO much I want to do. " 

When Mr. Arthar awakes next morning after 
anch a sleep as people enjoy only nnder the free 
air of heaven, he finds his friend cooking the 
remaina of their enpper at the fire. 

"Up, man: it's late breakfast ! I could hardly 
wait till yoa woke. I'm going to eat such a meal 
as people never make except in camp I" he says; 
and the minister joins him in the repast, won- 
dering in the change which has token place in 
the Kentuckian's manner. 

Yes, the gloom, hesitation, donbt which has 
darkened over that broad face 
darkening deeper and deeper as the slow days 
roll by, is gone as by a chann. There is trace 
of the sharp distress of the nigbt before, bat dis- 
tress out of which has hroken a new light. He 
moTes, speaks, langhs like the frank-visaged, 
pltun-spoken, warm-hearted Eentuckian be was 
that day, years ago, when the yonng parson 
stepped, tbe day of his arrival in SomerviUe, 
out of Che stage and, as it were, into his very 
'arms. A less care-worn man you would not wish 
to see and shake hands with. He is almost jo- 
vial now, in sudden reaction from king uncer- 
tainty and indecision. Out of the brambles ai 
last, a broad, clear path stretches awaj straight 
before him. - 

" And yon hold to your decision ?'' he says i 
last to his friend, as a voyager, flashed and es 
ger for his jonmey to some happy port, migl 
apeak to one who lingers behind on a deserte 

"Yes, my mind is clear as well as yours. 
Mr. Arthur endeavors to rally and to speak e 
stontly as he can, cheerfully even. " Somerviile 
. is my post of duty Blill. For me to leave would 
be desertion ; my dag, you know, yet flies 
as well as whither yon are going. I stay bound 
in the spirit in Jernealem, not knowing the things 
thatbefall me there.'' 

"God forbid the rest of the passage shoold 
come true of yon I" adds his friend, hastily, and 
with blank face. 

" I know nothing about that ; I only stand 
my post. As (o the rest, why, God's will be 

"Ob, well, I dare say, only, Mr. Edward Ar- 
thar, don't be too sure that yonr dnty is all that 
keeps yon in SomerviUe. Unless I tremendoni 
ly mistake, there is a certain scmeihing vastly 



attractive. Never color so, man," he adds, 
heartily ( " all our motives are terribly mixed np. 
And I tell you, Sir, you are right. Leave my 
mother out of question, and the one yon chink 
' is the finest specimen of a lady, that is, ail! 
:, she is so young. Go ahead, man, go ahead 1" 
"I'm afraid," begins his companion, gravely, 
there will have Co be a very great change bo- 
fore—" 

Change!" breaks in Che lawyer, who is in 
highest spirits; "and there will be a great, a 

)ns, a most magnificent change. Not in a 
moment, in the twinkling of an eye, perhaps; 

le ihall all be changed— I don't mean any 

jrence — even in SomerviUe. I have all 
Paul's faith—not the Apostle, my Paul's — in the 
Future, only I stand nearer to it, understand it 
perhaps better." 

is an hour yet before they part. But when 
they do Mr. Arthur rides back alone toward 
SomerviUe at last, not as sad a man as when the 

Mends passed over the same road tbe day 
before. Thank God fof our memory of the Fast ! 
thanks be to Him fbr our enjoyment of the Pres- 
ent] but threefold thanks be to Him, above all, 
for — the Future t 



CHAPTER XVII. 

"OHAPPYdayl — O glorious and blessed day ! 
— O day for us to celebrate with joyful hearts as 
long as we live here and throughout all eternity! 
No room for hesitation now. Many a time you 
have laaghed aC your humble speaker — said, 
'Don't be too fast, Brother Barker' — haht was 
I not right ? From the first whisper of the great 
news I believed it all, eveiy syllable. Shame 
upon you who held back, who wanted confirma- 
tion, as yon call it. There was your sin. Men 
standing high like among ns, too — like tbe lord 
on whose hand the king leaned that our text — 
Second Kings, seventh — speaks about. Tou 
wouldn't believe me any more than they woold 
the lepers when they came to tell of Che invad- 
ing army fied. Like them, it is faith yon need. 
Yon mny despise me, but you can'C take from 
me my faith. You hesitated. You stud, Louis- 
ville taken ? May be so. Cincinnati captnred ? 
Perhaps ; only there's a good many people living 
in that town, railways to bring more, and cho 
like. But Washington captured? you asked. 
Don't know about chat. Yon all believed ahont 
the second battle of Manassas which went be- 
fore all this glorious success ; yon hemmed and 
hawed abont the rest. Only let me have the 
hamble satisfaction of calling yon all to witness 
this day thati believed it all from the first — sec- 
ond victory of Manassas, capture simaltaneondy 
thereafter of Louisville, Cincinnati, Washington 
; — yes, and of Philadelphia and New York City, 
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too, wbicb will soon fallow. Is it becanse I be- 
lieTB in our glotiona Davii and Lee and Stone- 
irall Jackson and oar gallant armj? Not one 
bit of it. Wbat I believe in is God. From the 
firetl bavesaid, Bretbren, here's Che onljgroand 
10 Btand on. This whole war ia a war for siav- 
erj. God teaches plainly in His Word glaveij ! 
is a diiine ordinance. In all the world we are 
His pecnliar people, being tbe only people on 
cajtii who beliave in the ingtitnlion as such. 
An infidel North, an infidel world against as, ! 
but God for usl Yon have trembled and said, 
' Oh, the North is so populous, so rich, so unit- 
ed, BO determined — the North is bo tbiii, and the ' 
North ia eo that.' All I said is this, Ver; good, . 
if tbe North is all this and a millionfold more 
so, what do I care? Tbe God of tbia Bible is 
for ns. But the whole civilized world is against 
09. Who care* if all the devils in hell were ' 
too? If God be for ua,wbo can be ag^nst ns? j 
I, all the brethren in our denomlaatioa, almost 
every preacher of every denomination has said 
the same here at the South-~if yon wonid only 
believe it when yon hear it. There in that 
ninth veree — 'We do not well: this day is a 
day of good tidings; and we hold our peace;' 
what the lepers said to one another. As I said 
in taking that text, this being a day of good tid- 
ings, I don't intend to hold my peace I" 

And Brother Barker did not. It was on Sun- 
day morning in his pnlpit in Somerville, to his 
cbnrch crowded to its utmost capacity. For a 
week the news he specifies has been pouring in, 
increasing in magnitude and being more fully 
confirmed every mail. Some rqoicings had tak- 
en place from its very first arrival ; but last night 
tbe news was so entirely confinned that even the 
most prudent Secessionist in Somerville aban- 
doned any doubt as to its authenticity. Hur- 
rahing until hopeless hoarsenesi, bonfires, fire- 
aims from cannon down to the feeblest pistol, 
bells bom the higbell of tbeBrick Cbnrch down 
to the weakest tea-bell in the bands of baby as- 
sisted to hold and shake it 1 Shaking of bands 
till exhaustion. Somerville has rejoiced before, 
hut Somerville outdoes Somerville this time. 
Very properly, the news being by &r the most 

AroDod Mr. Fergngoti, silting grimly aloft in 
bis room, Somerville sweeps and roais like a 
maelstrom, all the county around sucked into 
the vortes of r^oicing. Like a hunted lion in 
his brushy lair, tbe Scotchman broods in defiant 
scorn behind hia grizzly beard. His only care is 
to secnre each and every dispatch or other print- 
ed fragment in relation to the news as it ap- 
pears, and before it can be whelmed in the tor- 
rent of later and fresher tidings, give it a per- 
manent place in his Scrap-book according to it« 
exact date and sequence. It is a ve>7 Daniel 
Lambert of volumes. No easy matter to handle 
it now, as it lies on a table in the Scotchman's 



room devoted expressly to it ; and it is growing 
rapidly in these days. Mr. Ferguson has no 
children, not even a cat, and this is his pet 
Mr. FerguBon has no viwiors beyond Dr. War- 
ner, Guy Brooks before he leA, Hr. Arthnr, and 
one or two more; his business is destroyed for 
present; the collection is at once fais only 
business and recreation. 

Yes, on this Sunday morning, while Mr. Ar- 
thnr is preaching the old, obsolete, utterly nnin- 
teresling Gospel to quite a small congregation, 
both he and they none the brighter IVom a night 
from which sleep had been routed by the bellB — 
at the same hour Brother Barker actually out- 
does and altogether eclipses the Brother Barker 
of an; previous occasioD. No wander. Is not 
the North now finally defeated? The war is 
over, as Brother Barker very justly reasons in his 
sermon. Washington being captured, there is 
no longer any Northern Government existing to 
fight. With. tears in his eyes ha conffesaea in 
sermons, and in conversation which fills np all 
the space between sermons, to a feeling even of 
deepest pity for this misguided and infidel but 
now utterly wrecked and ruined people. As he 
refers to it in the polpit he has broken down, 
turned hitnself to one side to wipe his eyes 
and blow his nose. Friends must excuse him, 
he was born among that infatuated people who 
have BO madly rushed upon their ruin ; and so, 
with a hasty swallow or two and a twenty-fiftb 
sip at the tumbler of water beside him, he tucks 
his wet handkerchief nnder the edge of his Bi- 
ble. 

"I know your magnanimous souls, dear 
friends. Even in this hour of your final tri- 
umph you pi^ your fallen foe. In view of their 
awful overthrow we all feel to Borrow over them. 
It was an inscrntable Providence that caused 
me, no will of my own, to be bom there. Yon 
will excuse — yon know how wicked Jerusalem 
was, yet you know who wept over it]" 

Pardon the hand which records this, but shall 
not that time be set down as it actually was? 

"I have beard from my earliest infancy many, 
very many sermons ; in fact, in the earlier por- 
tion of my existence I never heard any thing 
else," Captain Simmons remarks to a group of 
friends in the grocery next day, "but I never 
beard a mote brilliaot discourse — a more affect- 
ing one, pacts of it, in my life. My nature re- 
volts from a Yankee, even when a Secessionist, 
yet I must do Parson Barker justice to say that." 

"Bear in your minds, friends, this one ibing," 
reiterates Brother Barker, speaking the almost 
unanimous sentiment of his denomination South 
at that hour. "The success of our glorious Con- 
federacy, the desirnciion of the old United States 
and the infidel North is the doing of the Al- 
mighty. And why? Because he coiJd not be 
a just God and act otherwise." 

And it is a little singular that the sovereignty 
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of Gc^d ia the tlieme, far from the firat or the last 
lime, of Mr. Anhuc'a sermon at the aftme hour, 
the grand doctrine, not the same inferences. 
Though he, Coo, is dreading this morning in se- 
cret lest the will of Heaven maj be at last as 
Brother Barker interprets it — dreading it, re- 
buking himself for any pain at what Heaven do- 
trees, jet oh that acute, bitter, aiclcening dread 1 
"Not m; will but Thine!" he repeats a thou- 
sand times, but oh that it would throb in his very 
heart as veil as on his tongue I 

"Yon ohserre my condition, fiiends," says 
Brother Barker, half an hour later in his dis- 
course. "My bleeding lungs will not permit — 
I must close. Only I find on the desk a note 
making request ihatl will explain a little ScHp- 
turo before we part. With pleasure will I do so." 
And that thin, sallow-faced fellon'-treatQre — his 
lank hair combed hack off his forehead and ; 
tucked behind hia ears, the centre and sonl for j 
near two hours non of that crowded church, 
enjoys, as he leans forward over his cushion, 
note in hand, a degree of self-satJs&ction intense 
beyond the ordinary allotment of the rest of as. 
"I find here," he says, "some questions to 
answer. I have had no time to examine them. 
I trust my general knowledge of this blessed 
Book is safficient. ' First, What does prophecy 
mean by the stars of heaven 7' An easy ques- 
tion to answer," with a smile: "as I have often 
told yon, by the stars of heaven is meant 
prophecy governments, particularly the States 
which once composed tlus Union. ' Second, 
Has prophecy a meaning when it speaks of 
third part of the stars of heaven?' Whoeve 
wrote this note contd hardly have attended th 
preaching of your most humble. I've explained 
it often in the Sunday-school. The smallest 
child tbere conid tell yon the reference is 
Confederate Slates; thirty-three £Catea at the 
time of Secession ; eleven seceded States. 
if there be, as Tve often explained, any thing 
certain, positively certain, in Scriptare," says 
the preacher, slowly, " it ia that by a third pan 
of the stars of heaven is meant these Confeder- 
ate Slates of America, Very good. 'Thii-d, 
When Scripture speaks of the great Bed Dragon 
what is meant ?' Beally, friends," says Brother 
Barker, smiling, "tbese questions are too sim- 
ple ; I'm wasting your time. By the Dragon is 
meant, of course, the Devil, the Adversary, Sa- 
tan. He is called great because of his terrible 
power over men. He is called red — the great 
red Dragon — to show that he hums like fire with 
fury, and because he accomplishes his dreadful 
purposes against raen very often by bloodshed 
and war. ' A last question : Please say, then, 
what is meant by lievclatian, twelfth chapter, 
third and fourth verses.' Kevelation, twelfth, 
tiiird— twelfth, third." Brother Barker has his 
long forefinger on the place in an instant, and 
reads, without a panse; "'And there appeared 



another wonder in heaven; and behold a great 
red dragon, having seven heads and ten hams, 
and seven crowns upon his heads.' All this 
emblematic," the preacher pauses here to say, 
"of the devil's terrible power over men ; but let 
as go on : ' And his tail drew Che third part of 
the Stan of heaven, and did cast them to Che 

_ Total silence in the vast audience. Then a 
perfectly distinct "by George I" from the direc- 
tion in which Bob Withers is seated, vritli a tit- 
tering among thejoungcr portion, first at Broth- 
er Barker's aspect of sudden and total discom- 
fiture, swelling as the meaning of this most un- 
expected Scripture breaks upon them according 
le explanation yet ringing in their earsi 
The whole congregation at last catch the joke, 
join in. The thing comes upon it so sud- 
denly. The reaction of feeling also. The sym- 
pathy of a crowd oF laughers likewise. 

Brother Barker has closed the Bible, very sal- 
n indeed, and leans himself over the desk with 
deprecating hand for some time before he can 
make himself heard. 

Brethren," he begins, at last, in his most 

solemn tones, "an enemy hath done — " But 

the congregation has at this instant a fresh 

;se of the joke, and go off together in another 

al of laughter, as audiences sometimes will, 

much at Brother Barker himself, the victim, 

at the sudden Scriptare. 

"An enemy, an enemy bath done this," ho 

sajs at last. " Once before, in my humble labors 



.CJooglc 



mSIDE.— A CHRONICXE OP SEdESSIOH. 



in the cBtue of the Soath and the God of the 
8ou^, an eDemj attempted to wr«8t Scripture 
at church in somewhat th« same way. I fore- 
Baw then and told friends he wrested Scripture 
to bis own destmclioii. Yoa hare all beard the 
fate, the just fate, of the traitor who did it — the 
doable Tengeance of God on him as a tr^tor 
both to his C0UDI17 and to bis Bible. Like 
Uzzah, he laid his hand on the Ark of the Lord, 
and, like Uziah, he perished for hia ein. " 

Bat there is laughter breaking forth yet, here 
and there, among the most thoughtless. Brother 
Barker grows mora livid, bis hair seems blacker, 
his ejes like those of a serpent, his head pro- 
jected nearer his andience, hia long arm shak- 
ing a prophetic finger at them. 

" I have spoken of the fate of that miserable 
man's hodj," he adds ; "but what of his im- 
mortal soul gone to the Judgment? I tell yon, 
friends, dialoyaltj to the Confederacj is a sin 
against God, a great rin. lie will damn a man 
for that as well as for any other siu. The Powers 
that be are ordained of God ; and It goes right 
on to add : Whosoever therefore resiateth the 
power, resisieth the ordinance of God, and thej 
that resist shall receive to themselves — Damna- 

But it is impossiUe to describe the force and 
ten with which the word passes the speaker's 

"As to the parson mho wrote this" — the 
preacher holds out the otFeusive note at arm's- 
length — "let him look oot for himself. Ke may 
be here this instant. I tell you, Sir, whoever 
yon are, we have your handwrita. Ton can not 
escape. Has it come to this!" wails Brother 
Barker. " Is it possible there can exist among 
OS men so desperate I Men who can yet cling 
to onr vile foe, cling to it in the very hour that 
Heaven has finatl; cmihed it beneath its awful 
wrath I From whom," continues the speaker, 
after a pause, and with a lower leaning of his 
body to his andience, as he asks the question, in 
confidence, of them, "did the writer of this get 
his Bible passages ? The Concordance by which 
this note was got up belongs," shaking the pi 
per almost to pieces in his extended hand as he 
speaks, " to a minister of the Gospel now living, 
this moment preacbinf^ preaching witbont one 
prayer for the Conffederacy, in Somervillel" 
And the speaker'^ silence is more eloquent 
meaning than any words could be. Not a grown 
person but sajrs to himself — Mrs. Warner is not 
the only lady who whispers it to her neighboi 
then — "Parson Arthur." 

"I will say this mucti more" — the preacher 
baa worked himself by this time into a fi^nzy, 
the projection of bis lean body, long arms, small 
head over the desk, with the hiss of his words 
resembling him, even to Tim Lamum, who 
on one side of the pulpit, crowded there by the 
Kress of the occasion, and has the preach) 
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profile, to an enraged serpent — "this mo- 
ment our brave boys, your own husbands, broth- 
erg, sons, lovers, friends are far away there, 
enduring hanger, cold, intense toil for their 
itry, lying in their heart's gore, being thia 
very instant butchered by a fiendish tbe; pour- 
ing out from every vein their rich, warm. South- 
em bloodi And for what? Doing the Al- 
mighty's work on their and His hellish foes. 
Yes, pursuing and slaughtering and burning 
the Lonigvilles and Cincinnatis and Washing- 
tons of your deieated tyrants as those other 
slaveholders and peculiar people of God did the 
t Our dear boys are this moment 
slaying such of our cruel foes as come in their 
reach; and here are we at home, the same foes 
right among •us, people sitting deliberately, in- 
Bultiogly down lo write such a paper as this" — a 
deadly shake 10 it — "while we are exulting in 
our great victories. Men right at our firesides I 
Adders doubting the news on the very hearth- 
stones which warm them. I tell yon what, 
friends and fellow-citizens" — and the preacher, 
lower down over bis desk, two-thirds of his body 
toward his breathless congregation, suils eyes 
and lips, long arms aod convulsive hands, face 
livid and teeth set, to the words — "you should 
this hour seize tiie nretcbes and crush them She 
vipera under your feetl" and the stamp with 
which he dashes bis heel upon their shattered 
beads thrills every heart. 

But not without the conscious nprising in his 
own bosom, ay, and in the bosom of every 
Christian man there, of a something adverse to 
all this, not without thai, no not without that I 

Only human nature, and that nataro yours, 
dear reader, as well as bis. Our common na- 
ture ; in this instance dizzied in and by the 
raging of such a whirlwind as never befalls twice 
a centary. Let Him decide the degree of guilt 
who only can. 

Beaction, however, being thus established. 
Brother Barker draws himself back again into 
the pulpit and takes np his well-worn hymn-book. 

"Sixty-eighlPsalm, first part, long measure: 



Brethren, please sing." 

Yes, the case of Mr. Arthur grows a mQre 
painful one every day. Many of his members, 
once his warmest friends, cease to attend church ; 
even those whom he knows most cordially to ap- 
prove hia course are very rare indeed in their 
attendance there, exceedingly shy of being seen 
conversing with him, even for an instant, on the 
street. So many whom he once knew pass him 
on the streets, refusing to apeak to him, that he 
now takes the initiative in that matter, and nev- 
er himself first salntea any one of whose friendly 
feeling he entertains the least doubt. The very 
children are, in more instances than one, prompt- 
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"YOU BL&CK-HEABTISD ABOLITIONIST 1" 



ei to call dfCer him as he passes along. The 
, week after Brother Barker's sermon Mrs. War- 
ner's little son salutes him as "A black-hearted 
Abolitionist." It is on record tbot the same 
thjld receives, for the first time in manj moniha. 



an exceedingly severB chastisement from Dr. 

Warner, followed by a much more severe sconi^- 
ing of the Doctor himself by the tongne of hta 
wife ; bat who dare raise the sacred veU of their 
family privacy to exjilain matters? 
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In fact, tfr. Arthni's apprehenBion of the ex- 
act standing of a kper in Hebrew Bociety is 
clearer than it erer was before, with all biB read- 
ing. Bnt let only tnith be told; wilb all bis 
bitter nnpopalaricj in tbe coamuml^r he enjoys 
a Bweeter, more solid peace than ever befbre. 

" It reminde me of the sto>7 of the prisoner 
whose dangeoD was corioiulj constmcled to 
contract around him every day," he saja to Mr. 
Ferguson, who has jnst read alond from his 
portly scrap-book a furious onslaught upon "the 
■niscreaul ministers yet lingering among ui who 
refuse to pray for the Confederacy," from the 
last Somorville Star. 

"They do their utmost. to drire you away. 
Only go, and tbey will publish you as having 
deserted to the Federals, being a hypocrite and 
a spy all the time you were hare," added the 
Scotehman, upon whom qaite a change has 
passed, by-lhe-by. Bough, cross, an old bach' 
elor, and a tough Scot, iinc« Gny Brooks has 
gone — " fled in a base and cowardly ntaaner to 
our dastardly foes," as the Star had it — Mr. 
Ferguson, whose regard for Mr. Arthur has, 
since Secession, steadily increased, is now, to 
him at least, more gentle than he was erer kno<m 
to be to man before. There is the spirit of John 
Knox in Mr. Arthur which he can not resist 

"Yes, if you were to go yon would leave an 
odor.behind you. proving yon to have been all 
along the vilest of wolves in sheep's clothing, 
jnst as tbe smell of brimstone proves a departed 
viutant to have been the devlt." So be com- 
forts his friend. 

Heretofore he scarcely ever visited any one. 
The trath is, he was afraid to leave bis collec- 
tion. Now he lugs and crowds that ponderous 
volume into the iron safe in which he keeps bis 
land-titles and money, and frequently visits Mr. 
Arthor in the stady of the latter. If busy when 
his friend enters the minister merely returns the 
dry Good-moming, and wavee tbe Scotchman 
to a cbaii till be gets through. Often Mr. Fer- 
guson mounts bis horse, a ecrabby, obs^naie 
hack, the very counterpart of his owner, and 
visits his friend out at Mis. Sorel's. He has 
even been known to pat Bobby, 'when out there, 
on the bead — the first time he has touched a 
child for many, many years. Tme, the conver- 
sation is upon the one topic notil Mr. Arthur 
wearies of it, yet he experiences a pleasure in 
having his grim and taciturn friend with him. 
It is somehow like tbe having a rocky barrier 
Cor the time between him and tbe roar and dash 
of the ocean^or, very broad, deep, dark, and 
clamoroos is the phase of Secession jnst imw. 

"I know doaens of eases in which tbey have 
made preachers take the oath even though they 
farloughed them to preach; resign this morn- 
ing, and before night Simmons and Tim Lam- 
um will be after yon, " says Mr. Ferguson, pei- 
petnally. 



"None of the interest in religions matters 
amongeven tbe best of our people, which 1 count- 
ed on to make Dp for other things," moans Mr. 
Arthur. "The Union men dying the coun- 
try 01 giving up all heart, despahring of tbe pur- 
pose or the power of the General GovemmenL 
So many who abhorred Secession have gone into 
it from a deeper haired still of Abolition. Bnt 
ob, this spiritual apathy 1" 

"Quite a contrast to the (fervent praying, 
preaching, singing, crowding, at that Eellon Barb- 
er's Sunday services and Weekly prayer-meet- 
ingsl" says bis friend. "But tbe inspiration 
of all that is purely tbe Confederacy. It lives 
with it, will die with it." 

"Tbey ignore, for the present, every Go^iel 
doctrine, so far as urging it is concerned, I fear," 
leplies Mr. Arthur. "God is feared principally 
as the One who may help the Federals ; believed 
in, and invoked, and clung to, maioly as tbe One 
who must and.shail help the Confederates. It 
does seem as if their chief affection for the very 
Saviour now is, because he sanctioned, or, at 
least, did not expressly condemn, slavery. At 
heart the tmly pious are better than M this, 
but this is the enter seeming. And 1, perfai^, 
am OS fanatical — only tbe other way." 

"The Almighty, "puts in the Scotchman, rev- 
erently, " is simply witholding his gracious Spirit 
for the present, leaving men, for the time, to 
ibeir own ways. There is now a lull in that 
Divine wind which bloweth as it listeth.'- 

"And, the analogy of Nature, will it prove 
true here?" says the minister, eagerly, "the 
strong blowing which seamen know always to 
follow a calm." 

"When His other instrumentalities liave got 
slavet? ont of the way. Even that man Barker 
has some blind idea toward tbe truth. Before 
this last ridiculous news, tbey tall me, he had a 
vast deal to say about scone Jonah or other be- 
ing under deck of the Ship of State — some wedge 
of gold and Babylonish garment being hidden 
somewhere in camp which prevented success." 

"I fear he refers to the Union men still left 

unhang in the land — not to the institution ; hut 

who can tell ? How often I wish I could catch 

a glimpse of some men's heartti Alas, I do not 

even know my own!" says Mr. Arthur. "I 

't want to speak of myself; bnt I do feci as 

was actually in Jul — my feet in tbe slocks." 

And midnight upon you; then do as Faol 

and Silas did, intike case: pray and singpraises 

to God. Tbe earthquake will come in doe time," 

is the consolation of the Scotchman. 

"But so many really good men have gone 
into this thing — men who hated it at first as 
much as myself] Some from the influence of 
others, especially their wives or sons; some be- 
! money is to be made in it ; some from de- 
spair of the success of tbe Federal Oovemment; 
because they aro led to regard Heaven as 
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beioB Bt iMt, hj ita Hjot, on the tide of tbe 
Sonth. WiMt pwni mo moM a, that miniiten, 
ninutenof OUT own dBnominktion — men oldsr, 
wiaoT, mora derated than I — men niperior to me 
in enty tenae, ihoold be >o thoronghlj pemud- 
ed Mtd lealoas for tbe ConfederBcj." And Hr. 
Artbnr'i besd u he walks hii itnd/, whereiii 
(hit convBiution takai place, sinki npoB hit 
bosom in deep and painfnl tbooghL 

Tbe Scotchman liti U tbe table, appaienlJ/ 
taming orer the lekTea of a Bidgelsj'i " Bod; 
ofDinnit;" in aearch of aomething. Reall; he 
b tar away in Scotland, standing betide a grare 
wherein he taw laid, jeui on yean ago, a fair 
joong form, whose bine ejm and flaxen locks 
are parti of hit menor; fbrerer. The pinmed 
Hamlet, the white-bettrded Lear, tbe iwarthj 
Otliello 70D tee npon the itage are not the onl; 
beroee of drama. This grizdy old Scot was not 
driTen apart from men and so deep within him- 
self, more a hermit than if fled to desert and 
caTC, wiihont hit traged;^ too- 

Whtt diTine finger tooches bis heart this mom- 
iog 7 Astonished that he had oerer thought of 
it befiirE, a new pnrpoee, at hit e;e rests npon 
Us fHend, mddenlf bloetoms npon him, like tbe 
abnond bnd npon Aaron's dead rod. A new 
porpote I And like the arriTal of the lime for 
the pnttii^ &rth of buds, it brings a spring and 
a joj with it eren to the wintrj old Scot. A 
parpoM, and a sabstantial one, too, at we shall 
yet tee. 

It Uriket him — the change in thit once en- 
thoMBStic joaag ditine, who came to Somerville 
to accomptitfa wonders — that is long ago now. 
The long gallops before breakfast, perh^M. Sa; 
it it the*planget the year aronnd into tbe cold 
pool Hajbe it is because, in inCerrals of study, 
Hr. Arthur toilt in Mn. Sorel's garden so with 
hoe and spade. Because, once too reliant on 
others, circamUBQces in these days have thrown 
him altogether on himself, perhaps. And it may 
be for tbe reason that he has been swimming 
Tery long now agaiDBt a current broad and deep. 
All tbe proridences of Heaven, from without and 
from within, have wrought together to make 
him, bodily, mentally, tplritaallj, a thonsand 
timet the man he once wet. Men will turn to 
look upon bim at be passes them hereafter, say- 
ing to themselTes, " There is one who hat had a 
history." Ay, and one, please God, who has a 
history before him also. 

The Scoldimau remorea a tumbler of fresh 
flowers from ofl' an old Tolume of Shakspeane on 
the table ; and with the ugbt and smell of the 
flowers ia mingled a fair &ce he sees at Snnday- 
tebool and church. Tes, yes, if God will, there 
shall be a story, yet nnlired, as pleasant as any 
Winter's Tale or As yon Like It in old Shaks- 
peare or out of it : a story of lore through years 
of trial, and, at last, union just the sweeter and 
more perfect for all that Not that Mr. Fergn. 



it perfectly confident ; he knowi too mach 
of this sorrowfol world for that. If it ii in my 
power, he says, 

Bnt Mr. Arthur is thinking as he waUu of 
that last visit good Mr. Ellis made bim the Sattir- 
day before Hr. Ellis's last appearance at cbnrcb. 

"I do not ask you to take an active part," 
Mr. Ellis had closed a long entreaty with bis 
pastor by saying. "I confett there it mnch ia 
Hr. Baiier's temper and manner which I can 
not approve. Bnt people tell me every day that 
you wish the defeat of the Confederacy, the snc- 
cees of the Fedendt. Assure me this is not so. 
This U all I ask." 

Hr. Ellis had been nrging the waning influ- 
ence and nsefulnesa of bis pattor with tears in 
his eyes ; most sincerely is he attached to bis 
pastor and to his cborch. If he possibly could 
he would cling to both. 

"Being bom at the Sonth, it is impossible for 
me, at for ;ou, to desire auf thing other than 
what is for the welfare of the Sontb. As to the 
rest, I can only say, Ciod's will in regard to the 
South be done. He knows what is best for the 
South { let OS leave it to Him." 

And Hr. Ellis can by no means be satisfied 
with that. If Ur, Arthur could only have told him 
that he can not regard either Secession or slav- 
ery as things for which Heaven is likely to fight. 

Dark days these for Hr.Ellia. Tme,the£on- 
federacy baa been most wonderfully victorious of 
lata; ita ultimate snccets it acertainty, of course. 
But then Henry is off in camp, terribly exposed 
body and soul. The demoralization even amoni; 
Christian men Is frightful. And Mr. Ellis, his 
expentee becoming heavier every day, is making 
nothing there in his empty store. Strange to 
say, there is a love of property developing in Mr. 
Ellis's bosom which surprises men — an altogeth- 
er peculiar love. The new emotion surprised 
himself at first; but-he is past that now. In 
fact, Mr. EUit is becoming known as, of all Se- 
cessionists in Somerville, that one whose feelings 
are most involved in it. He it nerront, sensi- 
tive, quick to take oflbote, petnlsnt exceedingly 
when bad news is coming. Far &om as liberal, 
however, toward the object at he was at firM. 
He has been so drained, you sec, and doubly 
drained by its perpetual appeals. 

"Who knows, Hr. Ferguson," says Mr. Ar- 
thur at last, "bnt Providence may permit tbe 
Confederacy to be established — a Christian na- 
tion of slaveholders, off by itself fiom all inter- 
meddling — to show what Christianity within It 
can efiect on slaves ? The world may thus get a 
new idea ofthe power of religion; and the tiaves 
may thus be in an admirable [raining for freedom, 
if such they are to hare at some future period." 

"Visionary I" growls the Scotchman. "God 
worki according to taws inherent in the nature 
of things. We have no Scripture warruit to 
calculate npon miracles in our case; and this 
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Mqnires a donble miracle. Oalj by s Bopenikt- 
ural jeBtniiQt would the world be beld beck from 
aoch iniermeddling. Only by a miraculoaa in- 
crease of the ChriBtinnity at the South will ovn- 
en do more for and wiEb their slares than here- 
tofore. Bid they not A^nou that mairiage ie an 
ordinance, the relation of parent and child is an 
ordinance of God, even if Elarei7 is, as well as 
slavery t Did they assert those ordinaocea for 
theslaTc? They bavehad the opportunity; itia 
gone from tbem forever. Christianity t It de- 
mands the obeervance of the parental and mari- 
tal relation in tbe case of every disciple, wbite 
and black, and that is atterlj inconsistenC with 
the very existence of slavery. Let a Christian 
owner try any improvement upon the cnltore of 
hia slaves; like a dog with a tin kettle tied to 
his tail he woald be ran ont of tbe conntry, with 
Abolitionist ! fastened to him in no lime." 

"Well, tben," says his theorizing friend, 
"Heaven may permit the Confederacy to gain 
its independence, to set np for itself, isolated 
from all the world, as a nation peculiar in this — 
that it claims to be Christian, yet on the basis 
of slavery. The Baler Of all may permit this 
that said nation may work out its own ruin apart 
from all the worid by the law of self-destruction 
inherent in every wrong thing ; or that, as a dis- 
tinctively slave yet nominally Cbrislian nation, 
it may be the object of His swift and direct 
vengeance." 

"I prefer," gmmbles Mr.rergoeon, "to take 

sioD the South is at arm's-length from the Na- 
tional Government, and Heaven is giving that 
Government both will and power to scourge the 
, South out of Secession and slavery, and back into 
civilization, Christianity, the Union, and the nine- 
teenth century. That is the way Providence has 
worked from creation till now — by means." 

Bat Mr. Arthur's attention is rambling. He 
has lived all his life at the South; and ae he 
walks up and down there come np into bis mind 
the many instances of oppression, cruelty, cor- 
ruption, awful sin, which liave passed under bis 
own eye in connection with, and the direct and, 
ns human natnre is constituted, tbe necessary 
fruits of Just such an institution. How many, 
many there are 1 Were he outside tbe South be 
would not mention one of them to a soul. He 
would not narrate a single instance of tbem all 
even to Mr. Ferguson. He almost blamed him- 
self for recalling them to memory. He an Abo- 
litionist, even in tbooghtl Perhaps ten years 
hence people even at the South will hardly ad- 
preciate the horror with which sucb a man as he 
shrank then from the thought. He ventures now 
only this far : 

"People say I am not sound, Mr. Fei^nson. 
They are right in a sense. I am vety much 
apart from them. If I conld only, stand np and 
ipeak ! I am no true Southern man, they say. 



As if the believing in and urging on the men 
and the things which have destroyed, are de- 
stroying, my own native soil, as I htoui they ai^ 
constitutes that 1 And here I am gagged, tied 
hand and foot, not permitted to do or say one 
tiling for my conntry, dearer to me now than 
ever. Make a gestnre even to save it, and I die. 
Running daily peril of death for even thinking 
and feeling — " 

" Patience, man I" interrupts his cooler friend. 
"Ton can at least preach the Gospel." 

"Not all of it. Not the many parts of it bear- 
ing directly on the times. No Sunday passes 
that there are not those at church expressly to 
see if there is a syllable in sermon or prayer 
upon which they can lay bold. More than once 
I have had persons t^row tbemKlves, as if casu- 
ally, in my way, who spoke in denunciation of 
slavery and Secession expressly to trap me. Btit 
if it was not for this spiritual apathy into which 
we have all fallen I I pray, 1 strive, I can not 
move it even though as ifith the finger of an in- 
fant. I can not even grapple with it in my own 
bosom. Powerless, absolutely powerless I" and 
he falls into a chair aod covers his face with his 

"Only mortified pride," says the Scotchman, 
with the promptjtude ot a surgeon. "Heaven 
wonld use you if it needed you. Who knows f 
You may be in training for future osefolness. 
And then yon may not be: only an atom, any 
way 1 When you have learned your own entire 
feebleness yon may lean upon Heaven enough 
for it to use yon in the fnture." 

" I feel at times as if there is no future," re- 
joins Mr. Arthur, after a silence. " That is, as 
if I bad reached the end of my career. No 
conntry left me. The very Chnrch of God pow. 
erlesB, or worked as the most powerful of all en- 
gines to delude and destroy the South. I will 
tell you what is about all my consolation jnsl 
now" — drawing a Concordance toward him aa 
be HCs at the table. 

Tbe Scotchman patiently listening, the yoirag 
theologian proceeds, with alacjity and increasing 
cheerfulness as he makes his points more and 
more past all doubt from Scripture, to prove con- 
clusively that the world will end, in all proba- 
bility, in a year or so. He rapidly explains Orom 
Daniel and Bevelation tbe twelve hundred and 
sixty years ; no doubt on that point. Now for 
the exact date from which this period is to date- 
Scott, Henry, Dr. Cnmmings, Gibbon — Milmao 
says differently, but isn't to be trusted— dozens 
of books are torn down from the shelves and con- 
sulted. The Emperor Phocas did declare Greg- 
ory universal bishop in 606 a-d. " Can you show 
me on what ground we are to doubt it?" asks 
Mr.Arthor, eagerly. "Now add 606 — please 
do it yourself on that slip of paper — to the twelve 
hundred and sixty." 

"For the' year in which the world is to end? 
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I can calcalate wiibont ciphering," eaya the 
grizzled Scotchman, with amnsemeiit under bis 
iMard. " EUactl; eighteen hundred and eixtj- 

"Bat really and in good earawt," pkads bis 

friend, as if for a gift, "You knon I 
dulge in idle specnlations in private or in pub- 
lic ; but it reallj does look aa if it iiiai/ be the 
year of the end of all. God in mercy grant it 1'' 
" All stnff, man I" says the callous Scotchman 
rising froia his sent with a yawn. " You nonld 
%ot say so if you had beard to-day of the final 
success of the Federals, not even if yoo had 
heard of any great victory on their part. Non- 
sense, mani Of that day and that hour — yon 
. remember." And Mr. Fergnson, 
the flowers on the table, the fair face 
Sanday-echool, and the yonth and energy of bis 
friend, of hie own new purpose loo, saja, 
phaticaHy, " For one, / hope not. 

"BcBides," adds the Scot, in his own n 
half an hour later, and with his collection open 
on iia table befbie him, "it would be the great- 
est pity," passing his hand lovingly over thi 
pasted pages, "the greatest pity in the work 
for such a collection as this to be burned np in 
complete, even if it is by a world on firel" ami 
thereupon Mr. Ferguson falls into meditation aa 
lo what kind of binding will be good enough for 
said collection ; and which of the Edinburgh 
public libraries most worthy of it at his death — 
all when the Confederacy is exploded. "My 
only fear is il will not last long enoogh 1 " he 



CHAPTER XVIII. 
Of late Mr.Naely— a beef-contractor now, and 
getting rich much more rapidly than when hi 
taught school,' no man striving more desperate- 
ly than he to keep himself in the very van of 
Son them sentiment — Snd shimselfsuddetilymys- 
tiflad and left behind. For several weeks now 
be has observed posted np from time to time on 
every dead wall about Somerville a mysterious 
placard of red paper, sword-shaped, bearing mys- 
tical lettra^ ; 




Tnrning whithersoever be goes to keep Mr. 
Neely out of some unknown Paradise, blazes this 
awful portent, until the contractor for beef can 
stand it no longer. He has questioned others 
in. Why had he not thought of it before ? 
Tim Lamnm! 

Even after he found Tim, in the bar-room of 
Staples's Hotel, industrionsly engaged — Tim is . 
a commissary agent these days, by deputy, his 
sole business by day being to smoke, with poker 
added at night — it is some time before Mr.Neely 
in get through with Bumside's repulse on the 
Rappahannock. This is the last news ; and to 
Mr, Neely fighting it over again with terrific 
slaughter Tim only pul!^ a languid assent. In 
fact, the war has become a bore to the ex-pro- 
marshal ; for that bubble of blood has burst 
before this, at least until another and moro reg- 
ir one can be blown. The Yankees being so 
'ariably and utterly routed in every fight, the 
Lependence of the Confederacy being beyond 
all question, very tired indeed is Tim of the 

d aow, when Mr. Neely at last arrives at 
lint, end desires admission lo whatever se- 
lociety lies behind the mystic sword, this 

Dragon of the Besperides has that one fatal 

question to ask : 

Where were you bom, Mr. Neely?" though 

he already knows perfectly well; and on Mr. 

Neely's reply assures the applicant that his ad- 
>n is therefore an imposeibiticy, and walks 
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That matter of birth — it clings to Mr. Neety 
as to CEdipuB clung hi> corse. No cbild bom 
out of wedlock, no oSefH^ng of one wbo diea bj 
the band of the hangman, so unConnnata. Yes ; 
if his mother had been a harlot kenneled in a 
brothel, if his father had been a criminal whose 
last dying speech and confession had been piib- 
li^ed in all the papers, Mr. Neelj could have 
concealed the blot and shame upon his name in 
some distant region, and lired and died respect- 
ed and in peace. But bis New England birth I 
The "damned spot" will not "ont," nor can it 
be concealed. New England training will not 
permit him to tell a poinublank lie in the mat- 
ter, even if be did not know from bitter experi- 
ence that a certain Yankeeiam clings to him in 
Bpi(e of nnceasing sad long-continued exertion, 
an ointment of big right hand, which bewrajetb 
itself do what he can. Cruel misfortane ! and 
he so little to blame for it, too I Was it he or 
his parents who einned, that he should have been 
born — in Connecticut? He would not baV 
sisted on South Carolina, if that were too great 
aboon; if be conld onlyhavebeeD bom on the 
northernmost edge of Maryland, or the south- 
ernmost possible const of Florida I Better have 
first seen the light even in the most desperate 
connty in Aikanaaa. 

In the name of Heoson and St. Logic what is 
it constitutes one a Sonthem man? What the 
very essence and morrow of the thing so mach 
more desirable to Mr, Neety than was the being 
a Roman citizen of old? Snrely, Mr, Neeiy 
reasoned, It must be in the octnall; owning a ne- 
gro. Yet, while manj a man who enjoyed the 
enviable blessing of being Soutbem bora, either 
coold not or would not own a slave, Mr. Neely 
both could and would and did. The first mo- 
ment it was in his power, with money indastri- 
onsly made and hoarded for that one end, Mr. 
Neel; boaght a negro. Not a n^^ man ; Mr. 
Neely was not sufficiently acqaainted with own- 
ing of the article to venture that at first. Ha 
bonght a negro woman, of the jettest black be 
conld get for the money. 

Language fails to describe Mr. Neely's feel- 
ings on that eventfal night when his woman 
Ceely, paid for and delivered, made herself at 
home in the kitchen of his residence, while he 
sat in his room and thought it all over. He 
went back to the happy hour he came into po». 
session of his deceased faiber'« huge silver watch, 
had it actoally ticking in his distended fob, his 
ovH watch. He recalled the day ho pnt the fltsl 
horse he ever bought in the siable, and stood 
without in the snow listening to it munching its 
hay; his own animal, boof and hide, from the 
tips of its ears to the end of its tail; his own 
qnadrnped, to tide, harness, plow, swap, sell, ex. 
octly as he pleased. But here was something 
far superior to all that, A woman, a living, 
brcalhirg, speaking, working woman. There 



was the " help" at bis old home, Keziab> bol she 
conld drop her work, place her arms akimbo, 
and give Mr. Neely's mother just as good as she 
got — coold, and on the occasion of a final spat 
did, hurry her things in her onnk, slam to ibe 
lid, snap her fingers in the face of the Neely 
household, and depart, leaving them cookless 
and in the middle of a heavy washing. But 
here was a Eeziah, only of another shade of 
complexion, who could cook, wash, iron, ay, 
plow and hoe, and bis own, own property. His 
own woman to keep or to hire, to sell or to swap 
— from the crown of her head to the sole of her 
foot as much his own article as was his watch or 
his horse. And then, all her children as they 
might come into the world his also I 

That eight hondred dollars had bonght him 
more gratification than he had ever dreamed it 
lay in the power of money to. purchase; it gave 
a valne to money which it had never had even 
in Mr. Neely's eyes. Mr. Neely sat np late 
thinking it over, not unconscious of how much 
elevated be was thereby above any of his old ac- 
quaintances still resident in his old village. He 
would like to be there — they knowing of his pur- 
chase — if it was only for a few days to enjoy 
it. He woke a dozen times that night with the 
thought. He even went out once or twice dur- 
ing the night to the door of the kitchen to make 
sure she was there, heard her deep breathing 
within and returned satisQed. Yon who own 
merely houses, lands, hank stock, railway scrip, 
and the like, wait till you own a human being 
before yoi^ can claim to nnderstand the pleasure 
of property. Only we at the South got so used 
CO it! 

With Mr. Neely there was at first the flushed 
eagerness of a school-boy with a stolen water- 
melon ; Che sense, too, of having achieved a kind 
of moral impossibility, which added to the ex- 
citement of the purchase. 

But these weeks, up to and after the date of 
the sword on the walls, roll by very slowly ; 
wearily, too, with the burden of heavy hearts. 
A vast and increasing difierence between Union 
men and all others. Business, mined with the 
Union people, was never more thriving with good 
Secessionists! Hardly one of these last in Som- 
errilla bnt has an office, a contract, an agency — 
something or other which pays. If TimLamum 
has bonght one fine horse in the last year he has 
bought twenty, the best to be had in all the land. 
Captain Simmons also. Hitherto it was with 
St difficulty he was able to pay bis board 
it Staples's; in tact, Joe Staples, his hair 
standing a thousand ways with indignation, ex- 
tailor as he is, has been load in comment upon 
the Captain's delinquency, fearless of conseqnen- 
During the last few months, however, the 
Captain has "settled np like a gentletnan," as 
Staples himself proclaims; has bonght several 
new negroes, drives a splendid pair of blacks — ■ 
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not, of conree, of tlie last-mentioned race— md 
ia now habitaallf drunk, and therefore babitosllj 
the moat Chesterfieldisn in his intercoalBe with 
oUiera of anj man in Somerrille. Bob Withers 
expresses onl; the experience of many thousands 
like him the South over. 

" Aa for me, gentlemen, what's the use deny- 
ing the thing among friends? Secession bu put 
me on, by Geoi^a! mj lags for one?" Oaiy a 
tax-collector in Bob ; JW in some mystic mannar 
be has got capital from lemc source, vith which, 
ceasing from drinking even for the time, in the 
eagerness of a new excitement, he has speculated 
in flour, salt, and whisky, nnlil, if we may credit 
bis statement, he is "Hich, by Goorgol Tod 
can always count on returns trading in the act- 
- ual necesaariei of life, gentlemen. Tea, rich ; 
you'd better believe so. Don't pretend to saj 
how long it will be before Tim Lamam there 
wins it all from me at poker ; but until that or 
some other providence happens to reUere me of 
it, for the first time in mi/ life, by George 1 rich, 
yes, Sir, rich!" 

There is Smithers, the postmaster, as ordinary 
a little sandy-haired man as yoo have in all your 
circle of acquaintance. A strange article wbere- 
with to Gil a post-office is sugary yet Smithers 
has several rows of hogsheads thereof and there- 
in. Seven cents a ponnd Smithers sells it at? 
No, paid for it. It is forty-five cents a pound 
wholesale, &ltj cents a ponnd retail, he sells it 
at. Smitbers's intentions are— negroes. In fact, 
he is always in the market for a woman to do 
tbe hoosework. An imfortanale man he inva- 
riably is in his perpetual purchases of the same: 
As fast almost as he can bay them do tbey mn 
away— owing to Mrs. Smithers, whom even Mrs. 
Warner has described as being "one of those 
women who will not have a moment's rest her- 
self, nor let a sonl on the place have it either, 
day or night. Deliver me from such creatures 1" 
anconscioue that that respected lady is as mach 
like bereelf in that as is a pin to a needle, a thorn 
to a splinter. 

If Smithers bas one woman "lying out" he 
bus half a dozen. And wheie is tbe use of hav- 
ing the dogs to trail them F Tou have to pay 
more than the woman is worth to catch her. 
And when she is caught and whipped, Smithers 
doing it with bis strap, Mrs. Smithen with her 
tongue, the first thing Mrs. Smithers finds when 
she wakes of a morning is (he kitchen hearth- 
stone cold, and Polly, Molly, Cynlhy, Aggy, 
whatever it is, gone again. And thus does 
Smitbers's sugar dissolve away. 

Look at Joe Staples. Happy day for Staples 
when be laid aside shears and goose, leaped from 
bis connter, rallied to himself the other eight 
parts of manhood, and went to keeping tavern 1 
With money — gold it was — lent bim by Mr. Fee- 
gnaon, he provisioned his bouse so thoroughly 
when prices were low, and chaises so enormous- 



ly DOW when prices are high, that he too is get- 
ting rich. Since he has straightened his crossed 
legs he has actnally grown inches in height, feet 
in circumfarence, beyond all admeasurement in 
the esdmatioQ of bis household and himself. 
His very hair is more electric than ever with in- 
creased life at its roots. 

As to Utile Joe Sts^iles — the forward, disM- 
pated, little offspring — under the new tiotel iH- 
gime, " he has money in great rolls, yon'U bet," 
is the lonchiDg plaint of other boys to their pa- 
rents ; " buys game-chickens, candy, cigars, and 
a new pony whenever be wants to !" He is not 
quite nine yet, bat already disdains the hotel 
gong oa the arrival of glorious news. Generally 
he is the first, after Bill Perkins has announced 
it, at tbe Brick Chnrch, holding on with the 
grip of a cray-fish to the knot on the end of tbe 
rope, riung high from the floor into the air at 
each semicircalar sweep of the great bell. 

And there is good Mr. Ellis. Four daogh-' 
ters baa Mr. Ellis, and two sons. Henry, bis 
eldest, is hack home now, a bero fhim the re- 
pulse on the Rappahannoek, but a cripple for 
life with a shot through the hip, and dreadfully 
emaciBied by months in the hospital. Charley 
Ellis, hia brother of twelve, no longer an attend- 
ant at Sunday.«chool or at church — it being im- 
possible to go to Mr. Arthur's church any lon- 
ger, since he will not pray for the Confederacy 
— shows terrible evidence thereof in morals; is, 
in fact, a distress lo hia father. A care-worn, hag- 
gard, etoopiugman now, from whom collectors of 
the perpetual eabscription-lists for war purposes 
shrink most when they are abroad — as, for one 
such object or other they always are; because 
they know bow Mr. Ellis shrinks from them. 
He really can not, will not 1 Tbe money is mis- 
appropriated, or the object does not exactly fit 
his way of tbinldng. More intensely, bitterly, 
even fanatically Secession than ever before; yet 
Mr. Ellis is getting the reputation, jaally or not, 
of being the most pennrions man in Somerville. 
In far shabbier attire than he ever wore In other 
days Mr. Ellis, from talking at street comers all 
the rest of the time, is frantic to disprove all 
unfavorable, and to magnify all favorable news. 
On Sundays also, discussing Bnrnside and Lee 
ith lying Sam Peters, Tim Lamum, Dr. Peel, 
Captain Simmons, and tbe rest, while tbe bells 
ringing, and afterward too. As to that, tbe 
ion people in Somerville are also thrown to- 
gether these many months now in new combina- 
tions. Society, thoroughly broken np from its 
foandatiuns, is cryatalliiing into totally new 

Mr. Neely is flonrishing as a be«f-contractor 
in war times shonld. Possessing Confederate 
money in great sheets, be hss bought quite a 
snug tract of wooded land near Somerville, and 
sells wood off it by tbe hundred cords. True, it 
is land belonging to Gay Brooks, Esq., but he 
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being, (u Is well known now, k Colonel in the 
Federal service, hii property has been confiaca- 
Md and gold. 

It U not in horaet, tanda, Bogar, or e>en — 
which he declana in the Star to be the beet of 
all investmenti — negroes, that Lamam, the ed- 
itor, has placed hia monej. Cotton is bia weak- 
neaa. Report whiapers into jour ear that he bus 
hundreds of luilBe aBfely to his accoant in some 
place over the water — bnt report sbjb the aatae 
thing of most of the Secession leaders ; it ma; 
all be falae. With Goverament teama an im- 
menae deal of cotton is certainly going to the 
Dearest ports, the Government stores coming 
back on blockade-nmners being slDgnlarlj dia- 
proportionale. Id fact, a cry of swindling and 
oorraption and faToritiamia already began, which 
Bwella every day ; only among the people, how- 
ever, and the power haa long ago paased out of 
their hands. 

Dr. Ginnis, big, pompona, spending his moD- 
ey — on all sorts of Medical Boarda theaa days — 
in improving his place in Somerville, asserts 
that Dr. Peel, who baa half a dozen contracts, 
haa made half a million — but who can say? 

"Even an infidel," reasons Mra. Wamer to 
her husband, "can see the Almighty is on our 
side by the way He is blessing ns. Every mail 
brings ncwa of glbriona vicioriee, and acarce a 
Seceasiontat at home — I mean those who took 
a leading hand — but ia coining money. As to 
those miserable, God-foraakea Union people — 
' look Ht them I I say, only look at them !" 

Well, yea. Aa a general rule theae laat have 
sacrificed lo their pi^eadednees, to their perverse 
principles, eve>7 thing in the shape not only of 
popularity, common respect even, bat of busi- 
ness also. But their infatuation, their obstinate 
conVictiona, like cancers in the bosom, aeem de- 
stroying their victims ; and, like cancers, are in- 
curable — only the more deep-aeated oa the days 
roll by and Secession develops itself. Tbeir love 
for what they etill persist in calling tbeir coun- 
tiy glowB still unqnenched, unquenchable. 

You who lived outside the Sonth daring the 
war, reading all varietice of papers, speaking 
exactly what you happened to think and feel, 
imagine, if joncan, yonrself to hove been placed 
as these were. You were no more accuatoraed 
all joar life hitherto to freedom than were these. 
Your convictions upon the whole matter were 
not clearer than were those of these men ; only, 
living within the disease itself they knew more 
of its misery than yon could. To them the re- 
bellion is devastating their own soil. Think of 
yourself as, under like circnmstance, not dar- 
ing to speak your deepest and dearest sentiments 
at yoor own table and fireside lest your very 
childi«n should, by their nngnartled babble, be- 
trajr yon to death. Imagine yonraelf doomed 
every day of yonr life to hear read alond from 
the pi^>erB and spoken by ever; tongue that 



which yon knew to be lies; fbrced to see the 
commonest of common aenae honrly trodden 
under foot; compelled continually to bear ap- 
proved thinga aabvereive of all morality, power- 
less to help yourself; obliged to hear positions 
assumed by Christian men and women, by Chris- 
tian miniatera and in cbnrches on the Sabbath 
— positiouB assumed, sentimentB advanced, plans 
proposed, which, in common with every believer 
in Christianity outside the malaria of Secession, 
yon knew to be exactly that which Cbriatianity 
was given to overthrow — principles which jon 
knew, as well ae yon could know any thing, to 
be of the devil, fathered upon a holy God t All 
thia, and you required to ut under it all like a 
atatue 1 

The next time, dear reader, yon hear newa, 
glad news, which causes all your heart to leap 
for joy, oblige me by trying yourself the exper- 
iment of wearing thereapon and tberefor the 
saddest of counlenancea, aa if tor tidings the 
moat disestroos. On Uie next occanoD yon 
hear news which rings a deatb^^nell to your 
fondest hopea, be so kind as to assume the ap- 
pearance of one who has jnat heard what he most 
desired- This was only the lot of Union people 
at the South all the war ihrongh. Year son, 
your husband, ofF from you in the Confederate 
tanks, enduring all the priva^ons of a soldier's 
lif^ fighting, in spite of yourself and himself, in 
a cause yon abhor ; fighting against alt of sac- 
cor that is coming donbtfully toward yon I Bat 
you can not im^ne it as we felt it. 

" Never was my poor &ith in God as strong 
ns it is now," placid Mrs. Sorel says to Hr. Ar- 
thur in these days of tiii repulaa of Bnmside. 
" Because I feel that nothing but bis special 
grace could sustain me aa I am anstained. That 
my hoy — my Frank — bat the other day standing 
beside me, with hia dead father's eyes and hair 
and very voice, hia Other's strong senae begin- 
ning to beam upon hia forehead — my pride, be- 
side Bobby — my aole hope on ^arth — that be 
should be undergoing all those horrora in Vir- 
ginia, and for what?" And the tear which 
tiicklea down her cheek as she bends lower down 
over her sewing ia, alaa ! but one of the drops 
as abundant as rain which, from the same canse, 
fall over the whole South. 

Becauae Frank Sorel has heen trained to be 
true to hia name in all his dealings with his 
mother, as with every one else, and writes, ac- 
cordingly, as truthfully as be would have spoken 
had he been at home. Lettora filled, as nil truth- 
fal letters from Confederate armies these days 
are, with tales of nakedness, hunger, loathsome 
food, exhanating marches, cold, and wet; let- 
ters telling of filth, vermiD, disease, death by 
hundreds, like that among infected sheepi let- 
ters after battles in which valor the moat dea- 
perate availa aa nothing against artUleiy, and 
persistence even after ftequeot defeat, and tell- 
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iag of all the sfter-hoiTon of wounded, dying, 
dead; letters at leaM hintinB at the gambling, 
hideona profanily, and Iicentionanea^ before 
which even while-headed Cbrisllani give w^, 
eren Chaplains not mretj go down ; letters 
written on a blanket spread on the gronnd, on 
iaddle flaps, all blotted and blntred. If Mr. 
FsTgnaon, now, could ontj have made np a li- 
brarj of TolameB of the war letters I 

" And we bare Davis's assertion that Ibe war 
ma; last for jears," eajs Mr, Arthur. "Erea 
after it is over, the Confederacy a soccess, onr 
jonng men ha>e still to be soldiers, partly to 
watch the North, partly to stand perpetwd gnard 
over the negroes, then a hniidred-fold more in 
need of bdng guarded than ever. May HesTen 
deliver Frank and Sobby here ^m ench a conn- 
try! Tlieraiiiirfonrgtorioiuland, and all this 
for — glaTei;." How evident that Mr. Anhnr is 
bacoming a &natic ! 

"Pardon me, Mr. Arthur," says Mrs. Sorel, 
gravely, "but we will not speak on that sab- 
jeet. Yon know all my lifte-iong prejudices on 
I be matter. If our peculiar inalitntions are dig- 
pleasing to Heaven, it will do away with them 
in its own time and way. I would not raise a 
finger in the matter. Meanwhile, to talk upon 
the Bobject — pardon ma — is disagreeable to me. 
You know I am a Sooth Carolinian, and we 
have been so basely abused by the Abolitidn- 
. ists 1 I am too old to change my views, loo old 
even to think patiently npon the subject." 

Not the only Union heart in the Soath which 
at that day shrank &om sU investigation on 
that point. We all shudder and turn away 
when the bandages come to be unwrapped from 
an ulcer or a wound long neglected. We are 
so constituted, some of us, we grow pale, sicken, 
faint— we can not do it. We prefer to let the ; 
bandagee stay, and hope for the best. Pnt on 
. the broadcloth over it all, and, for Heaven's ' 
sake, let ns say no more about it. 

Mrs. Bowlei is whitening in her hair these ' 
days ae Vfell as Mrs. Sorel. Not trouble only — ' 
bewilderment. Things were so perfectly settled 
in her younger daya there in South Carolina. 
If Mr. Neely was not bom there Mrs. Bowles 
was ; it was a satisfaction to her every waking 
hour of her lite; she escapes as mudi as she | 
can out of the present which so stuns her into 
that blessed past. 

" Dear Mrs. Sorel, please advise with me, talk 
with me as you used to do. There is mcA a dif- 
ference between the two opinions; they are in 
such conflict one of them must be victorious over 
the other before very long. Which is the right 
one? Won't you tell me soraethingf" It ia Al- 
ice who says it, seated on a stool at Mrs, Sorel's 
feet, in Mrs. Sorel'a own room. Her friend sswa 
and mases with bowed head, muses almost un- 
conscious that Alice beside her is other than the 
little girl she was it seems but yesterday. 



"Ton know you have alwi^ been another 
mother to me. Ton used to advise me in all 
my little troubles, and always advised me right," 
pleads Alice. " Whatdojkw think — what ought 
I to think upon these terrible things?" 

" Do not think upon them at all, Alice," says 
Mrs. SoreL "We are women. Let the men 
think and vote and fight." 

" In BO awful a stale of things even we ought 
to know at least which is right and which is 
wrong," begins Alice. 

"It is a theological affair in part; why not 
consnlt Mr. ArthurT" asks Mn. Sorel, with 
something of the smile of other daya as she 
looks her fair visitor in the eyes uptoraed to 
hers. Alice colors beneath the smile, drops the 
long lashes over her eyes, bat answers none the 
less premptly: 

"A minister has already adviaed me on the 
subject — that Mr. Barker. You know mamma 
, attended Mr. Aithui's chnrch for some 
Mr. Barker has had the good tasM to 
make her a pastoral visit in consequence. But 
yon know mamma. Good SecesBionist as she 
is, she has a horror none the less for such men 
Dr.PeelgDr, Ginuis — espedally for Mr. Bark- 
almost as much avenion as for the Aboli- 
niat preachers. She sent down a request to 
escased. Hs did not understand it in the 
least, and left behind, with his compliments for 
mamma, his last printed aemlon." 
Well?" 

Oh, I actually read it tbroogh I" says Alice. 
He preached it on one of his visits to the capital 
of the State, and it was published, as the Preface 
says, at the earnest request of (he Governor and 
all the other officials there." 

"And what is il all about? Colonel Juggins 
always sends me over Mr, Barker's sermons as 
fast as they are published, as well as every thing 
of the kind, hut I'm ashamed to say," adds Mrs, 
Sorel, "that I hare never read one of them 

"All about the Institution. It 19 like what 
1 have read about the clei^ of Europe preach- 
ing that kings mle the people by Divine. right. 
They proved from Scripture that despotism is 
nan at alt, but exists by Divine ordi- 
AU who believe in and figbt for des- 
potism are God's peculiar people. All who op- 
pose kings are infidels, "rhis combining of the 
preachers for slavery so earnestly reminds me 
of the Holy Alliance of Europe. Am 1 wrong, 
Anntj?" 

" I have been trained from my birth, my 
dear," says Mrs. Sorel, gravely, "to believe that 
the Bible does expressly sanction slavery. It is 
true I have never read but on one side. I may 
add, that I have at times had some punfol doubU 
on account of some of the things which seem in- 
separable from slavery, yet you know there is 
no institution bnt is liable to be abused. Two 
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things letiled nj mind : the AbolitioniBls are h 
bad, violent, blaspbeming people — avowed Id- 
fldela man; of them, running into a thousand 
isms BBd errors. With such a people God 
not be. And, then, what to do with [he blacks 
if the; were freed ? Bat we voa'i talk aboatit, 
dear ; there is nothing I dislike more. Grod will 
do what ia right." 

" Only this, Anntj— it does look so nmch as 
if men who themselteB cared nothing for the Bi- 
ble were naing the preachers as a convenient set 
of too^ to establish their own purpoeea. And I 
con]d not bnt think," adds Alice, after a long 
pansc, " if the Church in the South— God's own 
^ Church — should turn oat Co be the chief^t in- 
■trument in defending a great wrong — " 

"My darling Alice," interrupts Mrs. Sorel, 
nervousl;, and placing her hand apon the lipe 
of her visitor, "joa most permit me; please, 
don't. How earnest yon are ! Let as talk about 
something else. I am an old woman now. Yon 
young people belong, for what I know, to a new 
order of things ; but you must let ns oid people 
alone in onr notions. Did I tell yon about Bob- 
by's fight with Charley Ellis ? I wonld like you 
to see how he has grown ; but he has gone lish- 
Itlg with Mr, Arthur — no one in the world like 
Mr. Arthur. And yon actually did this trans- 
fbrring yourself — take otF your collar, dear, that 
I may see it better. And what does your mo- 
ther think of the terrible prices? Mr. Arthur 
insists on not having any sugar io his coffee. 
He thinks I must have white sngar for my tea — 
actually bought up the last fiOy pounds in Som- 
erville for me. But jnst to think : wood ten 
dollars a cord ; meat fire dollars a bushel. Not 
A bit of flour. Moloesea four dollars, beef fifty 
cents, fifteen dollais for the coarsest shoes." 

"I make my own. Aunty ; you know how in- 
dependent I am ; pretty good for a first attempt, 
are Ihey not?" and Alice, holding aside her 
skirts, puts forth the neatest ot liitle feet. 

"And Alice, dear, yoar mother did haye to 
sell Charles ?" Mrs. Sorel asks in the lowest of 
tones, gently as to a sick child. 

Ah, how the bright young (ace at her knee 

" I will tell yoB, Aunt Sorel. Ma says it is 
because Charles has been so insolent of late, and 
she ha« no one to control him; but we were com- 
pelled to, every thing is so very dear. I plead 
with her to let me sell my piano instead ; she 
would not let me even speak of it. And such 
trouble we have had with Charles's wife ever 
since 1 bat what could we do? And, then, she 
may revenge herself on ns." 

" Revenge herself, child ?" 

" YoD are the only person in the world I would 
tell," says Alice, her eyes so troubled as makes 
Mrs. Sorel's heart sick to see. " But I do be- 
lieve Sally has given that Mrs. Warner a hint 
already of the — the plain way in which we have 



to live. What I most dread is, that Sally may 
tell of my making things.'' 
"Making things, dear?" 
" Making cape— 'those ridiculous military caps 
that are so mach worn now. You know I can 
make them before ma is up in the morning, and 
when she supposed I was reading or writing to 
Rulledge in the front^yard offlce. They sell 
them at the stores for five dollars each, and pay 
me three. I was obliged to take Sally into my 
confidence (o sell them j and yon can't imagine 
what managing it has token to keep ma and 
the storekeepers from knowing about my mak- 
ing them. If she knew of it I do believe it would 
make her seriously ill." 

" And yoa have sold your pony, Alice?" 
"Of course. Aunt Sorel; with com so high 
what could I do?" But Alice's assumed gayety 
is not altogether a success, for Lightning Bng 
was a great favorite. 

"No letter from Rutlodge yet?" Mrs. Sorel 
asks after a long silence, during which she is 
amootbing down the long hair of Alice, seated 
her knee thonghtfally. 

"Not a line for months now. Oh, Aunt Sorel, 
we have so much trooble!" And leaning her 
head upon knees which have often supported her 
"n infancy, Alice wept silently. "I do believe 
f it was not that I have to be cheerful and man- 
aging in order to keep ma's spirits up, I wonld 
— I do not know what wonld become of met" 
Alice adds at last without raising her head. 

It was one resnlt of Alice's visit Co Mrs. Sorel 
Chat, closeted that vety night with Sally in the 
kitchen, she told her all. Ever since Charles 
had been sold Sally had been sullen, on Che usual 
road to insolence, insubordination, the marshal 
called in to whip her as a last resort ; only the 
1 for that ; next the calaboose ; after that 
disgroce a servant tost lo all love or fear; al- 
ways insolent, always being whipped, always 
running away, in some instances slipping James- 
weed or some other poison into the family 
coffee-pot. 

Why, good law, Miss Alice, why didn't yon 
tell me all dis before?" is all Sally can say fbr 
time, her lean flowing plentifully in unison 
with those of her young mistress. "Ef I had 
only koowed it I An' I half suspicioned some- 
thin' of de kind, yon carryin' on so with them 
caps an' things. On'y you tailed me so many 
little fibs, Miss Alice. Bless yonr soul, you know 
yon did, an' I don't blame yon a bit. I don't 
" one straw 'bont Charles now. You see he 
hab to leab Somerville. Fact I'd rather 
ma did sell bim ; ho was about the lot all 
me before ; now he comes home on'y at 
night, sets more by me, an' I sets more by him 
for havin' him off some. Solium fact is, I 'serve 
eowhidin' for not seein' it all before ; an' jou 
your ma, all of us, from Souf Car'linatoo! 
All ober now," she adds, soothing Alice like a 
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cliilil. "Yon get np in de momin' de Bame 
Miss Alice, proud-like an' strong ; need nebber 
say ^nother word to me." 

"I am glad to see that Salljf has come back to 
her seuees Beain," eays Mn. Bowles, profoandlj 



ignorant of the facts of the case, as she and her 
daughter sit eewing together the next morn- 
ing; "but it ie all in the State they are from. 
They may Calk about their old Viri^nia serv- 
ante ; at last there is all the difiference in the 
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world between BTen them and our South Caro- 
lina block people. As yoar dear fattier a»ei to 
my, it is onlj in South Carolina that Blaveiy aa 
•n institution existB in perfection." 

At the moment her mother was speaking, 
Alice, by some singular asBociation, was think- 
ing of a picnic long ago in the woods, when Hr. 
AtthoT, rolling orer an old log to' serve her as 
a seat, had pointed ont to hef the snti thoa an- 
covered to the light scampering off in ereiy di- 
reoiioQ for their livea. It happened she had just 
been reading abnd to her mother from the pa- 
pers an acconnt of the manner in which the 
lancers of Vii^inia, Tennessee, Alabama, al- 
most all of the Slave States, were harrying about 
with their n^roes from the Federals tnvaking in. 
"What the Yankees call the breaking ia of the 
nineteenth centuiy opon them, I sappose," uud 
Alice to herself, singularly mingling the inci- 
dent of the log and the events of the day with 
foelinga of pleasare aad pain wonderfally blended 
together. That Satan should put such thongbta 
in a heart so pure, so secluded, too, from his 
oaaal ontward appliances I 

"I have been thinking more than ever before 
in my life as I lay awi^ a little last night of 
one thing Mn. Sorel told me," says Alice to her 
mother after an account, not a com[ltGte one, of 
her yesterday's viut. 

"It is amazing about Mrs. Sorel, perfectly 
past my comprehension," says Mrs. Bowles, sad- 
ly. " She a South CaroliniaD herself, and af^ 
er South Carolina had itself seceded and caused 
the other Stales to do the same I But what was 
It, Alice? I know Mrs. Sorel too well to sap- 
pose she wonld attempt to pervert your jndg- 

" She did not allude to it once, mamma. No, 
she was speaking of the little things that occur 
to one. She insists that each even of the small- 
est events happena to each of us by the apedal 
orderiag of Heaven. That each event is of just 
■nch a kind as is best fitted to destroy what is 
weak or wrong in as, to quali^ us to be hap- 
fiot, more useful to God and men here and here- 
after. She says that generally even the most 
psjnfn) events have most inflnence on one in this 
way for good." Bat the last words of this Alice 
murmors almost helow her breath and to her- 
self, with her eyes fostened upon the fire. "God 
help me to understand and feel and believe this 
all the time t" is the silent prayer of her soul. 

" Mn. Sorel is a truly pions woman, alihongh 
strangely permitted to err ia regard to her na- 
tive country," assents Mrs. Bowles. "By-ths- 
bf, Dr. Oinnis is a member of Mr. Barker's 
church, I believe. I tmat he will have piety to 
feel, nnder his loss last night, the truth of what 
Mrs. Sorel told you, but wbidi, my dear, I have 
myself instructed yon in loqg ^o in reference to 
a Providence over as. It is my only hope in 
reference to Butledge Bowles, I am sure." 



" Sally came hack firom market hj way of the 
place, and says his whole property (here is gone, 
only the chimneys left," r^oins the daughter. 

And this brlnp us back to the night before. 

At the very hour in which Alice was admit- 
tii^ Sally into her secret, the C. C. were en- 
gaged in admitting Henry Ellis into theira. 
Heniy is a wounded hero, and he is hastened — 
no iteophyte fitter for these Elensinian myster- 
ies than be— into that dread organitatidn, hold- 
ing midnight conclave in the upper room over 
Mr. Ellis's store. Though violently opposed to, 
masonry and all secret societies heretofore, the 
rush of Secesuon swept him into the new socie^ 
a* into many another posildon firom which he 
wonld before have shrunk. Is the heavy ex- 
pense attendant upon his membership therein 
the only reason why he nther regrets the step 
atter the fint few weeks? Hor has he seemed 
specially pleased that Henry should be ioitiated 
into this modem Vehme Gericht. 

Consumed with intense curiositj, we follow 
Henry Ellis as he enters the Iront-door below 
stairs, conducted by Tim Lamum, who bears, 
instead of a lighted torch in his hand, a cigar if 
his mouth as they glope alon{ the darkness 
within. There ia a tremendous oath In re- 
and dennndation of the old Union, 
devotion to the Confederacy, 
and especially to Slavery, administered to them 
when inside the front-door, when at the bottom 
of the steps, when arrived at the top thereof { 
nor are they admitted into the door <^ the inner- 
most arcana witboat a repetition of the same. 
And very impoung it all is therein : the mem* 
hers seated along the aides of the room, an ele- 
vated seat at the far end, draped with a black 
flag, while befiHii it bom a certain nnmber of 
candles, to signify the Confederate States ; oth- 
er unlighted candles among them, to indicate the 
deplorable eondiiioD for the present of Missouri, 
Kentucky, and Marylond. Dr. Peel, in very re- 
markable attire, occupies the seal as the Glorious 
Cathonn, presiding. And veij imposing the cer- 
emony is when Henry Ellis has it explained to 
him, by the Glorious Calhoaa before whom he 
stands, that a certain altar thereby — on which 
lies a Confederate flag, upon which is placed a 
Bible — ^represents that, of oil nations on earth, it 
is the Confederacy which is tmly Scriptural. In 
vivid proof of which the whole Scripture record 
of Noah's Cnrse upon Cain is immediately en- 
acted before him : Drpnkenness of Noah — tent- 
scene— Shem, Ham, Japheth, and all. The 
eS^t is somewhat impaired, however, by Noah, 
a venerable patriarch with a white beard to his 
vi^l, to whom Ham, very black indeed, holds a 
candle while being duly cursed bj Noah from a 
book. 

" ' Curaed be Canaan,' " reads a well-known, 
^ank, and honest voice, '"a servant of serv- 
ants ^all he be—' By George ! Simmons, hold 
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the candle nearer, can't'^onl 'Blessed be—' 
One half inch more, Simmons, and ;oii ironld 
hare set the beard on fire. If I waa too drunk 
10 stand, by George !" odda Noah, with asperi- 
ty, "I'd lie down." And Ham reels away ai 
last, the curse being eodiess and oTerwhelming, 
in deiJomble pligbt. 
_ NextAbrabam.with a voice anct gestarea Bln- 
gularly like those of Brother Barker, in spite of 
beard and mask, reads the neophjle brought be- 
fore him in nnollier part of the room a length; 
Jectnre, embracing the rest of tlie Biblical ar^. 
ment for Slavery, closing nith a strong intima- 
tion that as the South, in obeying the Divine 
command in this matter, are therefore God'i 
peculiar people, those nations who do Dot d( 
the same are under the wrath of Heaven. Shall 
we relate how George Washington, risen from 
his gravo in the person of Dr. GJnnis, rehears- 
es — in bag-wig, knee - backles, and pon 
voice — the innnraorable wrongs of the North and 
the rlgbis of the SoathF Nor shall we wholly 
abstain from referring to a sarcastic Eulog; npoD 
the Union deltveied by the Evil One himself, 
peraonifj whom the onlj alletaljons Tim Lamnm 
thinks it Dec«88ai7 to make in himself 
Bod a pair of horns. A^r which the 
instrncted in all the connteisigns and grips, and 
learns also that the myatic C. C. stand for Chil- 
dren of Calhoun, and also for Cnree of Canaan, 
and the red sword to he pasted so as always to 
point North — but that needs no explanation. 

Next follows the arrangement of certain mi 
e;ed matters relating to the widows and orphi 
of soldiers, iu which the sums specified bear 
' ladicrouB proportion to the grandeur of their dis- 
trlbntion. 

"Children of Calhoun. Business," says Br. 
Peel at last. 

Wherenpon, to the astonishment of Henry 
Ellis, the lights ore put oat and the conclave 
left in perfect darkness, during which the 
membership are evidently employed in changing 
their seats. 

' "Business I" says the Glorious Calhoun, at 
last. 

" Oloriotts Calhoun !" A voice from the dark- 

"At my post!" replies that individual. 

"Silas Jewet, conscript, sought for. FledJ" 
says the voice. 

* > Isaac Smith, over conscript age, bat disloyal. 
Warned to leave. Fled I" says another voice 
from the other side, which Henr; Ellis has heard 
before from the lips of Joe Staplea 

" Glorious CalbouD 1" from the far end of the 

"At my post !" 

"Hoi Bobbins, known at Catfish RobUns, 
exempt on account of sickoess. Yei; seditious 
in language, dUappmrtdl" The voice is evi- 
dently disguised. "His bo;, Hark, actually 



fbaght for bis master — soon settled Mm," the 
speaker adds, in a lower tone for the informa- 
tion of his near neighbors. But, after this, name 
afUr name is called but, now^from one side uid 
novr from the other aide of the dariiness, with 
comment like the above. Then there is called 
one name more which niakes most sensation of 
alL 

"Parson Arthur!" 

"Make cbargel" from the presiding oCBcer. 

"Opposed to Secesuon from the first, and 
persists in his crime. Silent but influential for 
the Union." 

"Business proposed!" from the Glorious Cal- 

"I move he be regnlarlj warned to leave;" 
the speaker carefnllj disguises his voice, but is 
loud and dogged. Wherenpon rises a hubbub 
over the whole hall, some nrging with violence, 
some oppoung the suggestion. One voice bas 



"I tell you, fellows, you'd better not; by 
George, no! No man can regret the parson's 
course more'n I do ; but that man bas buried too 
man; of our dead, nursed too many of our sick, 
married too many of onr couples for that t I 
Christian, but I know one when I see 
one, and precions few they are. Parson Arthnr 

not favorable to the Conibderacy, I know, but 
yon alt know he is a Christian, a Christian gen- 
tieman. We can't afford it, fellows ; and, by 
George, we won't 1" 

One word more, gentlemen" — another voice 
from the darkness—" I'm Henry Ellis, you may 
know that by my cratches, there I" and a doable 
knock is heard upon the floor. " You all know 
I have been fighting for the South in Virginia. 
Well, for one, the man that disturbs Mr. Arthur, 
unless he breaks some law, has me to distmb 

is taken. According to the Ritual of 
the C. C. on any thing moved for the benefit of 
the Confederacy the vote is South instead of 
ay, and North instead of nay. On this occa- 
on a voice in the darkness, evidently the orig- 
lal proposer of the motion to rid Somerville of 
Mr. Arthur — a thing often before done by the 
C. C. in the case of other obnoxious individoals, 
id which has landed said individuab in a clime 
exceedingly unlike Somerviile and very far above 
itill another place not so greatly unlike 
Somenille though below it — on this occasion, we 
say, the original voice votes South, with an em- 
phasis which makes up for its being the only 
to that effect. Most of the C. C. do not 
A all ; but enough vote North, and ivith 
emphasis of their own, too, to decide the qnes- - 

tor Mr. Arlfaur'i further stay in Somerville. 
Let it be distinctly recorded here that we do not 
assert the first-named vote to have been given 
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hj the Patriarch Abraham ; for Che sake of sweel 
^. Cbaritj let the matter at least rem^n in 

TbU matter bdag disposed of: 

"GlorioiisCalhoan!"from the darkness, which, 
like that of Eg^'pt, is both intense and swarming 
with angry spirits. 

"At my post!" 

"Mr. FerguBon," We all know Joe Staph 

"Make charge." 

"Against the rcTOlntion from the first. B 
terly agtunst it still. Won't touch Confederate' 
money. Won't give the least beUef to any good 
news. Always says it's a lie." 

Joe Staples, who is deeply in debt to Mr. 
Ferguson, has never probably tead Sallust, and 
imitates nnconscioDsIy those of whom that his- 
toriai} records that they joined the conspiracy 
of Catiline to get rid of their indebtedness. 
Not Staples only, no more eager Secessionists 
in all the Sonth and from the oataet, and a little 
before, than those owing heavily, especially to 
Northern creditors. But — 

"He ridicules all the good news," adds an- 
other voice. 

" And pastes it all in a big book," contributes 
a third from the darkness. 

"And won't give one single cent toward the 
war," adds a tburth. 

"A cross-grained old AbolilJonist, heart and 
tool against ns 1" cries still another. 

" Business proposed 1" from the chair as soon 
as the Glorious Calhonn can make himself heard. 

" Frighten out of his boots !'' 

" And to-night, right away I" 

"Those in favor will say South!" Over- 
whelming vote. 

" Those opposed will say North !" 

" North" — only one voice, Henry Ellis. "One 
word, men," he adds. "You all know I have 
fonght, will fight as long as I can pnll a trigger 
for the Sooth; hot only on the open field, and 
where I can see. I resign." And the speaker 
is hobbling on his cmtches toward the door as 
well as he can gaess at it. 

"Children of Calhonn," says Dr. Peel, 
promptly. 

■ "At oarpoBle !" from the memberB, evidently 
part of the Ritna!. 

"Because, not fighting for the Sooth in the 
field, we most work for it al home!" In full 
chorns, after Dr. Peel. 

"Well, it's a sort of work I won't do for one. 
And I tell yoo, gentlemen, just this. I find 
here among all yon stay-at-homes a sort of fe- 
rocity, a kind of devilish bitterness there isn't 
the least siKirk of in the army, and yon know 
whether it fights or not. Yon must excuse me, 
your secrets are safe with me, hnt I am gone ;" 
and a stumble and slam annoonces that the 
speaker has managed lo find the door and leave 



^hoBO nearest the. door n 
several seem to he leaving with him. 
. It is a siognlHr fact, but from that night the 
C. C., notwithstanding the immense amount of 
work~ yet to be done, and the appalling oaths 
binding upon the organization to do it, steadily 
wanes to eictinction. In vain Brother Barker 
especially exerts himself ; fol- by his powerful ap- 
peals, not without tears, he has brought about, 
from outside, such an alteration as admits bim 
and Mr. Neelj and others of Northern birth. It 
may be the very violence of these hastens its end 
Even the dullest Secessionist knows that Union 
men hare been initialed, at least men who were 
once Union, and that these have been foremost 
in ultra propositions therein. The sincere Seces- 
sionist sees afterward how these Union men thns 
kept the proceedings of the C. C. fully known to 
all their own kind outside, and, also, by putting 
on too much steam from within hastened the ex- 
plosion. But the genuine, sincere, Southern-bom 
Secessionists did the Northern-bom members of 
the C. C. great injustice when they afterward 
charged tlie same treachery apon these. 

"For one, gentlemen, I am firmly persuaded," 
said Captain Simmons, aftornfCrd, "that there 
was not a Yankee Secessionist in all the Sonth, 
whoever be was, and whatever he said or did as 
editor, private, general, quarter-master, mere 
citizen, or what not, but went into Secession, 
and acted as he did during it with ihoful! though 
t determination thereby lo defeat Secession 
and overthrow Slavery. In fact, gentlemen," con- 
tinned Captain Simmons, with a firm grasp upon 
the pillar of the porch in front of Staples's Hotel, 
peculiarly dignified because particolarty drunk ; 
I have become fully satisfied that Secession was 
got up and carried through bj Yankees, Sooth 
id North, expressly to procure the destruction 
of Slavery and the triumph of the North over the 
South. Hypocrites, gentlemen, every aonl of 
them. Their bended eyes salute the skies, their 
lifted knees the ground, as the hymn has it ; ab- 
horrence of such was among the deepest senti- 
s instilled into me by parents now saints in 
heaven, where one day I hope to rejoin them. 
This whole thing has convinced my mind, gen- 
tlemen," adds the Captain, with a wave of his 
left hand, "being a Southern-horn man myself 
none the less free to say it, that the Van- 
are what they claim to be — the smartest 
e on this planet. None the less does my 
■oul loathe them; to the last degiee are they 
offenuve to me." 

Whether any of said Yankees who afterward 

claimed any thing of all this for themselves in- 

idually Bpake trulh.or not who can say? Oh 

'0 could but read the heart! Alas I he who 

pens these lines can not read his own. Enough 

B that He who has the final settlement of 

all things can. 

Secret and Special Committee of Three will 
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meet here to-monow night «t twelve. Bo Tigl- 
lant, ChUdren of Calhoan, much and great work 
remains lo be done," lliis from the chair, after 
the candles have been again lighted. 

"France, what from yoQ?" The editor, Lam- 
nm, who is thus addressed, lil^g in hia place 
under that flag, U silent. 

"England, what from you?" JemBudd, gnn- 
smith, seated oppoute iYance, under the Cross 
of St. Geoi^, is compelled, bj the painfol facts 
of the case, to^ remain silent. 

" OurselTes, " Bsys Dr. Peel, with enlhusiasm, 
rising from his seat broad and jeweled as mid- 
night, "what from us7" 

" Bappahannock!" prompt and load from the 
whole C. C. 

A fervent prayer ftora Brother Barker inclos- 
ing, as there bad been one from [he same soarce 
in opening, and, wilh certain mystical signs gone 
throngh, the C. C. adjourn. A Federal Flag 
being first spread before the door, each of the 
C. C. in passing oat tramples it nnder foot, stamp- 
ing and grinding their heels and spitting npon 
it in a manner in strict conformity with the Kit- 
nal and Am icings of — some of them. Oal; lei 
It here be written that the faculty of dissembling 
in some men, and daring some epochs, is Tigor- 
ons beyond all estima^on. 

" Oh yes, do what yon please to old Fergnson I' 
is beard in the noise of departure. " We are at 
loor, by George I We've got into this mnas, anc 
all we've got to do is to fight out of it if we can. 
But not Parson Arthur, by George ! not the pai' 



CHAPTES XIX. , 

It is not long after the a^oumment of tbi L 

C. C. that Mr. Ferguson, seated in his roon I 

reading the well-worn little Bible which, whili , 

yet a joath, he brought over, a geouine frag ; 

meat of Scotland, with him, preparatory to go » 

ing lo bed, hears a noise as of the gathering oi T 
a crowd beneath his windows. 

It is the upper room of a large stone bnildiui T 

which be had built, 1^ far the most sabstantis b 

edifice in Somerville, to rent as a store. AU' ' 

it had brought Mr. Ferguson in a good rent ni E 

til Secession closed it up, as it had closed up a] > 

most ^e whole legitimate business of the Sontli B 

"The temporary inconvenience," Colonel Bt ' 

Boberts remarks in his public and private speecl ^ 

es, " which precedes independence and unparal '• 

leled prosperity ; andhe who bewails it is," adc * 

the Colonel, coming down upon the stand wit ^ 

clenched fist, " either a fool or a Union man an * 

Very true, of course ; yet it aill sadden oni '- 

To say nothing of the vast tracts devastated b '' 

actnal war, the appearance of the country ft " 
from such scenes is mournful. Fields, as yon ! assembled in anticipaiing what the stage will. 
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. uid Bhoold, and "hsa to" bring before It drires 
np; lliea.two hours, after it has gone, in dis~ 
CDMing what it actoalljdoetsnpplj them. Blees- 
ings on theee, the maa, the more Tirtaoas and 
indastrious poTtiou of the pet^le, the coontiy, in 
fact, jes, HeaTon abundantlj Uesa these, even 
tbongh it be in ways they dream not of] Bnt 
npon ^ leadetv— editors, miliisrj magnates, 
political preachers most of all — npon these rest 
the justice of Almight7 God I 

But Mi, Ferguson. He liilena a while to the 
noise growing louder beneath his nindows, then 
kneels for bis eiening devotion, remaining per- 
haps longer upon his knees than nsual. Biung 
at last, he listens and considers. AH the doors 
and windows of the bnilding, for Gre^oof pur- 
poses, are coaled with sheet-iron and securely 
fiistened. The truth is, Mr. Fergosou has long 
calculated the possiMUty of an attack, and is 
not unprepared. He glances at his iron safe — 
yes, bis Scrap-book, to say nothing of other val- 
uables, is Becnied therein, and the Scotchman 
deliberately hides the key in a crevice to which 
he has called the attention of Hr. Arthur long 
before. As the noise below increases into groans 
and yells be coolly produces from their hiding- 
places and lays npon the table, cleared of every 
thing for the purpose, two of Sharp's rifles, a 
pair of ravolvers, a claymore brought from Scot- 
land ; the two Derringers he secures about his 
person, with the handles ready to his hand. 

"Twelve and twelve," ho says aloud of the 
provision on the table for his coming guests, 
"are twenty-four; two in my pockets, twentj- 
six ; claymore at least one to that — say thirty in 
all." And so he snuSs the candle, takes his 
seat, and listen I. Tee, it ia the night of the C.C. 
— he remembers that. Bat then it maj prove a 
false alarm. 

He listens. Yells, oaths, blows upon the door, 
cries for ladders and axea. Not the C. C. only ; 
there ia a Camp of Instmction some dozen miles 
from town, and stray soldiers therefrom drop in 
to take a hand — good practice for actaal war. 

"Oh, nobody's gung to kiU the man; only 
going to give him a good scare," is the remark 
made to Dr. Wamar, who, plucking himself ont 
of the coils of his wife wound about him in night- 
gown and hysterics, baa come down to see what 
is afoot, and that phyndan is tossed off from the 
crowd like a straw ; and while he catches des- 
perately at the attention of this and that indi- 
vidual, meditatiDg a stump speech in defense of 
his friend, the tumult increases until he is fairly 
drowned and washed away. 

"Now, then, what do yon want?" hails the 
Scotchman, who has raised a sash, opened the 
leaf of a shutter, and looked out 

The presdng necesdties of the mob tbtts ap- 
pealed to are variotis. 

" A hondred dollars for the soldiers !" 

"In gold, old hoBS, mlndl" 



And holler hurrah for Jeff Davis !" 
And down with old Lincoln !" 
Promise you will leave in twelve hours." 
And never come back." It ia Joe Staples, 
this lost; it will be several thousand clear gain 
to him if the Scotchman complies or is killed. 
And thereupon follows a perfect atorm of sug- 
gestions from the many-headed. The Scolcb- 
an waits patiently till he can be heard. 
"Man!" he begins, attest. 
" Stand firm, mon '." shouts a powerful voice 
from over the way ; ani it is followed almost 
instuidy after by the awful blasphemies of Dr. 
Peel, in the centre of the crowd, upon the man 
who said it. 

Men!" continpes the besieged, "yon are 
half of yon deranged, the other half drunk. 
On that accouut I don't want to kill yon. Do 
what you please. Only pat my life in danger, 
however, and I will kill some of you. Howl 
awayl" 

Ajid the Scotchman draws in bis head, doses 
and fastens the ahntter, lowers the sash. Kot 
1 instant too soon, for the missiles rattle upon 
like hail. 

Considering within himself, the Scotchman 
drags a laige desk so as to fortify himself in a 
ir commanding windows and door, npon 
which be di^xtses in easy reach his weapons, 
having first carefully examined the caps of his 
fire-arms and unsheathed his claymore. 

"Yes, I maun not forget it," be says, relaps- 
ing for a moment into a dialect the very bnrr 
of which has almost worn from his tongue; and 
taking the key from its crevice over the mande, 
unlocks the safe, takes oot a written paper, 
dates and signs it, with a line under in explantu 

" It's not as regular as a mon can wish, bnt 
it's the beat a mon can do. Ah,yeel" And be 
lags ont his ponderous collection, writes a rapid 
bulletin of matters np to date of siege, pastes it 
from bis mncilage apparalos and with the dex- 
terity of long practice in its place in the vol- 
nme, and replaces it and the paper in the safe, 
relocks it, puts the key in ila place, and ia com- 
fortable once more. 

"What fnles men are about their Wills," he 
says as he takes his place behind hia abatis, 
"and I as great as any," he growls. 

Meanwhile the uproar without is enough to 
appall the stoutest heart. If yells and curses 
coold have beaten down walls it would have been 
"all over" with Mr.Fe^naon. What next? 

Towering on the horse-block in front of the 
store. Dr. Peel, with terrific profanity, announces 
to the C C present that, baring splendidly ac- 
complished their project of frightening the old 
scamp, the nast tiling is to adjoam in quest <rf 

But Alonio Wright, being already supplied 
on that point, most strenuously objects, his thirst 



,vCoi>^Ic 



162 



INSIDE.— A CHRONICLE OF SECESSION. 



is now for blood. " Our own boTa far awaj to- 
aigbt," he ahonta &am the hoTBe-block, " fight- 
ing for US, ponring ont their blood in 
And here in this hoiue ia an inBolent old gconn- 
drelwoise thsQ tbenont oFIankeea. It is time 
to make example of tbeae Union men, sneaking 
ecoDDdrels, traitors, abolitionists," and a deal 
more to tbe same effect. Fnrions curses, ardent 
appeals, passionate entreaties — there is splendid 
eioqnence in tlie raring of the man, and the an- 
dience are in the mood to appreciate it. In fact 
Joe Staples is making a free thing of it at the 
bar of his hotel near b;, ia eren preBring his 
liqnora npon all who come in peipetnal relays 
from the crowd and back ageio. The ex-tailor 
sees a chance of his maUog tbe happiest hit of 
hie life; be even dispatches a negro with a dem- 
ijohn down to the crowd. 

"Axes, men, axes, and onr ciy to-night i» 
Rappahannock !" And tbe speaker springs from 
his rostrum among an excited crowd of kindred 
spiriis. Some little time is spent in obtaining 
axes, those ne^ by Laving unaccountablj been 
mislaid. Next, it is slow woik tijing to 
iron sbeelJDg off tbe stoat doore, especially in the 
msh of tbe crowd, each thinkiiig he cai 
better than tbe other. Dr. Peel as active i 
them as Alonzo Wright. 

Meanwhile Mr. Ferguson within pondi 
coorae : "Had I not better fire on them from 
above ? If they get those doon down they'll be 
npon me in socli nambers — wait on the Lord tiil 
the last moment before yon take to yonr pistob 
God forgive me, I Aavt been too cross with these 
poor demented bodies all along 1 Too close in 
baiunesB mattera, mon. Not meet to be partaker 
of the inheritance of the saints in — It is good," 
be Gontinnes to marmur to himself, "both to 
hope and" — arranging (he weapons to his band 
— " qntetly to wait for the salvation of the Lord. 
Forgive my contempt for these fales. Lord, bat 
Tbon seest they are tucA fnles." 

Tbe blows rain fast and heavy on the doore. 
Stop '. They mast have given np the axes, and 
are now naing a ram of timber. Tbe Scotchman 
has known of loo many similar atrocities, has 
dozens of them in printed form and written in 
his Scrap-book, not to know, specially since he 
has heard AJooeo Wright among the crowd, that 
bis onn death is aboat as moch a speedy cer- 
tainty as any thing human can be. The flaxen 
hair, the blue eyes, tbe bonny smile — it seems 
nearer, clearer to Mr. Pergneon than for m«iy 
a loi^ year now. Heaven I Bat nnfbrtnnalely 
he can not think of heaven without a grim re- 
membrance of the Secession of angels therefrom, 
and the fate of said angelic Secessionists, too. 
Pity the one great gulf should swallow OS all up 
so completely these days. 

Bot the bells? What can tbey be ringing tbe 
bellssofor? That begins to be an inquiry among 
the excited mob, pansiag a little to listen and ask. 



Fire I An illumination upon the sky, dark 
shadows beginning to fall from the houses that 
way across the street. Fire t fira I And idling 
npon the exdlement before Hr. Ferguson's doore, 
«s when the son shines on the hearth-stone, the 
greater glow extinguishes the less. Fire 1 Qre I 
fire ! And even Alonio Wright, disabled some 
time ago by an accidental blow upon the shoul- 
der from the axe of Dr. Peel in die intense en- 
ergy of tbe Doctor, after cnrsing (or a time the 
rapidly.diminishing crowd, is compelled to limp 
aRer it. In little more time than it has taken to 
record it the asaanlt on Mr. Ferguson has begon 
and ended. 

Dr. Ginnis's ! Dr. Ginnis's 1" is the cry into 
which that of fire has now subsided. 

Dr. Ginnis?" Then, as we too hony on to 
the spot, one word about him ; it can soon be 
said, before we've gone more than a square. 
Low of stature, etout of i^ame, red of face, pn^ 
of breath, loud of tongue, excitable of temper- 
ament, "Secession from the start," of coaree. 
From the outset it is with pain that Dr. Ginnis 
tears himself from the knot at the street^omer to 
visit a patient. He is hardly in the sick cham- 
ber befbre the topic is introdnced. As soon as 
possible the complaints and the prescription for 
the patient are goLthrough with as an altogether 
secondaiy matter, that the Doctor may get to 
European dependence on the South, the sover- 
eignty of cotton, the Scripturality of slarety, the 
religious apostasy and hastening downfall of the 
North, the antold blessings Secession is to poor 
from its cornucopia upon oar glorions Confeder- 
acy, and all the last great Confederate vidoiy, 
over again with all its cannon in the 
ears of the stunned patient. The Doctor is en- 
thusiastic, as even his political friends allow. 
Secession has Uken possession of ever; gbbule 
of his blood, fold of bis brain, holds as a rider 
does the reins every fibre and tendon of tbe Doc- 
la person. A big bubble, Dr. Ginnis, 
oscillating wonderfully when the wind blows as 
it often does, glittering in tbe sunshine of good 
news. It does Mr. Ellis good to see and hear him. 
Glory be to God!" he shouts, clapping his 
bands together, snatching his hat from bis heat- 
ed forehead, and waviog it with entbasiasm. 
Then off like n shot, a large one, from the Post- 
office to spread tbe tidings whenever wonderfal 
news arrives, as it does almost eveiy mail. 

Have you beard the news?" he cries to peo- 
ple on foot across tbe street, on boreehach, in 
carriage, whom he sees as be goes, never wuting 
till he can get near enough to see whether they 
be acquaintances or not. "Glorious news! Yan- 
to pieces again] flf^ thousand killed 1" 
Not apt to be np early as a general thing him- 
"f, no man before Dr. Ginnis when the stage is 
get in before day. " Wake up, all of yon !" 
he sboDts at tbe doors of the houses as he re- 
turns home with the great intelligence. "Wake 
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up!" banging tremendonaly on the gates and 
doora. " Great nens! Looiarina captured! Cin- 
cinnati bamed I Waihini^n City in onr bands '. 
hoTTab ! Wake up 1 Glory be to God I" And 
the Doctor hurries on to stir np ibe rest, making 
great billons in bis wake, literally make t 

" Twentf -seven regimenCB bayoneted wbere 
tbey stood ; cnt down and cut to pieces ; the car- 
nage tremendoua I" And Dr. Ginnis basapecn- 
liar way of drawing bis coat-aleeves ap bil BTms, 
turning down tbe cnfia oFhis exposed Bbin-eleeTes, 
as he says it, and moviog bis mouth and eyes as if 
be was about taking part therein himself, unctuooe 
to behold. Being a member of Brother Barker's 
chnrch, no man, not even Sam Peters nor Broth- 
er Barker himself, more fervent in prayer tban 
Dr. Ginnis — only be b^ns too violently, run 
in fifteen minutes into hoaTseness, and ends i: 
wheeze. There is this slight icconsisceDcy ii 
Dr. Ginnis. At the very outset of Secession, In 
indignant denial of the possibility of war result- 
ing from the same, he had loudly aud frequently 
promised eonlemptuoiuly to drink every drop tk 
blood that might be thed. 

" If yon vill turn to Psalm fifty-fifth, fifteen, 
yon will see that David said exactly tbe same 
thing, ' Let death seize npon them, and let tbem 
go down quick into hell,'" remarks Brotlier 
Barker when intbrmed that Dr. Ginnis had 
been distinctly beard to say "Damn him I" in 
reference to Butter in New Orleans. "Yon 
will hardly deny that David was a holy man. 
And these are most extraordinaiy times. We 
can not judge men by the rales of ordinary 
times; it would tie foolish as well as useless 
to do BO," reasons the divine. Nor was be the 
only professed Christian who used tbe same 
reasonii^ in reference to tbe intoxication aS 
leading members of tbe church, even chaplains 
in the army, on rejoicinei! over victories. In 
fact, it was said of Brother Barker, and of 
many otbera like him, that, not content with 
snpplicttthig yellow-fever and death in every 
fbrm, as well as that in battle, upon the infidel 
fbe, he and othera bad prayed for something that 
Bounded marvelonsty like an eternal damnation 
of tbe same foe. Let any one who retains to- 
day clear recollcctioils of what passed during 
tbe great delirium say, was this actually so or 
was it not? 

Turning a comer on onr harried way from 
Mr. Ferguson's we find k it Dr. Ginnis'i house 
that is on fire. Upon the whole, the handsomest 
two-story residence in Somerville, handsomely 
furnished, the Doctor has not occupied it more 
tban a year. And tbe Doctor is moved as never 
the moat glorioua news hod ever moved bim be- 
fore. Consequently tbe wbeeze is nponjiim al- 
most (Vom tbe first. He stands now near tbe 
Gut-consuming remnant of bis home, stunned, 
silent, in utter collapse. For there is this pecu- 
liarity abont Dr. Ginnis, that he is as much af- 



hrteA by bad news as by good, the elation pro- 
duced t^ tbe last being (ally equaled Xsj the de- 
gree of depreasion produced by tbe first — accord- 
ing to the inexorable law of mechanics whereby 
aotion and reiu:tion are equal. Hence it is that 
while we good Secessionists rattier like falling in 
with Dr. Ginnis when good news is afloat — we 
couldn't avoid doing that, as the Doctor then 
pervadea every nook and comer of Somerville — 
we would rather not tail in with him when the 
news is bad. Id tbia last case, to do the Doctor 
justice, we are not apt to, however, as he stays 
pretty cloaely at home then, if possible. 

But Dr. Ginnis is not needed at the fire at aU. 
Dr. Peel has arrived on the spot among the first, 
and has been bard at work from the moment he 
irriTed, Tmth is, Dr, Peel, by sheer force of 
he man, has come to be the life and soul of 
Somerville long before this; no public dinner, 
-meeting to receive tram or dismiss to the 
y dialioguished personage or personage 
going to become distinguiabed, no ball or lab- 
leanx, no public enterprise, of which Dr. Peel k 
tbe grand canier-on at well as the originator. 
We have come even to aecept the eaaences, jew- 
eliy, broadcloth, and boasting of the man in 
consideration of bis undoubted patriotism and 
princely liberali^ of feeling and of funds. It 
has got to be generally believed that Dr. Peel 
and Anne Wright are engaged to be married, 
and Alonzo Wright bos risen a hundredfold in 
public consideration, to say nothing of Anne, 
frail in form, fair, gentle, and doubly lovable in 
appearance from her contrast to magnificent and 
swarthy Dr. Peel as she haoga npon bis arm or 
inds by him in the dance >n public assemblies. 
And Dr. Peel sustains his well-earned repu- 
tation for public spirit and energy now at the 
He has rushed a dozen times into the 
house, and returned bearing wardrobes, bureaus, 
and the like, beyond tbe strength of other men. 
Tearing off weather-boarding to get at the flamee ; 
the top of Che stable endeavoring to save it; 
here, there, every where; men running hither 
and thither like children at his command; his 
hat gone in the confnsion : moving in tbe best 
ative element, no man there refuses to 
feel bira to be the hero of the hour, Agamem- 
king of men. But even Dr. Peel can not 
work miracles. When morning breaks it is upon 
the chimneys only and a tew charred timberB, 
a bed of ashes, the bones, as it were, of the 
living home, from which life and flesb are 
gone. All that is left is for Dr. Peel to start a 
bscription list, before he has waahed his bands 
for breakfast, in Dr. Ginnia's behalf, beading it 
fa and some amount, and canvassing the 
entire community with it before night. 
In his heavy loss Dr. Ginnia accepts the as- 
<tanco with gratitude, but adds to Dr. Peel: 
A thonaand thanka. Dr. Peel, for all your no- 
ble aid ; but if you conld only help me to prove 
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it wu the work tt an incendiai;, cTfln if ire d 
not kaow whom, and coaidiit cstch him — jiut 
know that certunlj would be a greM >«ti>GwcioD 

He doei not mj It, but to hsTs it known that 
his bonaa had been lelected oat of all othera in 
Sonterville ai that of Che moM prominent patriot 
there for destruction, wonld hare gone far to 
conaole the Doctor. 

" That was my full belief at first, " lajs Dr. 
Peel, with oubs, " nntil I h^pened npon that 
[dpe I showed yon Ijing near the stable among 
the Kraw. Some careless old negro woman. 
If I was yon I woald examine into it ; and if I 
was to know that any negro of nine had lost rae 
so splendid a proper^ — " And the ft^nd de- 
scribes, wiUi awfal profanity, the vengeance he 
wonld inflict. 

And Mi. Fergnson 7 It is full compensation 
to him for the insults of the night that it has, at 
• least, yielded him one of the most interesting 
pages for hie collection. With more than the 
neatness, preciuon, blue ink, red Ink, and black, 
with which he keeps bis own land and olhci ac- 
eonnta does he prepare Ihebulletin for posl^ty, 
date, events, results in foil. 

The second day after the fire Dr. Feel rides 
ont to see Alonio Wright. No man could -make 
a handsomer apology for having accidentally 
lamed bis friend's shoulder, which is badly hurt. 

"I was opposed to going on at flrat, yon will 
remember. General Wright. I only wanted to 
frighten the old scamp. Bnt I got excited 'by 
yom eloqusnce;. it would sweep away a stone. 
When I got hold of that axe I was in sudi a 
desperate hurry, too, to get at the fellow — " 

"Let US Bay no more aboal it," inlerrapts Ur. 
Wright. " I am sorry for that man Ginnis, of 
course, but I am very glad the fire happened juat 
OS it did. When I am drunk I am a perfect 
tbot, rather a devil incarnate. If any thing had 
happened to that brave old man I could nei 
have forgiven myself. What an old Trojan 
is I I wUl make a point to speak to him the ni 
lime I see him on the atreets. It was the aai 
way with Mr. Arthur. I made myself a perfect 
blackguard nith him once—yon may bare heard 
of it — at the old gin. He will bear me witness 
I went in next day and apologized. I've 
Anne here nobody ties the knot if she ever 
ries but that man, if only he was not an Abo- 
litioniat, or Union man, which Is the i 
thing. True as sleel he is, for all he is so quiet- 
But Jet OS talk abont Bamside, an; thing. I 
made a fool of myself that night in Somerville, 
am ashamed of it, and have made Anne a half 
promise never to go to the place any more." 
This, with a good many etrong expressiona be- 
tween, from Mr. Wright aober, a person bearing 
no resemblance to Mr. Wright drunk. 

So Dr. Feel, taking another cup of the coffee 
— "the genuine article, Doctor; no rye, barley, 



okra, sweet-potatoes, or other trash in it" — of 
Miss Anne's making and another aUce of Miss 
Anne's q^onge-cake — only blondes like Anne 
iver make real aponge-cake ; hranettes suc- 
ceed in pound, preserves, and the like, not in 
sponge — Dr. Peel, we aay, changes the topic to 
our bright prospects now of apeedy succeES. At 
which point. Colonel Juggins having ridden over 
to trade certain oxen with Mr. Wright, Dr. Peel 
is left to be entertained by Miss Anne. 

Peiiti Anne! A canary-bird is small, we 
know, never so small as when in contrast with 
an eagle. Very quiet is Anne ; low-apokeo, too. 
Blushes also coming and going on caaseleas er- 
rands to and from heart and cheek. No one 
phiys better on the piano — not concert mnsic, yon 
know, bnt exactly the kind for a parlor. Anne 
ainga, too, as a canary-bird ever sboold, and 
very sweetly ; not the operatic s^le either, yell, 
sqaall, inarticnlate ; yon are not deafened by 
Anne, and can make out as distinctly every ejl- 
lable she sings as if she spoke it. Dr. Peel stand- 
ing behind her, turning over the leaves of her 
music as she plays, joining in with his splendid 
voice, stooping to say this and the other nothing 
in his lowest modulations. 

"I had no idea it was so latel" she says, with 
an instant thrill at the impropriety of saying so 
with Buch simplicity, when, at last. Dr. Peel 
sees by his massy gold waUh that it is time for 
him to go. Mr. Wright, done with Colonel Jug- 
gins by this time, orges his gnest to stay to lea. 
Dr. Peel wonld do so with great plcaanre, he 
could ride in to town by moonlight, only he has 
" an appointment to keep." 

"With some fair lady, I'll bet," says Mr. 
Wright, good-naturedly, as he shakes the Doc- 
tor's hand on parting. 

"Wrong this time, General — not with a lady," 
replies Dr, Peel, Anne's Uttle hand in his as he 
bids good-by. 

No, not with a lady. As the Doctor itean 
the comer of a fence, about a mile from Somer- 
ville, he draws rein to speak with a particularly 
ill'Visaged negro man, evidently waiting for him 
there. Protruding chin, with beard in little 
knots upon it here and there,' retreating fore- 
head ; coarse wool tied np in pig-tails, Btick- 
ing up in evety direction from his head ; squalid 
clothing; long, ape-like arms) big, flat feet — a 
savage. In all New Zealand none more bo. Not 
a more thorongh savage that hoar in the Africa 
from which the man's great-grandfatber came, 
save that here Jem is enveloped in an atmosphere 
of civilization, the chief ingredient gas of which 
for his breathing is — force. And Jem bos lost 
his ancestral Fetich, the Christianity he has in 
exchange being Um undefined for him at least 
to pat in words if questioned. Not that there 
are not thoroughly pious negroea at the South ; 
there are many tboosands of them — a larger 
proportion of them picas, perhaps, than of the 
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Db. feel and JEM. 



whiten, only Jem wns not one of them. Tet, 
Bad to taj, when Jem has nnj epecial Tillein; 
to engi^ in the negro in Somerrille of all oth- 
en whom he is sure lo call upon to nssist him 
ther^n ii Orange, a preacher, a very Brother 



Barker for einging end praying among the 
hlacfci. Beyond this there is not, of conrEO, the 
least parallel between the two preachers. Only, 
the remark may, with great deference to every 
body, be made, that, if Brother Barker's S«rip- 
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tare Ttews of Slaiery prompted him ta liia m 
violent courses, hy a Bingaliir coincidence, 
vu the Ker. Orange's viewa, too, of Slavery 
trom the Bible — read, doabtleu, upside down- 
wbicb prompted bim to hit moat objectionable 
conrsea; hit eril cooraes being, howerer, all 
nndergronod. So veiy alj 18 Orange tbat it is 
bald to Bpeak certainly; yet, if the fact 
known, it is rather Onuige who employs Jem in 
deedsoF darkness than Jem irhoemploys Orange. 
Jnat now both are in the hands of a greater 
than either. 

"Splendidly done, Jem; you cooldn't 
done it better," says Dr. Peel to Jem standing 
before bim. Great contrast between tbe broad- 
clotbed, bejeweled, perfumed, highly-edncated, 
perfectly-accomplisbed, and powerfnllj-inflaen- 
tial Dr. Peel and the savage beside him 1 Ciiili- 
Eatlon and Barbarism embodied and in strongest 
contrast? Apparently. Only there is no 
other white man in SomerviUa to whom Jem 
does not take off bis hat when be speaks to him, 
but the relic of a head-covering remains un- 
touched on Jem's head now, thoagh no man can 
express in word and manner greater respect, 
even ofleclion, for a companion. 

"On'y Orange an' me," he says. 

"I told yon boj8 before I don't tiiink it issoffe 
the money sbODid be in yonr hands; yon arc 
to let it out," begins Dr. Feel, taking a canvas 
bag, apparently qniCe heavy, from bis bosom. 

" Me an' Orange think so too^ on'y we is out 
of tobacco. A few dollars for oar women-folks, 
too," pleads the savage as humbly as a child. 

"Very well, certainly," sajB Dr. Peel, replac- 
ing the bag in bis bosom, and giving the man a 
tevr coins of gold from his purse. "Yon may 
have that over and above, and welcome. The 
rest any day it is safe for you. Yon and Orange 
can't be too careful, remember, Jem. You know 
how to get it to me if yon hear any thing. When 
I need yon bojs I'll let you know," 

Bat what would have struck an eves-dropper in 
all this interriew most was tbe singnlar bearing 
of these two veiy different villains to each oth- 
er. It can -not be expressed in words, but it 
was very singular — very singular indeed. 



Tkbbb is a certain manner — the nautical 
name for which the writer has clean forgotten, 
tbongh he assures the reader he once knew it — 
1:7 which a vessel is advanced upon its way when 
steam or tide or wind fail it Its anchor, with 
a stont cable attached, is carried forward in one 
of tbe ship's boats and booked on to some rock 
or icebei^ ahead, the other end of the baweer 
being fasteiked to the capstan on board. Wlh 
manyabeave-hotbecrewthenplytheirstrengtb, ' 



as in a slow whirlwind, aronod the capstan nn- 
lil they and their vessel are drawn to tbe an- 
chor. The anchor is Chen agtun borne forward, 
and BO the operation continued as long aa mmy 



And in the same way we will bear the anchor 
of this our bark ahead, and grapple it with this 
fiist day of March, 1866, and endeavor to — yes, 
warp, that is the word — warp oarselves np to 
that point ; for, tbongh all tbe world else moves, 
Somerville has seemed Borely to lack, so far as 
advance is concerned, of steam and tide — not 
of wind, only it has been perpetually shifting. 

Great events have befallen since Dr. Ginnis'B 
house was bnmed — many of them. 

Vicksburg. The Somerville Star bad ac- 
knowledged, after tbe fall of New Orleans, that 
tbe Misaiswppi River, Fort Pillow and Memphis 
having fallen, was open along its whole length 
to Federal navigation. Only a few days after 
its article in proof (hat this, so far from being 
an advantage, wonld be, tike the capture of New 
Orleans, a positive disadvantage to the Feder- 
als, Vicksburg and Port Hudson are known to 
have suddenly arrested the navigation of the 
river, at whicb, with singular inconnstency, the 
Star greatl; rejoiceB. Theu follows the long 
story— oh, bow long and weary in the slow tell- 
ing ! — of tbe assault upon Vicksbat^ and the re- 
pulse. Tbe episodical capture of Arkansas Post, 
though Somerville has accounts for weeks after 
that event of the escape on their way up tbe 
river, and their march across Tennessee to join 
Bragg, of tbe prisoners there taken. Next comes 
the wearisome digging of tbe &mons cana], and 
its failure, proving that hydraulics and hydro- 
graphy are greatly neglected parts of civil en- 
gineering as taught at West Point. Great re- 
joicing in Somerville over that. Then comes 
Grant's desperate march around and regular in- 
vestment of Vicksborg, at whicb also Somerville 
greatly rejoices. 

With Johnston in front of him, and Pern- 
berlon in bis rear cutting off his escape to the 
river, we r^ard the annihilation or capture of 
Grant's entire army as a positive cenainty," 
gays tbe Somerville Slar for weeks. " As to 
starving out Vicksburg, we happen to know it lo 
be victualed for a two years' siege." 

Then follow tidings of tbe fall of Vicksburg. 
This is scouted with scorn. For weeks after, it 
; how many gentlemen arrive, not in 
Somerville, but in its immediate neighborhood, 
known to have left Vicksbarg on tbe 
tenth or fifteenth of July, tbe place not having 
fallen then, nor having the least intention so to 
do." 

Even when Vicksbarg and Fort Hudson are 
known lo be captured — " We see only cause of 
congratulation in it," says the Somerville Star. 
Hist, because of the tremendouB loss — one hun- 
dred and fifty tbousaad is the lowest es 
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of the FederalB !□ capturing those points; sec- 
ond, because it will occupy a large part of their 
army to garrison these places; third, in that 
goerrilla bands will as effectually prevent the 
navigation of the riTer as befoi-e 1" 

Yes, ^Kre is the singular fact. We Secession- 
ists may attach infinite importance loan Object, 
may wait in most intense anxiety to know the 
result in regard to it, deny tiie captore of it ' 
dignantlyfor weeks after it has fallen, yet 
instant it is known to be undoubtedly gone 
care no more for it, wonder we should ever have 
interested ourself so idocIi in New Orleans, 
Vicksburg and Port Hudson, Chattanooga, At- 
lanta. Savannah, Mobile, whatever the object is 
in its torn; can even see now, are astonished 
we did not see it before, that the loss of each 
sncb place is on every acconnt rather an odvant- 
B^ than a disadvantage to na. Not merely in 
words only or in editorials — to some d 
oally in heart it is sol No doubt there is, with 
the occurrence of each disaster to the Confed- 
erate arms, a secret undermining going on in 
the understanding and heart of each even of the 
most rabid Secessionists, but it is unacknowl- 
edged at this period even to themselves. In 
exactly the same way. Dr. Ginnis, swelling and 
bursting to-day with some nonderful news of 
Foreign Intervention, Confederate Victory, and 
the like, abandons it to-morrow when it is known 
to be false, not only without much regret, but 
scarcely remembering even that he ever heard, 
mach less believed, in any thing of the kind. 

"But who," says Mr. PergnsoD, "can reason 
in regard to lunacy, or analyze infatuation? 
There is something even awful in it," be adds; 
" a Bupematoral folly at which J shudder, as at 
the direct doing of Jehovah." 

At which point Mr. Arthnr corrects his friend 
by drawing distinction between tbe positive and 
the permissive providence of Heaven — a distinc- 
tion lost upon the Scotchman, who qnotes tbe 
case of Pbaraoh and the children of Israel to a 
frigbtfnl degree in these days. 

But even while we are scouting the lying ru- 
mors of the fall of Vicksburg all Somerviile is 
electrified by tidings of the giorioua victories of 
General Lea in Pennsylvania. The bells can 
not ring enough after the dispersion of the Penn- 
sylvania militia and the capture of forty thonsand 
prisoners at Gettysburg. Brother Barker has 
been entrapped by false news so often by this 
time that be is for from being as credulous as of 
yore, yet, "Do you imagine General Lee would 
have crossed the Potomac if he did not know 
what he was about? Believe it; yes, brethren, 
witb all mysonll" Forwbo can resist, if it was 
only the big bell of bis own church, to which lit. 
tie Joe Staples clings, with brief relays for re- 
freshment, for honrs at a time? And so, when 
he can have the bel! stop long enough for him 
to be heard in special prayer, as on Sabbath, 



Brother Barker leaves all doubt in regard to Ms 
patriotism far behind. 

It was a singular coincidence that Orange, 
plowing in bis master's field, and Jem at work 
with his axe in the woods near Somerviile, both 
paiised boxa their labors at the flrst sound of the 
bells with about the same exclamatioD upon tbdr 

" Dar's bad news for ni« /" 
They, and, of their colored friends, not they 
alone, had made about tbe same remark once or 
twice before at the sound of distant explosions, 
taking them to be cannon for victory. These 
reports, however, had tamed out to be only tbe 
blowing up — quite a common incident — accident- 
ally, of powder-mills and all therein — no mistake 
about tbe belts, however. 

Not that, returning to Mr. Barker, his has been 
an altogether uDruffied conise. Like other em- 
inent confessors in all ages be has bad bis trou- 
bles also. Many, among the beet of his church, 
have long ceased to attend thereat. There is 
Mrs. Juggins. 

" No, Brother Barker, I can't do it. It was 
bad enough to see yon, a preacher of the Gospel 
of peace, marcbin' along, as I see yon that day 
in Somerviile, with a gun on your shoulder, 
member of a company, practicing, too, with them 
at a mark, I'm told! But for a disciple of the 
blessed Jesus to preach and pray as you do is 
more'n I can stand. Not only it is notbin' but 
politics, politics all lh« time with you in the pal- 
pit and out of it — no Gospel ; but, then, you're 
fiercer than Staples or Lamum, actually blood- 
thirsty an' bitter. God, He knows I love my 
country. I gave Tom for it, didn't I ? Please 
God, I hope the Yankees may be whipped back 
'here they come from. If they ain't, it won't be 
)r want of prayin' for it here South 1" 

" All the Union people have ceased to come 
I church long ago, and to support tbe ministry," 
begins her spiritual leader. 

" Can't belp it, Brother," says Mrs. Juggins, 
firmly ; " the Colonel and I is getting old ; since 
Tom was killed, too, I've seen things difrent. 
The Confederacy gaining its independence is a 
great thing, I dare say; hut religion here, the 
reachin' abetKrworld after this, is a better thing 
scilK Dare gay you have no idea how you've 
ilopped preaching and praying any thing but the 
Confederacy. And look at it. The Sabbath- 
school there in Somerviile is broken up, they tell 
Ebtcept on some grand political occasion, 
tbeysayyou'veonly a handful to hear you. Then 
you know better'n I how many of the veiy pillars 
of our church, ministers even, some of them, 
baa taken to drinhin', corain', and swearin', swin- 
dling, and all manner of wickedness. As to sin- 
ners, tliey are farther oflT than ever; and who's 
) biame ?" 
Yes, Brother Barker has a hard time of it as 
lell as Mr. Arthur. Somehow his salary^Teiy 
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(low in bsing paid, what little ii pmniMd, the 
ralittDce he pUced upon hia SecuBiooiM ndmlren 
in Ibii matter being mxedingfy mistaken ; nadj 
enoDgh tbe; an to crowd bis charch on erery 
political occasion to bear, and to iDflame and 
inflate by theii preaence tbe nolenee of, aennoni 
md praj'en for tbe Sootb. 

"If the Alffiigbtj does not give rictorj to Gen- 
eral Lee in this hia march npon oar wicked foes, 
the very angels of heaven will be readj to raroU," 
be bad remarked oDe Sabbath morning In a ser- 
mon. Who conld sa; more tban thM ? Tet tbe 
snbscription paper circulated the Tei? ds}' afiei 
on his behalf was far from as sDceesafal as it 
shonld hare been. " We all eteaaj admire, es- 
teem, appnm Brother Barker's cotn-se — no man 
in all Somerville more pstrioUc and nsefol than 
he— Tet the war baa cat onr means down so, and 
we have really so very many calls ereiy week 
connected witb the war, that we can not sa; at 
this moment what we can give, Brother ; we will 
think npon it, however, and let yon know." 

"No, Sir, jToa mnat excuse me," Captain Sim- 
mons remarked when applied to. "lYae, I was 
e«rly instructed to worship in tbe sanctuary, and 
I conld M this moment repeat to you, nag to 
yon to its own tnne, the bjmn ' Away, away ; 
away, away, away to SabbUh-ichooI.' Tme, I 
do drop in to hear the parson when ha (pves ns 
a red-hot sermon, prayers, and all the trim- 
mings, on the times. Bat I can not disguise the 
&ot that he is a — Yankee. My soul rerolta at a 
Yankee and-r-yon must excuse me." 

There wm tbe shamefnl way, also, in which 
Brother Barker was treated on his last risit to 
dte Pines. The preacher is exceedingly averse 
to speaking of it, but it seems a camp 6t soldiers 
rtationed there hare varied their monotonous 
roDtine of slaagbtering each fat beeves, and steal- 
ing such ponltiy and booey as they can lay hands 
upon, by bisuliiag, hustling, throwing clods at 
Brother Barker on his last appointment. Not 
on Union principles at all — from sheer contempt 
of a religion whidi has ceased to awe them in 
reference to things spiritual in its superhnman 
oxertions to instmct and excite ^em in reference 
to tbe Confederacy. 

Very slowly, indeed, tbe truth comes out in re- 
gard l« tbe Gettysbuig efi^ir. Somerville bos 
placed all its hopes on a bng succession of he- 
n>e^ dropping them in turn as easily as it has 
done great cities ; for the Ume, even General 
Lee lies shattered on tbe earth from his pedestal. 
Tbe ebb and Sow of feeling during these days 
among Secessionists and Union people — the one 
olws being in the trough exactly at the instant 
the other is on the creet of the sea — who 
describe t 

Neither can be described the intense eageme«s 
of Mr. Arthur, Dr. Warner, Mr. Ferpiaon, and 
^1 otbei Union people — it is amniinn how many 
of i^em are left tn Bometrille still — for Federal 



papers. Odoitel Gay Brooks, not « wiittan line 
from him since be left, contrives to get papen 
to friends In Somerville. Isaac Smith, painter, 
(00, little be cared for Uteratore of uiy sort, still 
leishitbig and butter-making wife; now tlie seal 
with which Isaac Smith, from wilbin tbe Fed- 
eral lines, pours in letters and papers upon his 
ia wonderfnl. Mn. Smith's little parlcn- 
sees, and sees very often too, visitors it never 
dreamed of before. Let fat Hrs. Smith get a 
package as large as yotir hand at night — and ber 
mails almost invariably arrived at that period — 
before noon to-morrow she had a doien applica. 
tions from friends to know the news. And n 
great deal of news Isaac Smith managed to 
smnf^le in ; only, alas t Isaac, from long use per- 
haps of hia brush, gave too much — so little ptov- 
a be tme. For, let the truthful record be 
node, we Union people in Somerville ore al- 
as credulous in regard to the news we wish 
I true OS are the Secessionists — oot quite, 
but almost. 
But, ah, the eagerness with which we clutch 
paper from tbe North 1 We get it as a great 
iTor, to be read as rapidly as poaaible, to be 
returned exactly at such an hour to such a place. 
We button it up in our breast-pocket, and hurry 
home, tfar we dare not be seen with it on the 
streets. Arrived at home^ we arrest all tbo 
household work, turn the children ignominions- 
ly oDt of the room with terrible threats in case 
they come in again, which, by-tbe-by, they are 
to do a dozen times dnring the reading on 
pressing emergences which can not be postponed 
a moment ; and ao we carefiilly unfold and read 
the precious paper aloud- to wife or sister, to say 
nothing of all the Union people in the neighbor- - 
hood cautiously summoned in to hear. Tbe 
editorials, dispatches, items, odreniseinenti of 
hair oil, and tbe like — with greedy hunger we 
let no morsel or cmmb of the paper escape ds. 
In spite of all tbe eflbrt we made, a dozen readers 
or two have had the document before us, as doz- 
ens will, eagerly wondering why we can not re- 
member that others want the paper as well as 
onrgelves ^nd get through with it after ns. In 
consequence of this, the paper is painfully il- 
legible at tbe folds; we have, in the centre of 
the most interesting articles, to stop and punle 
around the chasms, oAen to take a flying leap 
over them and proceed. The little scraps of 
patriotic poetry, here and there, wa often mem- 
orize even. And so the paper circulates dll it 
is read, literally read, to ibreds. 

There was Everett's speech at ibe DedicaUon 
at Gettjsbarg, Conld the orator hare imagined 
the zest with which his words there spoken would 
have been read from soiled and wom-ont sheets 
by thousands at the South his soul would have 
burned with sablimerenthuBiaEm than any wak- 
ened in him by the audience then visible to his 
eye. Who of ns fuigcta the keen enjoyment 
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Mth which we Mad oar first teirj tales in child- 
hood's sw«et hour — not so keen, ta delicious that 
gntificBtioo <u the reading, dnring the war, of 
all thoroughly American matter ooiiog in to ub, 
parched with tbint, Trom abroad. The circula- 
tion through Somerrille of one good paper oC the 
kind did all the Unian people — for if one indi- 
vidual Iheraof read it, ererj sonl did or had it re- 
peated to him— evident good for weeks to come. 
Perhaps the shortness of the allowance — ai with 
fbod doled out to the wrecked at sea — increased 
its value, months often elapsing hetween the ra- 
tions. Let us keep secret the absolute faith even 
Mr. Pei^nson placed in the least assertions of a 
Northern paper, his belief hereiD as abeolate and 
sweeping Bs was his nobelief in reference to the 
Somerville Star and all itn kind. And, as men 
build H mural tablet into the wall of an edifice 
with due inscription, permit the insertion here 
of this profound truth, that in verj much every 
sense of the word human nature at the North 
and the Sooth is exactlj the same ; with super- 
ficial differences we are at last One people. 

The fall of Vicksbnrg and Port Hudson and 
the victory at Gettjrsbarg send the Dnion people 
of Somerville quite up upon the crest of the ever- 
rolling sea, and — Mr. Ellis, Dr. Gjnuis, lowest 
of all — the Secessionists down into the trough 
thereof for months to come. 

"I tell you, Lamnm," Dr. Feel says to the 
editor of the Somerville Star, toiling away cold, 
pale, steady as ever in his business of lying by 
power-press, ever consistent in falsehood what- 
ever news Bill Perkins brings in his budget — "I 
tell yon, man, one screw loose in the machinery 
of the Confederate Government is the way the 
Pott-office is managed. What avails all you 
say in your paper so long as there is a perpetual 
stream of private letters coming ia to the con- 
trary? Federal papers, too, these Union people 
aw constantly gelling them; letters, also, from 
friends in the Federal lines — such things provi- 
sion them, so to speak, to hold out. If a few 
more of them could be hanged — t" 

Bnt this last reined; has been so thoroughly 
tried — not actually in Somerville, as yet, but all 
around it. There was Mrs. Isaac Smith's broth- 
er, John Jennings. Who did not know him? 
Oray-headed with fifty years of farming — fann- 
ing with his own hard hands alone these days, 
bis boys being in the Confedeiate service, and 
he owning no negroes. 

"Toa see, Mr. Arthur," Mrs. Isaac Smith 
says to that individual, who hnrries to see her — 
Is she not amember of his church ? — on hearing 
of the catastrophe, "they knew John was a 
Union man. He tried to help its being known, 
bnt he couldn't. Not that he said any thin);. 
He made a point to stay close at home — never 
opened his lips. But be was my brother, yoi 
know, and my husband bein|> gone that wai 
QDough. Every once in & while he'd come down 



from his place — fifteen miles, yon know, it is from 
bete — to bring me a little butter, or cheese, or 
wheat, whatever happened he could spare. Ever 
since Jim Boldin waylaid and shot down his own 
brother-in-law, Mr. Tanner — they do say Mrs. 
Tanner, bis sister, who is a hitter Secessionist, 
actually put her brother Jim up to it — ever since 
Tanner was found lying dead in the road with a 
hall through his head for being a Union man, 
John has been careful as a man could be. Let- 
ters &om Isaac! How could John get letters 
from Isaac? As God hears ne, Sir, John 

■ saw one that I didn't show him. But 
you've heard the story; I have no heart to tell 
it, hardened as I'm gettiug to almost any thing. 
A party of a dozen of them broke into bis bouae 
at midnight: said to bis daughters, poor things] 
scieatning aronnd, they only wanted to take him 
Somerville to be conscripted. Sarah, the 
eldest, knew better; she clung to him till they 

her off, some of them holding her to the 
wall while they tied John's hands. As they 
was dragging him ont, Sarah she begged and 
screamed only to be let give him — her gray-head- 
ed old father — one last kiss ; tbey wouldn't let 

lo even that, the man holding her saying 
things — Can you make jonrself believe, Sir, 
that such a thing con be trae in this Christian 
land F" says Mrs. Smith, speaking more slowly, 
exhausted with weeping till not a tear is left, 

ion itself worn oat from exercise so intense 
and so long. " Sarah here in the next room 
could tell yon herself. They dragged that nn- 
ofiending old man — lived fifteen jturs in' the 
neighborhood— out of his house, mounted their 
horses, and rode ofi' at full speed, holding the end 
of the rope. Of coarse when he couldn't run he 
was dragged. Sarah tracked him next day by 
the bits of his clothes on the brush till she lost 
the trail over the rocks. No one but her, and 
sho not twelve years old, near night she finds 
bee father at last. They had hung him hy the 
neck from a blackjack, (Sod knows whether it 
was because thej intended it, or because thej 
did not know how to lie the rope so as to stran- 
gle, but he was warm yet when she came upon 
him. He had been hanging there in struggle 
and agony full fifteen hours. Sar^ she had 
never thought to bring a knife — jusi think if you 
can of that poor young thing working there — ■" 
But here there is loud crying from the next 
room of the little hoase — Sarah has been wak- 
ened from her slnmber of exhaustion hj her 
aunt, who has forgotten in her excitement that 
her niece is asleep there. 

"We must get used to it, man ; like things, 
in all varieties of hellish wickedness, are taking 
place every hoar," says Mr, Ferguson, to whom 
Mr. Arthur has been telling the story. "The 
National Government will not or can not help 
us. For His own wise purpose the Almigh^ is 
leaving us to ourselves." 
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It part of tbe infalos- 
IktD of these men Bronnd hb," ssjb Hr. Arthur, 
walking tbe floor of Mr. EeTgaaoa'H room like b 
cased leopard, " ia that Ihey do not m 
dentand exactlj vbera Dr. Wamer and }^oa 
and I and all other Union men of Soi 
and I know of more and more of them eTei7 
day— actaally «»nd. Do joa suppose Mr. Ellis, 
Captain Simmona, Bob Withers, Ginaig, tbe 
Lamams, and the rest Icnoa that there is not sc 
individnal at the North, ia the Federal armj, k 
iha Cabinet at Waahington — not Lincoln him- 
self more Ihorongblj, ntlerlj, abaolnlely — '* 

' ' Sh-ah-sb, man, not bo lond I " sajs cautions 
Mr. Fergnson. 

"And expect me actnall; to pray for the anc- 

"We nmal benare of becoming too excited. 
It is our daty to exercise tbe patience and meek- 
ness of the Gospel, " remonstrates tbe Scotchman 
at some length, whose feelings never aasnme the 
form of wistb, only of intense bitterness and con- 
tempt. "Beirars of becOTning a Brother Bark- 
er, only on the opposite side, " adds this griziled 
mentor. 

And it strikes this Telemachns that night, 
rnminating, Testament in hand, in his room at 
Mrs. Soret's, that he is sliding down into a con- 
dition to be aUrmcd at. He blames Mr. Bark- 
er, Mr. Ellis, and the re« — for what? For 
leafing the Gospel and the moderation of the 
Gospel behind them ; for ceasing to have main 
reference to things spiritnal, and becoming far 
loo intensely interested in things of this wotld. 
Wonder if I am not doing tbe very same thing F 
he thinks. If they are too excited for nhat they 
call their conntry, am not I for what I regard as 
mine ? Tnie, theirs is a wicked rebellion ; mj 
interest is in my country, in which U involved 
civilization, freedom, the Gospel itself — And 
all he can conclude is to aet more vigorous watch 
upon his heart, oat of which are all intemper- 
ate deeds, words, thonghts, feelings — the issnea 
of life. For grace to do which he prays there 
and then. Only there is tbe same sense of ex- 
haustion in prayer that there is in reading tbe 
Scripture and in preaching- Leading tbe life 
of a pariah with moat in gomerville every day, 
so little enconrsgement, every emotion in such 
perpetual and intense play — thought, forever on 
tbe strain — insnfficiency of actual labor to ^ve 
relief — exhauacion . 

And Alice ? If she was a thousand miles away 
now I God forbid-i-flhe ia all of hope he has. 
Tet, like tbe Princess of Fairy Tale, alive to her 
lover in all her chamO, yet inclosed beyond any 
thing but mere sight in adamantine crystal. 

Oh yes, yes, of coarse, the writer knows all 
that fully as well as the reader ; but Mr. Arthur, 
though be ought to have done so, doubiless did 
not. It is the easieet thing in tbe world for yon 
to say how yon would have gone boldEy to her 



like a man'; bow you would, and long ago, faav« 
had a perfectly frank and fall conversation with 
herself, and, if necessary, with her mother. Yon 
have a contempt for this Mr. Arthur for wait- 
ing, hoping, fearing ao long. Very well; Iwt- 
ter deapise him for cowardice in the matter than 
that the one who pens diese lines should despise 
himself for telling a falsehood in the matter. 
"If I wa* Alexander I wonld do so and so," 
said HephtcstioD. "And so wonld I were I He- 
phiestion," replied Alexander. Ton have, dear 
reader, first to be Mr. Arthur, defects and oil, 
and then to be exactly in Mr. Arthur's rather 
peculiar position, before you can decide how he 
should have acted. 

' ' We so-called Union people here in Somer- 
ville are like — By tD« I do not mean to include 
yon, Miss Alice," says Hr. Arthur la her one 
day. He has made bis semi six-months' call 
at Mrs. Bowles's, and Qnds that lady away from 
home assisting down-town in the preparations 
for a enpper in behalf of the sick soldiers — the 
proceeds somehow never reaching them in its 
transit through so very many hands — very little 
at least — and that paper-money into which the 
specie paid in has become singalarly transmnted. 
' lot stop to ask whether, before calling 

at Mrs. Bowles's, Mr. Artfanr knew or not of 
that lady's absence- How conld he, in that 
case, have conacientionsly asked Miss Alice if 
ber mother was at home ? 

The Union people in and around Somer- 
ville,"he repeals, bating corrected himself from 
daring to class his fair friend among them, " are 
tike tbe early Christians. " 

In purity of purpose or in degree of perse- 
nn?" asks Alice, looking np — what heanti- 
fol eyes! thinks her victor — from her sewing. 
Was everwomnn lovelier? demands Mr. Arthur 
of himself, warming himself in her presence aft- 
long dwelling among winds and &osts Mid 
hergs withont. 

"It was of their kindly feeling toward each 
other that 1 spoke," says he. "Not a day I do 
not hear of some diadtable and generons deed. 
Ton have long heard of old Mr. Adams — " 

Is it not strange that so large a slaveholder 
sbonld be a Union man ? You know be openly 
lows it," says Alice. 

"Heiafirfrombeing the only slaveholder — " 
begins Mr. Arthur, but prudently baits. "He 
has had the repntstion heretofore of being ralb- 

A pennrioos old gentleman," supplies Alice, 
demurely. "Proverbially so, I fear." 

Well, his com-crihs, fodder-stacks, snoke- 

!es, grain-bins, ponltry-yard seem to have 

ed to he bis own this last year. He gives 
away as freely aa water. People send out their 

ons, and help themselves as a matter of 

■se. Provided, yon know — " 

Tbe applicant be thoroughly disloyal — to the 
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Confederaej I mem," eaye Alice wilb, did ave 
woman bavw »o aweet b smile since Eve was en 
atod 7 aayi Mr. Arthur, Co himself. " Oh, j'es, 
she continuea, " Mi. Neelj was telliog me of it 
when he wu here last nigbt ; no, it noa when be 
WM here last week. Ue tells me the UnioQ peo- 
pie are more like one family dwelliag over town 
in different honses— what belongs to one belongs 
to all. 1 happened to pass Mrs. Isaac Smith' 
this morning, and I noticed no less than three 
wagons unloading sacks of sometbiag — pigs, tur- 
keys, chickens, corn — almost eTery thing, and 
met two immense ox teams going in that direc- 
tion with wood as I came away." 

Like one family f More lofin); with each 
otber than the membeni of families generally 
are. Those of (be Union people in Somerville 
who did not even know of each other's names or 
existence had long now become well acquainted. 
Long before this had old quarrels between such 
of them OB bad been at variance ceased. No 
distinction of occupation, denomination, prop- 
erty between these any longer. Treated with 
contempt, at least coldness, by all Secessionists, 
Union people can not even pass each other on 
the street widioDt stopping to shake hands. On 
the most frivolous pretenses, and on none at all, 
they are visiting each otlier, specially when "dis- 
astrons news" i» aSoat, all the day. The very 
children of Union parents confidently expect 
now, when they pass him on the street, as much 
of a smile as Mr. Ferguson ever manages to 
radiate tbroagh his beard. As to that, more 
than once or twice baa sober little Robby Sorel 
conn home laden with gifts from men he has 
met in town of whom he only knows that they 
asked his name. 

And how Mr. Arthur cherishes, bidden among 
hia eermons, letters of encouragement, anony- 
moDS, bonestly signed, drop-letters from persons 
in Somervilie, long lectere fixim strangers living 
far away. Letters in which the writers venture 
decided opinions in reference to current events 
in guarded langaage, but with such an air of 
being arrived at on the part of the writei^kfter 
much thought, and as original and remarkable 
discoveries as makes Mr. Artbar smile. The 
plun country people that take Mr. Artbnr cau- 
tiously to one side when they meet him, and 
break to him, in exceedingly prolix and ronnd- 
about way, their views, or ride out, introduce 
themselves, and spend the night at Mrs. Sorel's 
to do the same, each displaying his devotion to 
the Union and bis esecration fur the Confed- 
eracy from within a hundred wrappings, like a 
precious jewel pecniiar to the speaker's self. And 
the delight, too, mingled wilb fears that he may 
notbepmdent as he should be, of tbe new friend 
when he finds Mr. Arthur, with exactly tbe some 
opinions, so very decided and clear. 

Not plain people, obscnre and quiet only. 

"Parson Aithcr, hold up a minute, I.want to 



say a word to you," says Bob Withers, whom 
Mr. Arthur meets face to face on horseback in a 
sequestered spot near Somerville. And Mr. Ar- 
thur complies, hut with very cold manner, fbr, 
like almost eveiy man of bis class in Somerville, 
Mr. Withers is very shy of Mr. Arthur in pub- 
lic; Mr. Arthur, therefore, is doubly shy of bim. 
Bat Bob's open, cordial face is irresistible. 

"I've wanted to speak to yon for a longtime; 
But in strict confidence, by Oeorgst mind — in 
strict confidence, Parson. Yon look pale and 
worn, and go about Somerville looking as if you 
didn't have a friend there. I wanted to tell yon 
it's a mistake — you've plenty, only we don't tike 
just now,.bj Geoige ! to show it. Tou just bold 
out, Parson ; that's what you've got lo do, hold 
out! I ain't a professor myself^ as you well 
know, though if I don't get lo heaven at last it's 
a poor chance for most Christians, by George 1/ 
know. When ibis thing came about^ do yon 
Buppoee I didn't know as well as you and Brooks 
and tbe rest it was a piece of the most in-fer-nal 
folly? What could a fellow do, by George 1 
We were in it, yon see. But it's wq/ne than I 
thought it conld be. Worse? The lying 
swindling, shirking, stealing, murdering, nn-i- 
ver-sal scoundreliem! Ob, never mind, by 
George 1 Ton only bold out — that's what I sey, 
hold outi And if you think I don't know as well 

you that this whole thing is harrying, like ev- 
ery other spree, slam bang to eternal smash, yon 

■a just, by Georgel mistaken. Yea, Sir-reel" 

And Mr. Arthur does not see his way clear to 
refuse the double eagle Bob Withers insists upon 
leaving with him as a token of regard when they 
at last. Ab to that, no one can write a leU 
r speak a word, " in confidence betvreen ns. 
Sir," without doing something of the same kind. 
Though Brother Barker even would have been 
almost satisfied with tbe coldness with whicb 
Bob Withers and Mr. Arthur pass each other on 
the-street the very next day. 

In fact Boh Witbem is very far from being the 
only prominent Secessionist of whom Mr. Ar- 
thur could have told some singular things if he 
had wished. But who dare say what is dona 
toward this by Vicksbur^ Port Hudson, aqd 
Gettjiburg? 

Even the grand old Major seems to look down 

arebenignantly than of old from his frame, Ibis 
spring morning of eighteen hundred and sixlj- 
fonr, npon Mr. Arthur thawing himself in the 
society of the Major's daughter. Very dignified 
and reserved indeed the visitor intended to be 
when he found, so very unexpectedly, that ho 
be entert^ned by the daughter inslead of- 
the mother. It was, after all formal inqniriet 

reference to Rntledge Bowles, at whose name 
both color simnltaneoQSly; after being fully in- 
formed in reference to Mrs. Bowles's health, 
whom he already knows to have become grayer, 
thinner, more nervous than ever from what in 
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hM cuiudl; be«rd Mid Mm of her ; after AHm 
bM Tolnnteered to ipcak of the ichool she ia in- 
tendEng to keep, after all thii and a little old 
niuic loo, that Ht. Artbnr, dipping from eheer 
force of habit, penniU bimMlf to speak of poli- 
tics b; the TsferenM to the kiDdlineu among 
Union people. 

He venmrei, Mrs. Sorel and Hobby being men- 
tioned, to tell how the Utter ii advancing in hii 
■tndiea. Hot can he resiit the inclination by 
thii time to relate ho» Robby wai ananlted for 
nbont tbe hundredth time on fail Ian errand into 
Somenille bj Joe Staple*. Bat Mr. Artbnr re- 
frsini from mentioning the artiilery of Yankee, 
free n^ro, AbolitioniBt, traitor, and a good deal 
iTorae with which Roliby wai anailed. Tfaat be 
•od ererf child of CTery Union parent bad long 
ago become accnstomed to, thongh it took a long 
time before Sobbj could endure being curved a« 
an Abolilioniat, that being wmething ingrained 
into him as fat woree than any otber epithet in 
the world — the qaintessence of all abuse. But 
when Joe Staples actually seized upon the bridle 
of Hobby's pony, and woald not let the child 
pass till he had been sufficiently cnraed, notbing 
being left for it, TtMyj slipped off his pony, left 
him to his fate, and pitched in, demnre little 



fellow as he was, with bis neat jeans suit and 
his bur fresh from his mother's broshing, and, 
with the sodden ferocity unknown to his mother 
and himself nnder surface of bis sober sense, 



gave Joe Staples sncA a dmbtnng a 
(enfold Staples Senior's hatred for tko Union 
people, and causes Mr. Ellii to caution his Char- 
ley that night at table against erer associating 
with a boy so desperately deprared as Bobby 
SoreL 

" And she to set bereelf off from every body, 
and pt«tend to be so rery strict with her chil- 
dren t" says Mrs. Ellis from her bed in the next 
room. " Yon hear what 1 say, chUdren? If ever 
1 1 know of your associating yonTselres with 
them — " And so on, and so on. 

"Do yon know," aayi Alice, ai last, "that 
Hn. Warner and Mr. Ellis, and tbe othera who 
bare withdrawn from the church, are greatly of- 
fended that yon nerer bare called even to see 
them since they withdrew?" 

"And when tbey baye urged me ao often to 
do BO, too," adds her visiior, reflecting her smile. 
"Would yMi hare me do so, Alice — 3fui Alice?" 

What a nameless charm in the Tety parting 
of her hair, in the plain collar around her neck, 
in tbe flow of ber calico dress — one she has had 
now foDT yeaie if he only knew it — a dirine 
grace, a heavenly sweetness] AHer so long, 
long a period, too, of anxiety, disappointment, 
alienation from a hundred friends I Of conne 
he exaggerated her, idealised, apotbeomied — jnet 
as we must not tmst what is said of Italy by 
travelers fresh from long and bitter travel in 
crossing tbe Alps. So rapidly and thoronghly 
has this lover thawed, beyond all his resolves 
when be first bowed to ber, on principle not 
even shaking hands with ber on his first corn- 
Five minutes more, and, having lost all 
resolve to the contrary as if it bad never been, 
Mr. Arthur will have learned bis fate. A dis. 
infinitely more impassioned and eloquent 
than be had ever favored her with from the pul- 
pit already bnmg on bis lips, when — the big bell 
of Brother Barker's chnrcb first, then, clamor- 
ing in as for their places in a procession, one by 
ooe, oveiy bell in Somerville 1 Beally and imly 
it WB8 the great, bidden, unacknowledged move- 
menlftfrom tbe recent Federal Bucceseee, which 
had thrown these two thus so close together. 
At (he fint blow made t^ Joe Staples— yet stiff 
from bis dntbbing but a martyr to the cause — 
npon the big bell, these two are fiw asunder. 
His fault, his, not hers t 

And here are Mrs. Bowles and Mr. Neelj. 
Great news, glorious news! From the States 
west of the Mississippi this time. Banks is re- 
pnleed at Mansfield, eight hundred wagons, fifty 
cannon, innamerahle prisoners, all the gnn-boats 
and transports; not the least doubt but tbe next 
mail will bring accounts of Che capture or de- 
struction of tbe last vestige of tbe Federal forces. 

Slight, pallid, enthusiastic Mrs. Bowles t She 
strives, even in tbe excess of her joy, to be quiet 
from habitual refinement, but faifty radiates with 
AndMr.Noclyl Get^ng quite fkt, 
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phTsically as welt m pecnniaril}', upon hia con- 
tractonhip, he ia ros; as moniing, nibbing bia 
bands, poUiiig down bis wsistcoal, jubilani in 
every carl of his hair, in ereij motion of his 
bod;, for he con not git etill I If on; thing was 
needed to brim hi» cup it was meedng Mr. Ar- 
thur in jnst that parlor on jugt that occasion. 
Even the old Major overhead beami npon tbem 
in grander proportions, struggling in bis frame 

And juBt at this junctarc it is that Brother 
Barker makes that fatal mistake of his. The 
Somerville Slar is full of tbe newg. Tim Lam- 
nm and Bob Withers shake hands over it — alien' 
Bted daring three months before from something 
rising out of poker. Dr. Peel has read the dis- 
patcbea aloud in a doien crowds, with running 
oaths of coofirmation. Even Bill Perkins, fallen 
back into a mere atags-driver on account of Con- 
federate disasters be has been bringing bo long, 
with vague sense on the part of the people that he 
is somehow to blame tor them, is treated till be 
can not stand. Dr. Ginnis, inflated, from the 
shabbiest collapse, in five minutes, by the newsr 
to his faJlest former proportion, is up and down 
every street, in and oat of evety store in the 
place, slapping bis hands together, drawing back 
his sleeves, wheeling but irrepressible, gesticn- 
tating though he can not speak. 

There is Mis. Warner; from some sadden 
whirl, given by the Confederate disasters, she 
has been prophesying defeat and ruin to the 
Sooth for weeks on weeks now. Not a bit less 
vituperative. She plies her suuff-slick as en- 
ergetically as ever, denouncing the swindling, 
stealing, lying officials of the Confederacy, their 
cowardice and inaction ! She does not slop 
with, "We aro whipped — whipped, t lell yon!" 
but even adds, " And I'm glad of it, becanse I 
hope the Federals will eatch and hang these mis- 
er^le fellows loafing about with their^ stripes 
and ambnlances and things, when they ought 
to be off at the front, as they call it, fighting 1" 
All of which falls incessant upon Dr. Wamer, 
who droops his band and takes it, conscious of 
being in some general way guilty of it all him- 
self. Even if be is balder these days, what he 
losee in hair he makes up in flesh — a storm- 
beaten mariner, but nsed to the squall and gust. 
The instant Dr. Wamer could tell his wife this 
last news, befora he had got it half out of his lips, 
biswil^badsnapped her forefinger and ^nmh, and 
ttarast the former within half an inch of his nose. 

"Didn't I tell you so. Dr. Wamer? I want 
yon to tell me that this instant! Didn't I tell 
you BO? Didn't I lell yoa, over and over and 
over again, we would whip them j'et ? Always 
croakingt— telling me about your Gettysburgs 
and Vicksbargs till I wag sick of the sound I 
And you a [dous man — at least, pretend Co be, 
and doubt that God is a just Being! Wanted 
me to laugh at Brother Barker." 
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Which brings us back to the fatal n 
made by that clergyman when the news comes 
of Banks's repulse. 

" I hope so, I hope so 1" he says, having hold 
of Mr. Ellis's band, with pecnliarly mournful in- 
tonation of the word "hope;" "bat I fear not. 
We have been so often deceived — I myself, on 
one occasion — by mere idle rumors. Ton, as a 
ChristiaD, will understand me when I say I see 
the hand of Satan, the Father of Lies, often put' 
forth these days. For some inBCrntable purpose,! 
always against the best and holiest of causes ; 
but," adds Brother Barker, with a Borrowfal 
shake of his head, "we are not ignorant of his 
devices. I hopt so. Brother Ellis, bnl I fear not, 
ftar not.'' 

Even Mr. Ferguson, pasting the dispatches ss 
they come into his Scrap-book — with grim un- 
belief npon the surface of bia beard, though sin- 
cerest apprehension is tugging at its roots — even 
Mr. Ferguson might have admired the sorrow- 
ful, not to say morose, disbelief in the glorious 
tidings, by Brother Barker, as he shakes himself 
away, with boding head and sorrowful hand, 
through the crowds upon the streets. 

Long ago, like all his class, his chiefcft asso- 
ciations have been, especially on the street, with 
striped offlcials and hrass-battoned heroes. He 
may be talking vrith Sam Fetere about bis bad 
fall from bis horse, awfully exaggerated by Sam ; 
or with Smiihers, also a member of hit church, 
about Mrs. Smitbers'a last worthless runaway 
of a cook ; even with Mrs. Wamer, who regu- 
larly attends his chnich now, and always bewails 
Mr.Arthur'BConrse in conversation with her new 
pastor — whoever it is with whom he is speaking, 
let Brother Barker but catch sight of a military 
man passing, or over the street, and, with n 
hurried excuse, he is off to speak to the son of 
Mars, or to get an introdnction — oftener to in- 
trodace himself, if anocquainted. 

But when this news of our glorious vicloiy 
over Bonks inLouisiana arrives, Brother Barker 
fails to render to Ctesar the thing* that are 
Qesat's. 

" I hope so. Captain Simmons — hD-p« bo," be 
says, steadily resisting the nniversal Faith and 
Joy, gently deprecating it, with open hand, as a 
father among his Ihoaghtless children — "bnt 
I fear not, f-e-a-r not I" 

And this illustrates just what Mr. Neely so 
Utterly bewails — the deep-seated, atterly incura- 
ble want of faith in even the most thorongh- 
going of Nortbem-bom SeceBsionists on the part 
of Southern-bom men. 

"Gentlemen, you see that person who has 
just left us," says Captain Simmons, foil of sol- 
emn joy, and something else, over the news, his 
left arm around a friendly post; "Rev. [hie] 
Mr. [hii;] Barker, resi-resideut clergy-clergyman 
of this commnn-mnnily. Did you ob — [hie] — 
obeerre the Btatement be imparty-imparted to me 
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"DIDWT I TEU. YOU BOf 



[hie]? We having ful-fo1le« digpatchra of a Ijecty-Mnjectore the reason? A Yankee! lady- 
glori-^lorioDS achev-y-Bchierenient, he, that [hie] I admit be toils hard [hie] lo hide ic — reij hard. 
indiTidnal, doubts it, gentlr-gentlemen, doabii \li will come out. Not a Tanhee in [hie] the 
iti" (Intense Bcom.) "But do yon coiijj-eon- I whole Confedy-Confcderac; ifaig da; [hie] but is 
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a doable traitor — traitjr-traitor to tm own i 
Back-section, and a traitor to [hie] ne. My 
liett inf-infanc; was, I may saj, sat-Bit-BBturated 
vrith reverence for the cloth. Bat (hat Yankee, 
Bnb-Barker, I revolt from. To thoae of hie birth 
I apply the langaage of the — the hfiUD : ' Toncb 
not, taBte not, handle not t' " 

Is it reasonable, therefore, to wonder 
frantic effort made by Brother Barker to right 
bimselff when it Ib establiahed beyond all doubt 
that Banks has really been repalsed ? Eagei 
as Mr. Fet^ason and the rest of the Union peo- 
ple are toBtare off that convictioti, strange to say, 
the tact of the a^ur breaks at last npon them 
not more against their wishes than it does apoD 
the preacher against his! Frantic effort ? Broth- 
er Barker finds Frophecy which bears direct npon 
it. In the course of a sermon on the golden 
image which Nebnchadnezzar set np, after prov- 
ing that the erection of the Waahington Mona- 
ment at Washington City, being as palpable an 
idolatry as in the case oi the Babylonish king, 
was doubtless the grand sin for which the Sooth 
was chastised. Brother Barker gave in his pain, 
ful experience as an imbelieTer in reference to 
the late news. Witb tears be made a clean 
breast of it : 

" As lack of faith, brethren, in Eirby Smith, 
it was no sin ; as lack of faith in Heaven, pledged 
by all its attributes to the cause of the South, it 
was a groat sin. Pardon yonr most unworthy 
speeke^' — bowed head, wet eyes, handkerchief. 
" And at this very moment, while I stand here 
before yon" — handkerchief dropped on the desk, 
arms extended at their foil length upward, eyes 
upon the ceiling above the pulpit, lack h^ fall- 
ing back from the head bowed backward — " the 
angels in heaven, seraphic Stonewall Jackson 
towering among them, all who have gone thither 
by mill — thousands from our gloriooa battle- 
fields, all heaven 1" — extended arms farther ex- 
tended to take it all in — "from innumerable 
harps rings Jubilee over our victory at Mans- 
field!" Speaker stationary for a moment in 
thrilling tablean ; then slowly-falling eyes, then 
hands, then bead. 

" Bat" — handkerchief, sip of water, lone fall- 
en from ecstasy to commonplace — "let us note, 
in the fourth place, who are destroyed by the 
Furnace Flames." Which proves in some way 
to have bean the Federal Government 

If we think we can depart when the sermon 
is over we are mistaken. Brollier Barker — very 
hoarse — has been, as we brethren may be aware, 
in attendance last week at the regular semi-aa- 
nnal meeting of our Church in the State. A 
full attendance, as we are happy to know. Sub- 
ject of the support of the ministers ; fully dwelt 
npon this by the preacher. One or two other 
matters bef^ we come to the main bnsiaess . 
' done by said meeting, brethren. 

And here Brother Barker proceeds to read in 



his best n 
thereupon, pi 



a Whereas, with ten reeolnttons 
nimously at said meeting, 



enthusiastic eulogy, exultation, prophesy, in 
reference to the Confederate Govemmeut in gen- 
eral, and one or two Major-Generals in particu- 
lar — the well-known morals, or rather immorals, 
of said individnals causing their names to have 
an odd soond, as of Saul among Che Prophets, 
' 1 that 



One thing more — the collectioa for Brother 
Barker's support. 

"Not that you do not mean well byputting in 
Confederate money, dear brethren," the preach- 
mildly expostulates as Che hats go around; 
[lot that I will not gladly do all in toy power 
anetsin the currency. But you know as well 
I that it rates only at twenty for one. Even 
that, people, I grieve to say, will not touch it 
when they can possibly avoid it. Of their gold 
and tilver Scripture invariably represents the 
generous as contributing ; it is surely of our beat 
we should give to the House of the Lord. 
Understand me, brethren, not that I — " 



CHAPTER XXI. 

It came opon Somerville at last. Came the 

very week of the Sabbath upon which Brother 

Barker had exulted, with the angels in heaven, 

over the repulse of Banks on Bed River. Came 
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Kt tha TBTj thna the Saeenion element of Soin- 
crrille vu glittering upon the rerj erait, the 
nnion element glooming in the lowest trough 
of the erei-Tolling sea. Came to BonMrrille at 
comes npon the pit of hiajlomach to m pogiliit 
mn anezpected bbw when he baa just warded 
off anotber tiom his eje. So occupied were we 
all Is Somerrille with the defeat of Banks that 
we had comptelel; fo^otien abont oDnelres. It 
was like that ball in Bnusels of which Lord By- 
ron has issued such ezteDsire tickets ; no mar- 
riage bell went merrier than did Sonternlle, 
when, like the roar of the coming Waterloo, 
dimming the sparkling eyes, paling the glowing 
cheeks at said ball, comei the mratH' of an ad- 
TBnce of the FadenUs npon the town. 
_ How the mmor Drtt reached the place who 
can tell? Bnmor at time* seems to be, indeed, 
the living goddess the Bomana made it, and to 
move with lightning rapidity in and by itself 
wlthoat the interrention of any means whatey- 
er. It was exactly at nine o'clock Friday night 
that Dr. Warner throw Mrs. Warner into strong 
hysterics by the aononncement that the Feder- 
als were coming. Whan that lady Tentnred to 
steal Girth after a night spent in hiding her ril- 
ver and the children of her negro woman, lest 
the mo^er shonld rnn away, bar jeweliy and 
other TBlnablee, refreshing herself occasioitall? 
by abnae of ollemately the Confederates and the 
Federals, her bnsbond being most to blame of 
all, the first object she beheld was the Federal 
flag flying from the roof of the Conrt-honse, near 
which Dr. Warner had his home. 

We have the anthority of Sir Waller Bcott 
that the bagle blast of Boderick Dhn possessed 
the doable power both of causing the instanta- 
neons appearance and the as instantaneous dis- 
appearance of bodies of men. Whatarer wizard 
blew the blast in this case; the appearing of the 
Federal force was not more eaddeii than wag the 
disappearance of the male Seceaaionists of Son- 
errille. For reasons which will appear in the 
' seqnel, we abstain from sayiog any thing more 
in reference to this raid than the actual fact of 
its having taken place jnst at that time in Som- 
erville compels ns to record. Closed stores, 
npon the walls of which tbe enemy hare posted 
bills inibrming the citizens thai, so long as thsy 
are themselves quiet, the iuTaders will acrupn- 
loasly avoid molesting any other than Confeder- 
ate property ; deserted streets, every indiiidaal 
peeping from behind doors and through the slats 
of shutters with curiosity swallowing np all other 
feeling; the marching lather and thither of blue- 
coated caTalry; the sound of martial music — a 
dream come and gone beibre we know it. 

That Friday nigbt Mr. Artliur was in the very 
act of kneeling with Mrs. Sorel'a household at 
family worship when an halloo makes it neces- 
sai7 for Robby to go down to tbe front gale to 
quiet the dogs and find out what is wsnled. He 



is gona io long that Hr. Arthur himself goes out 
He meets Bobby returning, and only bean some 
one shout, " Tell them esactlj what I told yon 1" 
as the one shouting gallops off in the darkness. 
Repeating his message on the way hack, Bobby 
repeats it yet again witen lie gets into tbe house. 
A most remarkable message it is. 

"Coloitel Brooks saja, 'Be prudent, dont 
commit yonrselTes !' " 

"Colonel Brooks?" asks Mrs. &orel— "Col- 
onel Brooks, Brooks?" 

"Nothing else?" asks Hr. Arthur, bewUder- 
ment giving place to the sadden joy. 

"As soon as I could get old Caff to slop hark- 
ing I asked, 'Who's there?'" says Bobby, sober, 
ly, but not without some Tague seute of new im- 
portance. " One of the men — " 

"There vrere two, then?" aaks his mother. 

* ' Tes, ma, on horseback, two— Dr. Peel and 
Mr. Brooks. Colonel Brooks says, ' Be pru- 
dent, don't commit yourselresl' That ia exact- 
ly what Mr. Brooke said. ' Is that yon, Rob- 
by?' he asked, when I fini got to the gate — 
'Is that yon, Bobby?' so eagerly. Humph," 
adds Bobby, "I think I ought to know Mr. 
Brooks's voice. Didn't I used to see him every 
day? Wasn't he my Sunday-school teacher? 
Colonel Brooks says, 'Be prudent, don't com- 
mit yourselTes 1' And then they galloped off." 

"But how do you know tbe other was Dr. 
Peel ?" asked Mr. Arthur, while Hre. Sorel has 
sunk again in her ann-cbur, as if unable to 

"Oh, I knew that befbre I got to the gate. 
He waa cursing old Cuff, yon know," adds Bob- 
by. "Oh, I know Dr. Peel. I've heard him 
cursing and shearing ten thousand time*. CoU 
onel Brooks says, 'Be prudent, don't commit 
yonrselresr" Bobby repeats the words as he 
had before done quite other words, rerses and 
the like, &om Mr. Brooks's lips in the Ssbhath- 

"I really and sincerely think you had better 
go," says Mrs. Sorel, suddenly, to Mr. Arthur, 
after half an hour of wondering and questioning. 

Mr. Arthur lifts his eyes in mute inqniry, 
though he sees at a glance chat pladd Mia. Sorel 
has been reading his thonghts all the time. 

"By the Federals yon know 1 shall he re- 
spected," she says, rajudly hut quietly ; " if any 
of the Secessionists shonld endeavor to molest 
me, it would he none the better, all tbe worse, 
if you were here. Go, Mr. Arthur, go 1" 

"I can not think of leaving you. None but 
yon and Bobby," begins that individual. "Tbe 
negroes — " 

" They would not harm tlieir old mistress. 
Ho — Mn. Sorel is safer without you," she adds, 
with a smile. 

" I can not think of going. I will not leave 
you exposed," says Mr. Arthur, throwing on the 
table his hat, which he has, most nncoDsdottBl;, 
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got from the hall, and has had ia hii hand all I last aska and obtains Mr. Arthur's hoise, and 
this time. And be takes Us Mat, and draws rides oS, and faater than its owner had come. 
BobbrtobisBccnstomed place between his knees. The fact is, JDSt before. Brother Barker and Bob 
"Mr. Arthor." savs Mrs. SoreL verr erect in Withers had beeo thrown together at Staples's 
bote), in the onivergal jumble of the confusion 
and huny. 



"Mr. Arthor," says Mis. Sorel, very erect 
her chair — as thorooghlj from South Carolina 
at the moment as Mrs. Bowles erer was — 
am mistress in mjown boose — No, I don't m 
that. I am old eaoogh to be jonr mother, 
will do 10 70a as I would to Frank if he were 
here. I command jou to go 1" 

Even as he gallops along through the darkness 
toward Somerrille his conscience smites him ; 
but he gallops on, leaving the casuistry of the 
case to be ■etlled'Wben he has more time. 

A busy time he finds it when he reaches town. 
He had met more than one rebicle on the road 
thither ^ he now hears the roll of wheels, the 
galloping of horses in ayeij direction ; atam- 
ming doors, running feet, sawing, hammering, 
glancing lights in the windows, lantema in al- 
most every stable. Few voiceo heard, hut an 
oxceedingiy busy time. 

Not until he has, alighted at Mrs. Bowles's 
gate does he ask himself how he ia to arrange 
matters with that lady — what he is to say. The 
front-door is open, a light streams from it, and, 
as he opens the gale to go in, the beams fall full 
upon the face of Brother Barker, of all meo in 
the world. And very much excited indeed is 
Brother Barker. 

"Ah! Brother Arthor," he says, in 
tated manner, selling upon, and — from sheer 
force of general habit — shaking the hand of the 
other in the long, and altogether indescribable 
manner peculiar to Brother Barker after 
meeting in chnrch or arbor. It ii the fiist time 
he has even spoken to Brother Arthur for years 
now. Generally he has avoided him on the 
street, or, when compelled to pass him, it hae 
been with a nod greatly colder than no recogni- 
tton; the repnlsion — moral, religions, intellect- 
nal, eveiy way — the repulsion between these two 
men being really greater than that between any 

"Tour horse, I believe. Brother Arthor?" 
pointiog to the animal from which Mr. Arthur 
had just alighted with hia leTt hand, while be 
retaina hia friend's band, still shaking it, in his 
right. 

It is Mr. Arthur'a horse. 

"Would yon be so kind? Some nnprincipled 
person boa stolen my animal from the stable 
within the last hour. The fact is — I presume 
yon may know— it is believed the Federals— I 
woiJd not wonnd yoar feelings for the world, 
Brother Arthur" — another shake of the band— 
"but I have reason to think that I may be sin- 
gled out',' — greatlj agitated. 

" What can I do for you. Sir ?" asks Mr. 
Arthor, to- close the interview, endeavoring in 
:e his hand. 



With many bnrried words Brother Barker a: 



this gou, Mr. Barker ? You here 
yet 7" Mr. Withers has found time, in the msh, 
to stop and flak of that gentleman, with astonish, 
menl, even teiTor, depicted on his face. "Why, 
my dear Sir — by George 1 You here still? 
Don't you know diey have swont to hang yon ? 
Tod mpat have beard of it; it is you they are 
coming to Somerville after] Colonel Brooka 
commands the fbrce. It was you, yon know — 
don't yon, by George! — who had hia brother 
Paul bung. From your own steeple they'll hong 
yon, man I" Bnt here the two ore separated in 
the confusion, and for several days after Brother 
Barker has disappeared, with maltitodes of oth- 
ers, from the atreeta of Somerville. 

Mr. Arlbnr finds himself in Mrs. Bowles's par- 
lor, and in company with that ladj and her'daogb- 
', before he has at all arranged what to say. 
He had not sopposed Mis. Bowles conld be as 
cold and atatelyes she now bears herself, frail as 
shadow, the ulvered hair so smoothly arranged 
nnder the neat cap, the refined face as sorrow- 
ful yet as stem as Antigone. Mr. Arthor has a 
general idea, in the hurry of the moment, that 
so far from being in undress Mrs. Bowles has 
on her very best attire, dressed even with un- 
usual care. With coldest polit^iess she barely 
endures Mr. Arthur. Alice sita with drooping 
eyes after the lirat salutations. No wonder he 
can not read her (bougbis, she ia far from know- 
ing them herself. 

"Will you pardon my intrusion?" he asks, 
without taking a seat. "I happen to be in 
Somerville to-night, and come to be^ if alto- 
gether convenient, that I may be permitted to 
sleep iu the front office to-night." 

"If yon desire to sleep there, not being able 
to go ont to Mra. Sorel's," begins Mrs. Bowles, 
with coldest dignity, and as ungracioosly as she 
can force herself to be. 

"A gentleman has jnat borrowed and ridden 
off my horse," Mr. Arthur ramarks, Hannibal 
like, his ships burned behind him, that having 
been not the least motive with him in permitting 
Brother Barker to take liia horse — not without a 
monnting color in hia face, and conscious of the 
appeoling.eyes of Alice upon him. 

"We do not need your protection, Mr. Ar- 
hur, nor do we desire it — Alice, my servanu, 
ind myself," Mrs. Bowles proceeds to observe in 
her coldest and most measured manner. "Were 
there no one else, Bulledge Bowlea being absent, 
Mr. Ncely has kindly sent word that^ as soon as 
he has secnred his negroes and other ]]roper^, 
he will endeavor to call. I think that was the 



I Bubetance of his note, Alice, my dear?" 
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" Mrs. Sorel and mjBeir thought — " ! 

"Iain awBra that the enemj which has deso- 
lated other parts of our counuy is expected," 
contiDiies Mrs. Bowles, still more meuurodi)'. 
" Excuse -ray Intermpting jod, Sir. I am per- 
fectly informed also of the outrages and airod- 
tiee to which we may and probably will be sub- 
jected bj them^ It is not inipoeuhle but diey 
have heard of my son, liotledge Bowles, and may 
seek to visit veoKesnce on Alice and myself on 
that account. Nor will the place of my known 
tnrth be a proteciJon to me, nor my known hor- 
ror of the Bag they hear, nor my nnqteakable 
aTersion to their country — " 

"Dear mother," begins Alice. 

"Permit me, Alice. I admired yooi spirit in 
sending word, as yoa did, to Mr. Neely that we 
would not need his presence. Alice will tell 
yon also that ne do not need yonrs, Mr. Arthur. 
Tou will pardon me. Alice and myself are pre- 
pared u> sufier whatever the fiendish toe may see 
fit to inflict — lo lay down our poOT liTfs, if need 
be, on the altar ef onr countiy. We are qnite 
poor now. They wiH find bat little to rob ns of. 
My husband — Major Bowles's portndt I bare al- 
ready cansed to be removed." Sure enon^, 
their risitor, who had missed something, he could 
not tell what, from the room from (he time be 
entered, glances over the mantle, and sees only 
a blank space where lately the grand old Majto' 
■osed to sit enthroned. 

" You msil permit me to add. Sir," eontinnes 
Mrs. Bowles, dignified as ever, but excited I^ 
' ber own words, "that of all the gentlemen in 
this community you are the last I would jookio 
for protection. Passive aa yon have been, to 
use no bareher phrase, in this the struggle for 
the land of your own birth, withholding even 
your prayeiB for its success, associating exclu- 
sively with, and encouraging to your utmost, 
those in onr midst who are traitors to tiieir coun- 
try, vipers upon its hearth — hnsb, Alice, yon 
will permit me to speak in my own hoase — yon. 
Sir, are the lost man in the world (o whom 1 
would wish, above all, whom I would have Alice 
my daughter to look to for protection. Though 
he has been at one time even insolent, I would 
prefer my — the boy ChwleSj who was once my 
servant, as a protector. That yon are here now, 
instead of at Mrs. Sorel's, in the result, I pre- 
sume, of secret commnnicalion with the enemy. 
Besides" — all in a qoiver from head to foot, her 
hand wandering about her brow. 

"Yoa must permit me. Madam," interrupts 
Mr. Arthur, quite conscious of Alice's eyes in 
mute entreaty, not without color in his cheeks, 
but never speaking in sick chamber or to dying 
friend in gentler tones, "to withdraw my re- 
quest.' I should not have intruded. I will do 
so no more. I trust yon will one day do me more 

With a bow to the ladies in leaving, carefUly 



avoiding Alice's face with his eje», yet reading 
more meaning in them none the lees than ever 
before in his life, the visitor is gone. And Alice, 
though she never looks out at the window dar- 
ing the rest of the night, is perfectly awu^ 
amidst all the noise of wheels and hoofa aod 
feet, that Mr. Arthur is keeping watch and ward 
aboat tbem. 

" I have ever eeteemed Mr. Arthur a gentle- 
man ; I bare often wished Butledge Bowles 
could have known him ; but that he should have 
pursued the course he has amaxes me. Mrs. 
Sorel, too, positively bewilders me. And I 
am told that Ur. Brooks is actaally a Colonel 
in the Federal forces. It can be nothing," said 
MiB. Bowles, with her hand to her head, "but 
insanity, raving insanity. Either th^ are de- 
ranged" — her hand wandering about her brow — 
"or lam," added she, with the use of the stron- 
gest metaphor in her knowledge. " As I have 
told yOD a thousand times, Alice, my dear, I 
wish yon to have no farther acquaintance with 
this Mr. Arthur. You have known him for 
years, bat I wish you always Co class him in your 
mind with Benedict Arnold — remember, dear." 

Bat Alice is thinking, by some strange coin- 
cidence, of the night of the insurrection — how 
tjiey three sat up logethar on the front porch alt 
night waiting for what did not, like millions of 
other ihingB expected in Somerrille, take place 
at last. 

And -so the night wears away, neither mother 
nor daughter -caring to lie down. Mrs. Bowles, 
poor ladyl atone and the same instant blaming^ 
hersdf severely for having spoken so lo Mr. Ar- 
thur, and r^retting that ^e has not been even 
more bitter to him ; wondering that peisons like 
Mrs. Sorel and ber late visitor — so good and calm 
and firm' heretofore — so calm and firm and gentle 
now — wondering, wondering ! And Alice, too, 
so silent and quiet. 

And so she comes back with a stait to the fact 
that the Federals are coming, and that ehe must 
meet them with the dignjcy and quiet scorn 
which behooves South Carolina when Yankees 
are in qnestion. 

And Alice ? Conscious ^1 along of Mr. Ar- 
thur keeping watch around the place ; now glow- 
ing with her mother in heroic resolve ; now 
monmlng that it is such things as Secession and 
Slavery that we must be heroic about; imagin- 
ing to herself one Great Repnblic rending these 
twin curses out of its bosom, and lifting itself 
free, strohg, one People henceforth I Bat it is 
we, the South, who are being whipped, enlga- 
gated. And so she wanders abont in the same 
brambly, marshy, darksome theme, treading in 
thought now to the right, now lo the left, as 
upon tufts of turf in a morass, npon the innu- 
merable yeas and nays of the matter, but with 
firmer fool, in straighter conrso than before, not 
nnconscioos of broadening light ahead. 
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Bad it octnallj been Colonel Brooki himKlf 
MiB. Sorel vonld have been less surprised than 
she wsB when Brother Barker, not two boars 
after Mr. Arthur's leaving, preseata himself be- 
fore her, after moat TlolenC protestations on the 
part of old Cnff at the front gate and along the 
walk — even Cuff scenting trouble abroad to- 
night, and vigilant accordingly. 
I " Ah, Sister Sorei V' — and he has her hand in 
.bia before she can believe her ejes — "hope yon 
ore well? And the family too? And this is 
jonr litUe boy, Bobby, I believe!" Betaining 
Hra. Sorel's hand with hie rigbt, he takes Bob- 
by's with hiB left, and so establishes doable rt^ 
port with the hoasehold. 

"What a fine Utile falbw — sober as h jadge ! 
The tmtb is" — another ghake of both the hands 
ID his own — "I met Brother Artbar in town, 
and have retnmed hii horse for him. Please 
have him pnt np; and it would be well to tell 
jonr servant — how are yon, girl? — not to let the 
boy give him too much com. Mr. Arthur rode 
him rather violently." Another shake of the 
hand for both, and releasing them. Then the 
visitor, placing his bat npon tbe table, takes a 
seat, and adds : *■,' From long experience. Sister 
Sorel, I have learned never to feed a horse 
when too warm. All are well, yon say? Pleased 
to hear it. Excuse yon a moment ? — certainly." 

For it is Mrs. Sorel's lint thonght to have 
Robby ont of the room, and impress upon his 
jonihfnl mind these two things; Fint, not to 
mention the strange message given him ; nolr to 
allude to it in any way. 

" Why, mother, do you think I don't know?" 
says Bobby, with aa mncb indignation as is con^ 
sistent with respect. 

'"Yes, mother," to the next injanction — to be 
polite to tbeir new visitor, and to keep' silence 
generally. "Bat the best way is for me to go 
to bed." Which, with a kiss to bis mother, be 
forthwith does. 

Immediately on her re-entering the room, her 
emotions, singularly like those of Mrs. Bowles 
with ber visitor. Brother Barker informs her 
where he met and left Mr. Artbar — for whom, 
it seems, from words and tones of voice, the new- 
comer has an affection rather more than merely 
fraternal. And so, with briefest possible allnsion 
to tlie expected raid, Mr. Barker requests and 
obtains a bed — Mr. Arthur's — for the night. 

"In case any armed men should visit the 
honse daring the night" — he lingers behind with 
his candle to say to his hostess, who has hardly 
opened ber lips — " I know yon will not mention 
the fact of my being concealed here. As a 
minister of the Goapel, Sister Sorel, an hnmble 
preacher of peace, I desire to hold myself utter- 
ly aloof from all scenes of violence and strife. 
Uf life is in your bands, my sister; bat I am not 
a Sisent, I am pleased to say, nor are yon a 
mnrderoos JaeL" 



Nor does tbe sndden guest, over "tbe dish of 
batter and milk," famiabed him by bis harmless 
Joel next morning — the nigh t having passed with. 

ont event, save the aninterrnpted barking of Cnff, 
assisted by all the other dogs on tbe place, at the 
perpetual passing of travelera — have any thing 
to say except to dwell upon the horrors of war 
in general, the absolnte inconsistency of the same 
with Christianity. The eyes of Brother Barker, 
sunken aa by long illness, to say nothing of sol- 
lowneaa of vis^e, show how little sleep he baa 
foond that nigbt in Mr. Arthur's bed. How- 
ever, we were all of ni wide awake that night in 
Somerrille. 

Bobby, with lipa visibly sealed, places the Bible 
upon the table afier breakfast ia over, from force 
of invariable habit; the decent servants gather 
in as usual; Mts. Sorel, with fewest vrords, re- 
qneels their goest to take Mr. Arthur's place, 
and lead in worahip, 

" We will omit singing, if yon please," says 
Brother Barker, after reading the Qrst Scripture 
which comes up; "my voice might attract — 
ahem. Let us pray," And having prayed for 
eveiy possible blessing npon that particular house- 
hold, witli general suf^lications for delivery from 
war, Mr. Baiker hastens tbrougb that exer- 

" If it is not too great a favor. Sister Sorel : 
if yoa will give yonr servants aome charge to 
keep silence : if yon will allow me to occupy 
Brother Arthur's room for the present — I observe 
it to be his by the books there — I will he obliged." 
And the guest disappears within that room, the 
curtiuns of which he bas carefully pnt down, but 
appeara again at the sound of a galloping along 
the road. 

"Sister Sorel," he says, bending, with ashy 
face, over that silent lady as she sits at the table 
washing ap the caps and saueers, "I hare reason 
to know that my lifi; is in great daiiger; even 
now tbe foe may be on my track. I *m — am" 
— the galloping outaide loader and londer — "not 
a soldier, I am"->-wbite lips and trembling voice 
and sallowest of faces — "apoor, humble preach- 
er of the blessed Gospel of peace. My liiie is in 
yonr bands, my blood will be npon your skirts." 

" Mr. Barker, go to Mr. Arthur's room and 
remain there. Any thing an old woman may be 
able to do for yoa I will d& Tou have no canse 
of apprehension." 

And in bis room Brother Barker remains, try- 
ing to read, trying to pray, tucking the curtains 
so as to conceal himself from any one passing, 
liatenlng, trembling, enduring such agonies of 
fear as waste bim like a apell of sicknesa. 

Mts. Warner, peeping fbrtli that morning, finds 
the Federals in quiet possession of Somerville.- 
We can not be mathematically accurate, bnt Mrs. 
Warner hss said, a very great number of times, 
that she only wished the entire Yankee nation 
had one neck that she might break it ; one throat 
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that she might cut it ; one heart that she " misht 
(Irive this," holding np Che knife wherewith she 
is CBrring at table as she speaki, into their heart 
to tbo hilt. ToachslDDe'e complete deatrnction, 
in words, of hii foe ; Dr. Slop's exhauatiTecunea 
upon the knots in the string of his bag ; Bomish 
anathema in fall, so far as ber knowledge of the 
language famisbee herwith the words, ber intel- 
lect with the thoDghts, her imaginaljon with the 
possibilities, bet heart with the zeal, has Mn. 
Warner long ago equaled in imprecation npon 
the Federals. No Mrs. y^tington has ever swept 
away the Atlantic more vigoronslj, in anticipa- 
UoD, than has Mrs. Warner; yet now 
actitally orer her threshold the mop fiiila her 
wearied hand. She has ao e^hanaled herself be- 
fore their arrival that she cna scarce 
any thing,' «xcept curiosity, now thej have act- 
ually come. Probably this is the reason why she 
does not barn her house now, as she has so often 
said she woald do. She has ample opportnnity 
of shooting at them hom her windows, she has 
almost Bwom she would, yet she merely peeps at 
them instead. 

Pridaj night they take possession. All Sat- 
nrday and Sunday tbey are in possession. Not 
one male Secessionist visible. Union men quiet 
as mice. Gay Brooks need have sent no 
sage to that efitet. 

Tbe stores are all closed. Somerrille has long 
ago learned to do that when even Confederate 
soldiers are in the neighborhood. Over and 
over again have squads, half-naked, two-lhirds 
starred, four-fonrths desperate, helped them- 
selves from the stores in Somerville to exactly 
what they wanted, a good deal more than they 
could consume. It shocked us terribly at first, 
but Mr. Ellia and the rest of us have become 
used to it. Only three days before the raid of 
the Federals, Mi. Ellis was speaking of it to 
Colonel Het Roberu in his slore^ on a visit to his 
^mily fiom his duties in TUchmond. 

"Three times, Sir," said Mr. Ellis to that dis- 
tingalshed Senator, " haa my store been sacked 
by ruffian soldiers." 

"And very probably will be a dozen times 
again," said tbe Colonel, very coolly indeed. 
If Colonel Ret Roberts was a splendid black- 
guard, a brilliant holly, an eloquent, unprinci- 
pled, thoroughly plain-spoken scoundrel before 
the schooling of tbe last few years, tell us, oh 
whichever of ye daughters of Jupiter and Mne- 
mosyne is the Mose of History, what Colonel 
Ret Roberts ie nowl 

"And my laxea!" saj^ Mr. Ellis; "look at 
it. Sir. I pay two and a half per cent, on my 
sales every three months ; one per cent, more 
fbr soldiers' tax ; five per cent, on all real es- 
tate ; eight per cent on all the wool, tohacco, 
cotton I hod on hand in 'E3j ten per cent, on 
profit on sales. Iiet me see I Yes, I am taxed 
as a retail merchant^ taxed over again as a 



wholesale merchant. And all this while mj 
Corporation, County, State taxea are at taaat 

one hundred per cent, heavier than they weie 
before tbe war." 

" Certainly. But you may rest sure the taxes 
now are nothing to what tbey will be next year," 
says Colonel Ret Roberts, as coolly as if stating 
a deairable fact, with a sort of pleasore even. 

"But have jou nothing encouraging to telt 
us?" asks Mr. Ellis, nervously. "Your oppor- 
tunities at Richmond — " 

"I know nothing bat what you read in the 
papers," remarks the Senator, elaborately paring 
bis finger-nails. "You have heard me from tbe 
stump, Sir. If y.ou people at borne will sustain 
the currency, the South will succeed. If you do . 
not, it won't. Yon know as well as I whether 
they will sustain it. We are t'n this thing ; all 
we can do is to — do what we can. Hold on, 
Tjtmum !" to that editor, who ia paa^ng, and 
the distinguished Senator is gone. 

An exceeding, scarcely disguised, contempt 
Colonel Ret Roberta had for the people before 
Secession ; his contempt now is so great that it 
is not at all diigoiaed. He is elected for years 
to the Confederate Senate, entirely beyond the 
favor of tbe people. TJicy stand so astounded 
by hia cool iosolenco In public and private that 
be has left again for Richmond before tbey have 
time to recover themselvea. 

And Sabbath dawns upon Somerville still in 
Federal occupation, the quietness of death npon 
the popalation peeping from behind doois and 
sbnttere upon the Federal cavalt; passing and 
repaaaing. After full conference with friends, 
a Federal chaplain desecrating Brother Bark- 
er's pulpit, the only church beside his own in 
Somerville open thai day, Mr. Arthur fills his 
owD pulpit, hia sermons being exactly the same 
they would have been had there been no raid. 
Quite a luge congregation ti^ to Mr. Arthur's 
surprise ; almost all ladies. Mr. Ferguson sings 
bass, as grave and cold in manner as if war 
were confined to the Crimea and like distant 
regions. And the Federal officers and men, 
whom the ladies came to see, ore there, quiet, 

"Nothing remarkable at last, every thing ex- 
actly as usual," Mrs. Warner, at church for the 
first lime in many montha, remarks, as she and 
the Doctor walk home. And, beside a Uttle 
abnse of the men who have tamely permitted 
the Yankees to come here, Mrs. Warner is strik- 
ingly silent to-^ay, 

" If I knew Colonel Brooks was not coming • 

church I wouldn't have gone, I can tell you. 

Have you seen him yet, Dr. Warner? Mighty 

shy you Union people are of your Federal friends, 

and they of yoa 1 As if I don't know tbe reason 

why. You all had better be, J tell yon; if all 

men are gone — miserable cowards that they 

t — there's plenty of wcnen left in Somer- 
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Tille to watch you. Did 700 notice that bt-Mrs. 
Isaac Snith at choreh, she whose husband has 
gone over to the Yanlcees ? I watched at her 
. utting there on a side-seat near the pulpit ex- 
pressl]' to look at those Federal wretches, look, 
ing wlstfnll; at them — expected to see her has- 
band among them, I'Buppose. As I live, there 
she is this moment going into that Jem Budd — 
RTen 'ma coald tell what (Aaf is fori" 

It was tme. Mrs. Isaac Smith had 1 
made a visit eiace her hnsband fled. She has 
onlj a general invitation made her years hefore 
by poor, pale little Mrs. Badd, the gun-malier'B 
wife; yet there she is this moment, in Sonday 
flnery long laid aside, entering the door in ques- 
tion. Sharp Mra. Warner sees it all at a glance. 
Jem Badd's little one-story house is right on 
the most public street in Somerville ; its front 
porch is as good a place as any in the town 
see all that can be seen of the Federal troops. 

Besides, Jem Bodd and Jem Bndd's harmless 
little wife belong not only to the one side of the 
great question which rends Somerrille asunder 
but also to the other. Secessionists say of Jem: 
" Oh : Jem Budd is a quiet sort of (ellow, but he 
le all right at heart. He doesn't talk much, bnt 
he has sud this, that, and the other exceedingly 
leTcre things about, the Yankees, and especially 
about the Union people. And then Alfred Moi 
gan, UtB. Budd'a brother, nbo left for the war 
years 1^, we all know ^at he is a good Seces- 
sionist, in dangerotis and efficient service for the 
Confederacy in the North. Jem doesn'i 
much aboat it, but he has shown letters from 
Alf to that effect. Ob, Jem is all right ]" 

"Tou can't change a man's nature," Union 
people say to each other of Jem Budd. 
coatHe it's his interest to keep well with the faith- 
ful; it's the only way to bold his detail to fix 
guns and stay out of the army. As to Alf Mor- 
gan, Jem can't help fiat. Bat we all know Jem. 
He's told me in confidence a thousand dmes a 
vast deal about the madness of Secession." There 
were disadvantages in Jem's conne. Neither 
party were thoroughly cordial with him. Be- 
sides, for Jem is making money these weapon- 
using days, he can not refuse to give when called 
on to assist Union families suffering for the nec- 
essanea of life in the absence of their hushands. 
Ear more impossible to refuae bis mite when 
called on, as he is about every other week, to 
contribnte to some war purpose or other. He 
has to pay for his position, bnt be holds it and 
bis tongue quietly, flnnty. 

"I took a lunch just befbre coming to church, 
ma'am; please excuse me. But you know my 
bouse is oat of the way, and I am dying to see 
the Federals. If you bave no objection," Mis. 
Isaac Smith says' to little pale Mrs. Budd, who 
lives in her own house as closely as a snail, and 
keeps no servant, and who, a good deal aston- 
ished at the apparition of stotit Mrs. Smith, 



whom she has not seen for so long, invites her 
trom the parlor in to dinner. 1 

It is all very well when, dinner over, Jem 
Budd smoking bta pipe in one Comer of the fire- 
place for the convenience of spitting, Mrs. Budd 
opposite him in her easy-chair, Mrs. Isaac Smith 
tilling with her portly person the chasm be- 
tween, the three fall into a qaiet, confidential 
chat. At least Mrs. Isaac Smith, greatly fresh- 
ened up by tbe blue shirts she has seen at church, 
talks, and the others listen. 

First, she tells all she has seen and heard at 
church, for Mr. and Mrs. Budd haven't entered 
any church for years now ; Jem Budd, a mem- 
ber of Brother Barker's chnreh, too. Next, Mrs. 
Isaac Smith, by natural transilion, speaks of 
Mr. Arthur ; to all of which, Jem Budd, on one 
side, saying "Exactly" when Mrs. S. appeals to 
him ; pale little Mrs. Budd, on the other side, . 
says, when she is appealed to, "Just so, ma'am." 
By natural transition, too. Brother Barker is next 
on the carpet. Mrs. Isaac Smith waxes warmer 
as she recounts some of that divine's violent re- 
marks in and out of tbe pnlpit. To this, also, 
Mr. Budd, when directly appealed to for his sen- 
timents. Says "Preciaelj,"andMrs. Budd, " Jost 
aa you say, ma'am." Next, Mrs. Isaac Smith 
asks in general terms after Mrs. Bndd's absent 
brother. She has heard what a bitter Secesuon- 
ist Alf Morgan ia ; how actively and terribly at 
work for the Confederacy he is at tlie North. 
So she asks after him as under a sort of protest. 
At the North somewhere, and well, when last 
beard from, is all Jem and his wife cau inform 
ber on that point. 

Her entire being, day and night, flowing in 
one channel, her husband who is away, Mrs. S. 
tells for the ten thousandlb time that Isaac wotlld 
r have left if it wasn't they were forcing him 
into the army. Isaac has his faults — who of us 

snot? Iniac is a peaceful man — didn't want 

fight on either side if he could belp it. But 
Isaac could not fight for what be believed to be 
wicked — rebellion. Mrs. S. rather hesitates be- 
fbre bringing out this last woi^, hut Mrs. Budd 
only replies, "As you say, ma'am," while her 
husband merely puils another cloud of smoke, 
ind adds, to tbe tearful eyes of Mrs. Isaac di- 
rected to him, " Exactly so." 

Like other lai^e bodies broad Mra. Smith- does 
It easily get started ; but once started, mo- 
entom being in proportion to weighty it ia very 
ird for bet to slop. 

"Of coureeyou have heard of how tbeymnr- 
dered my brother John Jeuninga 7" she asks of 
Mrs. Bndd. 

''Goodness gracious, what's that?" she adds 

the same breath. 

' That ? What ?" asks Jem, nervously, while 
poor Mrs. Budd ia several degrees paler than 

Ha! must hare beett mistaken, of coune;- 
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(hoogbt I heard lomebody under the floor. Bat 
I am 80 nervous 1" aaja Mrs. Smith. 

"Thonght yoQ heard somebodj Dnder tha 
floorl" and Mr.Budd excUinu this ineingalar- 
I7 load tones, u if addreeted to tome one at a 
diBtaoce, and resnmes bis pipe. 

'■Tonr broker, ma'am? there are so many 
mnrdered, yoa know, one c«n not remember ex- 
actly," sajs pale, little Mrs. Biidd,easerly,qaick- 
^ned a good deal by the overflowing warmth 
of her visitor by this time. Mr. Bndd smokes 
\rith inquiring pufls. Aod so Mrs. Smith enters 
on the mnrder, describes it minutely, tells the 
destitale condition of the family left— all with 
soch a nataral eloqoeiice that even stolid Jem 
Badd is affected. So mnch so that when Mrs. 
Smith says at last, suddenly, " Ton knew John 
Jennings well, Mr. Bodd ; yoa know I've only 
told foa the truth ; now what lio yoa think of a' 
cause which permits, even jostifles soch a thing 
as that?" Mr. Bndd removed the pipe from his 
month and begins : 

" Bo sore as there is a God in heaven, ma'am — " 

" Jem! My dear?" interrupts his wife from 
tb^iber side with a cry, and holding np a wam- 

And well it is for Mr. Budd. . Though his 
wife does not know it, there is a tap upon the 
door, and in walks-'tif all persons in the world 
-^Mis. Smitbers. 

Mis. Smithen t We write the word reluctant- 
ly, knowing how hopeless it is to portray her 
upon the page. Let us see what our recording 
that she was a very tall, a very long and red 
the face, a very violent female in temper and 
langnage will do. Mrs. Smithers's brothers 
known, all six of them, as deq>eradoes 1 
have long ago killed their men. Mrs. Smithers 
is said to be a good shot with rifle, double-bar- 
rel shot-gun, revolver. The way Mrs. Smithers 
is known, with her own bony hands, to cowhide 
her eiting negro women, bas wakened even Mrs. 
Warner's reprobation. Her nearest neighiiors 
are exceeding respectful to, and shy of, Mrs. 
Smithers, not knowing what instant a chicken 
from tbeir yard into her garden, or a quarrel be- 
tween her cbildien and theirs, may bring her 
down upon them with some deadly weapon, 
more deadly tongne. As to her having hurled, 
in a paroxysm of rage, that negro babe which 
wotdd keep crawling in npon ber recently-sconred 
floor, down the hill back of the house, we re- 
ject all that Bt«ry of courae, knowing, as we all 
do, that n^ro testimony is no evidence. 

But we knew we could convey no adequ 
idea of Mrs. Smithers, the postmaster's w! 
when we began. Mr. Jem Budd had snch 
idea, ^owaver, and the instant sbe entered the 
room he uttered a " Whew [" none the less 
tense from being altogether internal. Publicly, 
meeting them on the street, had Mrs. Smithers 
tefiised and resented the salutation of more than 



one Union man of her previotts acqaaiatance. 
The Union ladies, met by her caeaally in stores 
and at funerals, she had not contented herself 
with refusing to speak to, but had looked at 
them in a way which bad sent more tban one of 
them from sboppins . and visiting home and to 
Being of a fighting, stock, Mrs. Smithers 
ae to the breed — even her brothers, with 
many an oath, admitted that. 

As Mrs. Smithers entered, offensively ignored 
the existence of Mrs. Isaac Smith, and took the 
hand and the seat which poor, pale little Mrs. 
Bndd oSbred her, Mr. Bndd salated ber and 
withdrew; remembered in the hall the feeble 
of his wife's health and returned ; really 
could not risk it, when back in the parlor, and 
retired ; feared, when half-wa; one of his front 
gale, that his wife might faint, perhaps die, and 
retnmed again. Hg bas an inspiration, he 
will effect a diversion. 

ews I bear this morning," he begins, 
after the nsuaJ salniations are over — Mrs. Isaac 
Smith will not, Mrs. Budd can not speak, no- 
thing left for him. As the husband of his wife, 
the head of the household, the only cbance is to 
keep the conversation in bis own hand IJU one 
of the viutors shall depart — any subject on earth 
rather than of the Federals just arrived. 

What news is that, Mr. Budd?" asks Mn. 
Smithers, reserving, " It's a lie," in the corners 
of ber eyes and upon the tip of her tongae. 
And having mentioned it simply that, being 
ipermost in hia mind, it came first in the hurry 
of being compelled to say something instantly, 
Mr. Jem Budd narrates the fact of the suicide 
of the District Judge of a Southern State. Kor 
had Mr. Ferguson "been so interested in the oc- 
capatioQ of Somerville as not, that very day, to 
have entered the same in his Scrap-book. Had 
be not foretold it ? 

"Drank or craiy," is the verdict of Mrs. 
Smilhers, relieved to know it is only that. 

Jem Budd, toiling more vigoroiwly for another 
topic than be ever does upon gun-lock or barrel, 
stumbles npOB the case of the refugees. Tells 
how they ate pouring into the region about 
Somerville ; how poor they are, how sorry they 
dl seem to be that they ever abandoned their old 
homes ; thinks it a great shame people should re- 
ceive them so coldlj. 

"Servo them right. Why didn't they stay 
where they were and flgbt the Yankees ?" is Mrs. 
Smithers's opinion, who gives only half atten- 
tion to ber hoEt, casting abont in her mind bow 
best and sooneet to assault Mrsi Isaac Smith. 

"Have you noticed, Mr. Budd," asks Mrs. 
Isaac Smith, advancing her skirmishers, "how 
all the .papers agree about the swindling going 
on by Government otBcials? Evel7 single pa^ 
perl Charges made b; jadges, findings by 
graodjnriesandby little juries, every body knows 
it, universal corruption and swindling. From 
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the lighest to the lowest, all the officials at it, 
the papers say." Becaase the lady speaking has 
he«rd very often of the remarks made in rercr- 
ence Co herself by the tigress at ber side — infi- 
nitely more tban that, the very often expressed 
wish of Mis. Smithers has come to her ears, to 
hang that red-beaded punter, Smith, abolition- 
ist and traitor, with her own hands. Nor does 
the least donbt linger in the mind of any of Mrs. 
Smithera's circle of friends but she would do just 
that thing if she had but the chance. 

"I have noticed it, ma'am," says sorely-per- 
- plexed Mr. Bndd, "but have thought" — witb 
special reference to Mrs. Smithera — "our pa- 
per? ought not to publish such things at this 

"I suppose yon notice, Mrs. Bndd, how eick 
even the Yankees are, from their own papers, 
with that lile Lincoln ? Alt we have to do is 
to keep whipping them till his term is ontj 
they'll be only too glad lo make peace with ns 
then, if they don't have a revolution among 
themselres before that," says Mrs. Smithers. 

Mr. and Mrs. Budd retaining their seats on 
opposite comers of the fire-place, the tno visit- 
ors between them. Mis. Isaac Smith being next 
to Mrs. Budd, Mrs. Smithers to Mr. Budd ; Mrs. 
Smith having addressed her remarks. in refer- 
ence to the lefngees across Mrs. Smitbcrs to 
Mr. Budd, in contempt of that lady, Mrs, Smith- 
ers addresses, of course, her conversation across 
portly Mrs. Smith, and in otter ignorance of ber 
existence, to Mrs. Budd. Conversation wi/l bi 
come platted together in this way, even in ordini 
ry times and ander friendly aaspioea all aronnc 
Even tben it is hard at times for the couples 
thus engaged to keep their threads of talk un- 
tangled. It is peculiarly difBcult to-day in Jem 
Bijdd'a parlor. 

"As you say, ma'am," pale litde Mrs. Bndd 
replies, across Mrs. Smith to Mrs. Smithers. 

"But isn't it strange, Mr. Budd, people w 
take Confederate money ? It's the most mi 
able trash, no better than brown paper!" says 
Mrs. Smith, across Mrs. Smithers. 

— " and they actually force the miserable peo- 
ple to take their greenbacks at the point of the 
bayonet I" continues Mrs. Smilhers to Mrs. 
Budd, beating with indignation at Mr. Bndd't 
bare "Precisely, ma'am," in reply to kit in- 
terlocutor, disregarding the "So I've heard, 
ma'am," which she gets from bers. 

— "could hardly believe what I hear every 
day of how poor people are getting among 
A good many can't send their children to Ssb- 
bath-scbool, nor day-school either, for want i 
clothes. Can't even put their foot out of tbi 
own yard themselves. What a terrible conditii 

— " universal infidelity there now, ma'am 
fi^^m Mrs. Smithers, drowns Mr. Sudd's "Tis, 
indeed )'' 



—"that, of course, is worse. Backsliding? 
Worse than that, Mr. Budd 1 Open gambling, . 
drinking, swearing, stealins, and worse. Tbe 
preachers themselves — " 

—"can you wonder at it? Only wonder, 

'am, is they haven't left, all of them long ago, 

wretched traitors to their country ! Aniiious to 

leave '. Td help them in a shorter way than they 

' — *' But Mrs. Smitbers's repiark only lies 

-" because the Uuion people among na know 
awful times which are coming. Tm told, 
Mr. Budd, the people driven off are sworn to 
(ill every — " from Mis. Isaac Smith, while the 
"As yoa say, ma'am," from Mr. Budd and the' 
"I fear so, indeed," from Mrs. Bndd are made 
no account of by either belligerent aa the strife 
grows hotter. 

' ' even to the last drop of our blood, ma'am, 
and if tbe war should last ten thousand — " 

"said it was kept op only by the women, 
and espewally the Secession preachers at home. 
The army is lick enough of it, you may be sure. 
Why, Mr. Budd, I got a letter, I mean a person 
told me—" 
— "for of all things in this world, ma'am, a 
'utoT to one's owS soil they were bom on, aod 
she-traitor is a thing T do^" 
— "always so, Mr. Budd. Tankee Secession- 
is are the craziest, just as Yankee masters and 
listresses are tbe hardest upon their poor ne- 
groes." 

The conversation becomes more tangled as it 
becomes more personal. 

Mr. Bodd has firm hold of the pipe between 
his leetb, long unce gone out, and only repeats 
hia "Precisely so. Exactly, ma'am," from me- 
chanical habit. Poor, pale, little rabbit of a 
Mrs. Budd, wlih firm hold upon the arms of ber 
easy-obair, fascinated by Mrs. Smithera's terrible 
eye, no more hears what that fiery visaged lady 
says than if she^as deaf, only is conscious of a 
steady rattle of words, and gaqe ber affirma- 
tives at regular intervals. 

But the conversation becomes mote closely 
welded together as it heats. 
"Qnantrel." 
"Beast Butler," 
"Wretched Bepndiator." 
" Despicable Gorilla," 

"Who wouldn't get fat as a beef, ma'am, 
when one is rid of a drunken hnsband ?" 
"Six, Mr. Bndd, six brothers, murderers." 
"Used to lie dead drunk, ma'am." 
"Has swindled with sugar speculations un- 
til-^" 

" Abolitioiiist, who onght to be." 

" Actually whipped her, Mr. Bndd, until the 

Mr. Budd closes his teeth harder on his pipe- 
stem, Mrs. Budd clutches firmer hold of the arms 
of her chair, the catastrophe mut be neB^— 
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A long clear bugle blaat oat of doora I Mr. 
Jem Budd sees his only hope. 

"The Federal cavalry, Udiesl" and hurrfeg 
out of his TroDt-door, in a manner washing with 
extended arms his angry visitors before him upon 
the tVont porch, leaving Mrs. Badd nttert; ex- 
hansted in her easj-^hair behind. And it the 
Qompan; had not made so mach noise and been 
in so great haste in leaving Ibe room the; nould 
have heard a distinct sound from beneath the 
floor npon whicb they were. It ma; have been 
a moasa or a bat. It did not soond like hog or 
dog. Perhaps a parrot had made iiis bole there, 
for it sounded exactlj like the wards "Good! 
ThaokGodl" What makes it strongest of all is, 
that Mrs. Bodd, (he inetaat she is alone, is on 
. her koees on the floor, and, with white cheeks, 
sayl in low, sharp tones, "For (jod's aake, Alf, 
be qoiet," her lips almost touching the carpet. 

The Federal cavalry coming np the street at 
a (low walk, and so very many, apparently, 
jongh, bearded, powerful - looking men, too ; 
moving in mach more of a military manner 
than snch Confederate soldiers as we have seen. 
Mis. Smith and Mrs. Smithers stand, ude by 
side, upon tbe elevated porcb, both thrilling with 
deepest feeling, but of qoilo a different nature. 
Gq; Brooks — erect, sad-visaged, more powerful 
in appearance than ever— rides slowly and at 
the head of the colamn. As he approaches, Jiis 
eye catches that of Mrs. Isaac Smith. So far 
he has carefully avoided speaking to any of the 
Union people, for tbe best of retioae. There is 
something in her brood; comMt face, something 
BO wistful in ber eyes, that he forgets himself, 
and salutes ber. Just a scarce -perceptible lift- 
ing of tbe fbreBnger of the gauntleted hand to 
die cap. 

It is the drop too much. Bless joni Mrs. 
Isaac Smith bas not been in the School of Pru- 
dence all these years since Isaac left, for no- 
thing. She had resolved to be prudent before 
she left home ; she had told Sarah Jennings 
over and over again, " Oh, I'll becarefnl, &rah, 
yon never faar." She had even made a f^iecial 
prayer, kneeling by her bed that morning, after 
she had put on her beat bonnet and all, that she 
might be prudent. But perhaps her late en- 
gagement with Mrs. Sitiithera has "overhet" 
her, aa she afterward explains the matter. As 
Colonel Brooks touches his bat she rnahes back 
into tbe parlor, snatches from prostrate Mrs. 
Budd her band kerchjef— she bad left her own, 
to avoid the temptation, at borne — and, Btaading 
beside Mrs. Smithers, waves it to tho Federals, 
continues waving it vehemently 1 — tho tears run- 
ning copiously down her nnconscious cheeks. 

But if she waves her handkerchief at the Fed- 
erala, Mrs. Smithers, advancing to the exneme 
edge of the porch, shakes her HeC at them ; a 
long arm has tall, red, hard -fuatured Mrs. 
Smithen, and a fist that bas knocked many a 



negro child over, as well as her own, for that 
matter. Handkerchief and fist so energetically 
floarished. Side by side, send a peal of laagbter 
down the column — even Guy Brooks laughs ont- 

Bnt Mrs. Smith has bid farewell to her wit*. 

" They've auidered Bol BtAhina, Hr. Brooks I 
they've bungJohnJeniungsI yon knew bim, Mr. 
Brooks — old John Jennings, my own broUier ! 
For God's sake don't march away and lea:ve 
ns !" she cries, with tbe cry of anguish peculiar 
to a woman beside, say, a drowning child. 
Handkerchief hard at work. 

"Tot-traitor I Tut-traitor! Tut-traitor!" 
screams Mrs. Smithers, with tife yell of fiuy 
peculiar to a forious female in her fiercest fury, 
fist shaken almost to dislocation. 

"May God bless you!" cries Mrs. Isaac Smith, 
her entire soul as well as body in each separate 

"May tbe devil — " But tbe rest of Mrs. 
Smithers's wish, tboogh in the highest and shrill- 
est of screams, is drowned in tbe cheer for Mn. 
Smith, which rings once again, again, down the 
column, every man of whom hy this time Altera 
into the spirit of the thing. 

It is fnll half an hour after both their lady 
visitois ore gone that Jem and his wife can re- 
eUie it all 

" That it should have taken place of all the 
houses in Somerville at my house 1" said Jem 
Budd to himself over and over and over again ; 
"and when I've worked so hard ever since the 
thing began 10 keep well with both sides. It is 
too bad I" 

Mrs. Bndd has long since gone to bed seri- 
ously ill 

"But I don't blame her a bit, not one bit ei- 
ther," adds Jem jnat as often, strictly lo himself 
however, glancing around even then to be sure 
no one is by, though it is midnight, and Jem is 
in his own chamber. His rei^nce is to Mra. 
Isaac Smith. 

He then- falls npon bis knees, although not, it 
would seem, for devotional purposes. With his 
lips to the floor he says, 

"Hadpleniy of supper, Alf?" 

"Plenty, Jem," from below. It lauti be a 

■Good-night, oldfellow 1 Fun, waM't it*" 
Guess it was. Good-a%htt" from below 
again. 

" Remind me, Mr. Smithers, to lake my Der- 
ringer with me whenever I go out," says Mrs. 
Smitbera to her hnsband that night in conclu- 
sion. "If ever I meet that woman 111 spit in 
ber round old moon of a face, as sure as my name 
is Aramioty. If she says a word to that, I'll pnt 
B ballet just as deep into her old carcass as the 
Derringer can cany!" 

" Needn't talk to me, Sarah Jennings, child. 
I didn't intend-it when I went to church this 
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THE HANDEEltCHIEF AND THE FIST. 



morning. I couldnt help it. And, what \e 
more, I don'l care one Bingle cent. Let them 
hang me if ihej want to, like they hung jour 
pa. It'» in a. good causa, God knowa. I'm tired 
of ntj life an7 viay, Isaac gone so long. Hunph, 



but onlj let Aer try it 1 But oh, won't we settle 
niih these people when the old flag is here again 
for good I Not that I want their hte ; may the 
Lord forgive me, no !" 
Ae to Ur. Fergoson, when, on Uoiida; mom- 
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iog, he lugs ont the Scrap-book from its Sab- 
bilh real in the iron lafe, to the bulletin of the 
arrival of the Federals an the prerioiu Fridaj 
iiight he has to add their leaving dnriiig Sun- 
day night. It is & week or two before he can 
moke an accnimte alatetoent of the number of 
oegroes and Confederate stores the; have taken 
anvBj with them. One thing he knows, grim 
and silent during ths wbolo raid as the Sphinx 
at midnight — no one can loach bim for it ; not 
a word, geatnre, wink io found anj tiling upon. 

Bnt it seemed strange to Bobby, riding a week 
after upon his pon; past Stsplea's Hotel, to hear 
* the way in wbicb Dr. Peel, absent on presuns 
bueinese from Somerville a fortnight now, cnrses 
the Federals, and Guy Brooks especially. Yet 
Bobby only seals his sober face into still more 
sober silence, and rides about his errand, earn- 
estly hoping he may not have to engage in an- 
other fight this time. 

And so Somerville gets past thai point in its 
history. 



CHAPTEE XXir. 
It really mast not be indulged in, this tend- 
ency to loiter along the way — a tendency caused 
bj Mrth and long residence under Sonlbem 
skies. We must quicken oar pace over these 
pages to keep np with events falling in rapid 



There is the march of the Federals upon At- 
lanta. The Somerville Star has kept ell' of us 
In Somerville fally aware of eveiy thing relating 
to tbat. It is a thrilling narrative as told as 
from Star to Siar. Lot OB think. We give np 
Chattanooga, a place of no use to the Federals, 
and the abandonment of which is a positive ad- 
Tantage to tbe Confederate cause in every way — 
there is a motive in it. That motive we all un- 
derstand and, exult in when we have the Star 
and all tbe bells in town triumphant over the 
total defeat of Bosecrans soon after, and the re- 
occupation of Chattanooga, capturing therein 
stores and munitions of war enough to supply 
the whole South for two years. 

Captain Simmons, standing in Jem Budd's 
shop, is full, as Jem, in paper cap, dirty face, 
leathern apron, flies and linkers away at his 
gun-making and mending, of it. During two 
hours he discusses with Jem tbe splendid strat- 
egy of General Bragg, and its complete success ; 
to all of which Jem says, at intervals, "As you 
say, Captain." " Exactly so, Sir." " Just what 
I say." "Precisely." "Yes, Sir; of that we 
. may he sure,'' 

Yet when, not a week after. Dr. Warner, in 
attendance upon poor, pale little Mrs. Budd, 
upon whom he is always in attendance for that 
matter, says to Jem, sitting in the room, by the 
fireside for the conTenienoe of spitting as he 



smoket : " And m it turns ont that the Federals 
were not driven ont of Chattanooga, Mr. Bndd. 
Having read the acconnts of the way in which 
they had fortified themselves there, I really did 
not for a moment suppose that other report was 
true, did yoQ 7" Jem spits and replies, ' ' Cer- 
tainly not," and weaves in his habitual afflma- 
tivea to all ibal Dr. Warner has to say. 

" Eighteen months !" the Doctor ejacnlat«s a 
moment after. "People at tbe North wouldn't 
believe it. And the way yon have managed to 
keep it close, too I I have feared a hundred 

"See,Doctor," breaks in Jem, taking hie pipe 
from his mouth in order to lower his tone, " Alf 
couldn't get shet of conscription any other way. 
Ton know bow we hammered at it for ever so 
long hetbre we could fix it up. The cellar was 
Mrs. Budd's notion; we laughed at it, AlF and 
I, at first. Then we all thought, when Alf first 
bid there, tbe war would 'a been over long ago. 
He's (Aere, and there's nothing else to do bnt 
itag there that I can see ;" and Jem reanmes his 
pipe. 

" Why, he's making a fottnne in shoes, man, 
if your wife does get the credit of it But what 
preposterous letters he writes ! Dr. Ginnis was 
giving me all the contents of tbat last one tram 
New York," says Dr. Warner, with glee. "I 
coald hardly keep it in." 

" Ob, that^ Alfs fun ; only recreation be has. 
Doctor," pleads Mrs. Badd, whose whole exist- 
ence is invested in Alf and Jem, "Bat you 
can't tell how comfortable be is down there. 
Often comes up after night. AlTs got as fair bm 
a girl there out of the sun. But oh I if the war 
would only end! I am so tired, tired! And 
Mn. Isaac Smith came so near finding Alf out 
that day. It woald kill me if they was to get 
Alf," adds poor little Mrs. Bndd. "And be 
won't go with the Federals now be has a chance. 
Says he wants to see it out here in Somerville ; 
as if he sees any ^ingl" 

"Ton see, Mr. Budd," says Dr. Warner at 
last^ perfectly grave as he rises to leave, "we 
Secessionists are pursuing a masterly policy. 
You will not forget to give Mrs. Budd the pow- 
ders ; those Wt bells were a little too much for 
her." 

" And you really, really do think — " says pale 
little Mrs. Bndd, smiling thrbngh tbe borders of 
her preposterously beruffled night-cap. With 
clergymen, sea-captBing, and physicians women 
are always confidential. 

"I really, really do, ma'am," replies Dr. War- 
ner, with unctuous energy. "Just wait a little. 
Yes, a mssterly policy. We are retreating to- 
ward Atlanta only to draw the Federals deeper 
into the country, away from their base, their 
gun-boats, and all that. Ob, don't let any fear 
of tbat keep yon sick; we are bound to whip 
them. Your husband will tell yon the same." 
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And Jem Budd', with a responsive grin npon his 
osaaLlljaedaMconaieDaiice, says, "Exactly whal 
I say, Lncy. Oh, we'll whiji 'em, we'll whip 

Only theTO is more Bmiling all aronnd than 
the converaation, apart from its peculiar tone, 
would warrant — a degree of cordiality,' too, 
among the partieB. 

"And Alice Bowles is actnally teaching 
school 7" asks Mra. Budd as Dr. Warner is draw- 
ing on his gloves. 

"Hard at it, ma'am. Yon mnstn't think 
badly of her when I tell yon, with her absncd 
rusing, it was death almost to her to do it. She 
always was a noble girl. They are very much 
prassed, yon know we all are now, but utry much 
pressed indeed. The discipline she is enduring 
is the very, thing for her, be the making of her," 
says the phjucian. 

"I always thought so mnch of Alice," says 
weak little Mrs. Budd, "becaose she ik so pretty 
and strong. She often comes to see me. She 
knows all about Alf. How she laughed when I 
tcld her ! Ab me 1 Doctor, I never was very 
strong ; bat once, years ago, Jem there, at least 
he sidd so — " 

"Thought yon were very pretty, ma'am," in- 
terrupts the Doctor, "and was perfectly right, 
ma'am. Only wait until yon get yonr health 
i^aiti, Mrs. Bndd — until our glorioua independ- 
ence ia secured, yon know I " 

" Jnst what I tell Lucy," adds her husband, 
with a smile. Mrs. Budd ia not the only pretty 
girl whose beauty givea place to ill health within 
a very few years t^'ler marriage in aouthem 
climes — fair, fnul creatures, whose day ia lilce 
that of the butterSy in more respects than one. 

"I tease Alice about Tim Lamnm and Mr. 
Neely and all her other beaux," says Mrs. Budd, 
whom Dr. Warner's visit has greatly enlivened, 
"but I never dare mention Mr. Arthnr to her." 

" Such a traitor, you know," adds Dr. War- 
ner. "Pity, pity!" 

" Exactly so t" says Jem Badd, reflecting the 
Doctor's smile. 

"Not mnch worse than Jem here, I'm afraid," 
puts in Mrs. Budd, with the same light upon her 
foce. , " He never says a word to me, Jem don't 
— not to a soul since this thing began ; but I'm 
afraid Jem's a bad, had man I" 

" Exactly as I say !" adds Jem, following the 
Doctor to the door with a candle and a grin. 

And there is many another among the men 
still left in Somerville, though none so sedate 
and non-committal as he. Very often have Dr. 
Warner, old Mr. Adams, and the like been fo^ 
vored with a wink and an aside smile which said 
as plsin as words, " A good joke, ain't it ?" by 
individnala in the very heat of jabiletion amidst 
a crowd over foreign intervention, gtoriona vic- 
tory, iron-plated Confederate fleet. Northern 
sickness of the war, and all the leet. ThQ num- 



ber of these equivocal individuals in Somerville 
is great, ia increasing, their facetioosness becom- 
ing more undi^uised every day. 

And BO the times roll on. We are not with- 
out news in these days in Somerville. Sure 
enough, the Federals are being drawn slowly 
but Bteadily away from Chattanooga. With un- 
precedented foil; they pereiGt in walking blindly, 
madly into the fatal trap. We whip them at 
Dalton, we rout them with terrible slaogbter'at , 
Marietta, yet they still have enough left to fol- 
low OUT army, f^en back to entice tbem still 
further in. Such a series of Confederate vic- 
tories we have never yet enjoyed. Full details 
by the column; little items, like grains of pep- 
per, in all the corners of every paper. "The 
destruction of Sherman's army ie more complete 
than bad been sappoaed." "We have totally 
destroyed Sherman's line of communication with 
Chattanooga." "It is now well known that at 
EenesBW Mountain Johnston will spring hia trap, 
the enemy being drawn snlSciently into it." 

Then follows the brillianC victory achieved by 
Hood, now in command, over Sherman at At- 
lanta ; of this we have the official accounts and 
the— bells. ■ 

It ia juat following this that Mr. Arthur, rid- 
ing in to the Post-office very early one morning, 
goea direct from the office to Mr. Ferguson's 
room. So early, in fact, that he finds that gen- 
tleman still in bed. As to Mr. Arthur, he is 
wide awake, rery ruddy and fi'esh. * 

"If yon please, let me have the key of your 
safe," he says, in high spirits, to his friend. 

"Key of my etSet" And the Scotchman, 
drawing on his Irowscra, hands that implement 
to bis friend, taking it from nndet his pillow, 
watching grimly the futile efforts of Mr. Arthur" 
to unlock the safe, or even to find the keyhole 
when he has the key. 

"I wanted to make an entry in your Scrap- 
book," he explains at laat, with boyish eagerness. 

"An entry?" And Mr. Fergnson, holding 
up his trowsers with his left hand, has opened 
the safe in a moment. 

"Atlanta has fallen!" His visitor can keep 
it back no longer; beginning with enthueiaam, 
hia voice faltering as he says it, though. "Oh, 
Mr. Ferguson, Atlanta has fallen at last !" 

Not a syllable from Mr. Ferguson, not a smile. 
If possible, more grim than ever. Yet, by a 
singular coincidence, he remembers, doubtless 
merely from the safe being open before bim, that 
he is indebted, which ho is not, to Mr. Arthur, 
and paya him two double eagles on account upon 
the spot. And Mr. Pergnson spenda the whole 
of that day upon the atreels— no particalar busi- 
ness at all. For there ia this peculiarity of the 
Union men— that while yon never see ^em 
abroad, so far ae they can help it, when the 
news is good, as it generally is in Somerville 
hitherto, for the Confederacy, so sure as it is 
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bad, which will happen in spite of the Star 
CBnionallf, ooC they all awarni from tbe'a 
treats, meeting trith each other, clasping ni 
hands and shaking doleful heads, with aaiiling 
faces, over the tidings at every lam and comer. 
Secessionists not unaware of it either. 

The rerj next time Mr. Arihnt rides in to the 
Post-office be i^ hailed before he can get there 
from the yard of Dr. Warner's house. When- 
ever he convenientlj coald Mr. Arthur rather 
avoided that residence. He imagined black eyes 
watching him through the windows, and, from 
mere sight of bim, a terrible longne set agoing. 
Hare than once have 'Ria and Bul^ long since 
withdrawn from the Sundaj'-scbool, hailed him 
in opprobrious terms in passing, aalating him 
on one or two instances with their political 
timents in the shape of pebbles. Until be is safe. 
Ijpastthe house he is not sure but Mrs. W. may 
herself rush out and sconrge him with her longtie. 
For he often hears of the freqnent and various 
ways in which she has expressed her ardent de- 
sire that he should be disposed of. Truth is, he 
has a mortal terror of the lady in question. 



So that when he is hailed this morning, as he 
rides by on bis way to the Post-«ffice, be nerv- 
onsly starts until he sees it is Dr. Warner. The 
Doctor, while sharing at the glass in his room, 
has spied his friend passing, and now comes oat 
in his shirt-sleeves and the soap upon his fresh, 
good-humored face to say, "Don't be in such a 
burry — hold on," And, leaning over the fence. 



Dr. Warner does not wait for an answer as to 
the health of Mrs. Sorel before he says, glancing 
behind him at the bouse and in a lowered tone 
of voice, 

"Have jou heard the news?" 

"No. Some glorioos Confederate victory? 
Where was it?" deeming it best to' show the 
Doctor and himself thereby that he expects and 
is prepared for the strongest newaof that nature. 

"Mobile bas fiillen!" pressing still closer to 
the fence, and speaking in a still lower tone. 

"Are you certain?" Ah, what relief and sat- 
isfaction 1 Yon at the North supposed you de- 
rived pleasure from news of federal success — 
yon knew nothing about ii 1 

" Oh jes ; that is, Farragut has captured the 
forts which defended it. Of course the city lies 
at.his mercy. We will hear by the next mail 
of his occupying the place." Which they didn't^ 
nor for long days after. 

"All well?" asks his friend, for they both feel 
that tbey are standing in point-Uank range of 
a battery, and do not care to protract the con- 



Yes j and, hy-the-by, I will send out a bar- 
rel of sugar to Mrs. Sorel's this morning. I 
hare been owing yon" — which here, too, is not the 
—"a long time. Well, good-by. Haven't 
got time to come in, I suppose ? Ill see yon on 
treets in the conise of the day." And, sure 
enoDgb, all the Union people are abroad to-day 
again, swarming forth in this last burst of snn- 
sbine like bees, with scarcely subdued buzz, too, 
the weather is getting lo pleasant I 

Thought I didn't see you?" is Mi«. War- 
B sarcastic remark as the Doctor resumes his 
shaving, which the Doctor did not think, how- 
"I'll bet a thousand dollars, when I come 
to hear it, there's bad news for ^e South. Ban- 
ning out this cold morning like a great big boy 
your shirt-sleeves and half ^aved to talk to 
man that never enters yonr house. There's 
some bad news — you needn't tellmel' I saw yon 
laughing when yoa told him ; aad I as good as 
heard him say, 'Thank God, I'm glad of iti' 
Hnmph, 1 know yon by Ibis timel" 

Which was the solemn fact ; but the Doctor, 
with his head fallen into its old droop, shaves on, 
ag the soap upon his month the base «x- 
or not saying any thing in reply. But, at 
last, Mis. W. has not half so roach to say as of 
lor half the bitterness in saying that which 
she nsed to exhibit. 
There is, in fact, this peculiarity about all Sa- 
ssionista in Somervilie — it is only as Ibey are 
excited that they are confident; the instant they 
cool they become doubtful. As a large audience 
gathered to hear Colonel Bet Boberts or Captain 
Simmons, for the Captain, with a firm hold upon 
the desk in Brother Barker's chorch — "Admit- 
tance, one silver dollar for the benefit of the sol- 
diers'y-makes orations, Brother Barker opening 
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with prsyer, thead dafs, wa are 
and positiTetj certain of the snccGBS of the Cou- 
federacj. It u when we bre^ np, go home, 
and are otT to onreelTeB iudiyidnallj, that we, in 
the ideas if not dialect of Bob Witbers, ' ' Are 
not so certain of it at last. At leaat, for one, 
by George I J ain't I" 

Of one thing wo are, thank Heaven 1 petfecUy 
certain as the days glide bj. We do not pre- 
tend to understand what Sherman and Hood are 
abont marching hither and thither. Davis has 
told ns at Macon that Sherman's c^>tnTe of At- 
lanta is to be to him a Moscow defeat at last. 
Learing out of consideration tbs conflagralioi 
of MoBCOv and the BnasiBQ winter, triSing dis 
crepancies in the historic parallel, we only wai 
to hear~oT the total destruction of Sherman in 
fulfillment of this official jmipbecj. After the 
first sickening sensation upon hearing of the fall 
of Atlanta we recuperate, conGdsntij counting 
upon Sherman's great disaster as only a queatioi 
of time, for Davis bas eaid it. 

Of another thing we are even more certain— 
(he defeat of Lincoln at the approaching elec- 
Uon. For months the Somerrille Star has been 
filled with articles from Northern papers, them- 
sclvea BO replete with denunciation of Lincoln, 
80 confident of bis speedy fall, that we only won- 
der the North, in its intense and evidently nnan- 
imouB hatred of Lincoln, ia willing to wait until 
election day i« hurl bim headlong from his pli 
We know the despot will endeavor to bring the 
bayonet to bear upon the polls ; there may be 
few roles cast for bim b; office-holders; bnt 
there will be one nniversal fight at every elec- 
tion piMitiot in the Horth, We would prefer 
M*Clel1&n should be elected on some afconnti, 
yet count a good deal npon neither candidate 
being elected, but the whole mockery of a gov- 
ernment then being utterly broken np, exploded, 
totally wrecked by the convulsiona sure to shako 
the land upon election day. 

Lamnm has articles, a series of ihem, to prove 
it. Captain Simmons made a description of 
these approaching convulsions a thrilling point 
in his orations, the earthquake in Lisbon being 
the tremendous iUustraiion thereof, hitnsetf (ot- 
tering in the stand as he Bpake, in a manner 
exceedingly emblematic. Tet as the day ap- 
proaches there is a slackening of public certain- 
ty somehow. 

"I have hoped M'Clellan might be elected," 
Dr. Warner has said to Mr. Arthur in the se- 
curity of Mr, Ferguson's room. 

"You have!" exclaims that gentlenuiD, with 
as much surprise as pun. 

"Why, yea," says Dr. Warner, rubbing the 
phrenological organ, whatever it is, immediately 
behind the ear with his forefinger. "I see no 
andto thowarotherwise. TbeDemocratic party 
might conciliate in some way, compromise, ar- 
range the thing," conlinoea the fat, slovenly, 



thoroughly excellent physician, in a vague, gen- 
eral, undecided manner. "Don't youf" he 
asks, doubtfully. 

"ir" asks Mr. Arthur, with indignation. 
"No, Sir 1 May Heaven forbid I There is only 
one plain road : to carry the war steadily, un- 
flinchingly on till the purpose for which it began 
is accomplished. The election of M'Clellan I 
would look npon as the election of vacillation, 
weakness, the success of the Confederacy, auar- 
otfy, ruin I I am really amazed that you, Doc- 
tor, could look at it an; other way. Don't jrou 
regard it in Chat Hght, Mr. Ferguson ?" 

"Of course I" growls the Scotchman, in ac- 
cents scarcely police to Dr. Warner, considered 
as being at the moment hia guest. " Not a sens- 
ible Union man North or South thinks otherwise." 
And yet when we hear in Somerville that Lin- 
coln is actually elected, no man sees more clear- 
ly by that time than Ih-. Warner that the Union 
men have greater cause to rejoice in this than in 
any other victory achieved by the nation. Yea, 
that victory was the Waterloo of the whole vrar. 
" If you can use it, or if you know any person 
— any person not a Secessionist, yon know — who 
can use it, send oot a wagon, send half a dozen 
waf-ons," old Mr. Adams aaya the very day we 
hear in town of the re-election of LineoJD, to 
Mr- Arthur, whom he meets, as he might and 
did meet every other Union man of Somerville, 
upon the streets. "I've plenty of rye and oats 
Irft ; yon or any body, any body yon can recom- 
mend, is mora than welcome!" 

Very remarkable. Thin, and sharp, and cold 
as a razor is old Mr. Adams. A tongh time of 
it Sam Peters, even Brother 'Sarkei himself had 
of it b^ore the war in getting a cent far any ob- 
it of old Mr. Adams, strenuous commn- 
of that church as he was. All Brolher 
's communion well knew and bewailed 
Brother Adams's stinginess. It was as well, as 
proverbially, known to be Brother Adama's sin 
which did moat easily lieset him, as was lying 
known to bo Brother Feters's weakness. Only 
the latter, in timea of religious revival, openly 
confessed, and, in terms so highly colored as to 
show the old vice ran in the very blood, bewailed 
his sin, wheieaa Brother Adama did nothing of 
the kind. We all knew Brother Barker meant 
all his many hits at the penurious and 
close-fisted in and out of pulpit — all of ns ex- 
cept the individual turned at himself. Or if 
he knew it he only gripped his bivalves more 
closely together, and look it upon his crustaceoos 
sides, like so much mere water. 

But all that was before Secesuon. If any Se- 
cessionist obtained, otherwise than l^ physical 
force, a bone, or a bundle of fodder, or a stem 
of oats, or a grain of com, or an ounce of pork 
from old Brother Adams, thatfael ia not upon 
record. To Union people, on the other hand, 
he no toon tbooght of withholding any thing 
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he pceseEsed than be thonght of going to bear 
Brother Barker or anj other Secessioiiigt preach. 
Long and thin,abarp, cold, and hard as he was, 
SOOT and close, old Mr. Adsnn had hidden 
among hU bonea, like gold among the strata, a 
pnre, strong lore of conntiy: the tcIh once 
struck was inexhanstible. How can we tell how 
mach it coat hii friends to elect Mr. Lincoln 
there at the North? Hilllons in the waj of 
bribes, the Slar said. It certainly cost old Mr. 
Adams, when over, in pork and com and pota- 
toes, hundreds, to say the least. 

But we have no time in SomerviUe to reason 
abont the results of Lincoln's re-election, the 
Slar exEtltinginitasthecert^nmeane — as hun- 
dreds of events have been before — of at last mak- 
ing the Sonth a unit, and thoronghty arousing 
the people. Ah, how man}', many theories were 
manafactnred at the South during the war, each 
perfectly symmetrical and beaudful I Bubbles? 
Yes, but then we could blow tbem as fast as they 
burst, yon know. Tet we have no time to di»- 
enss that question in our intense curiosity in ref- 
erence to Sherman just now. 

"Yes, he hai cut loose from Atlanta," Cap- 
tain Simmons demonstrates the matter, news- 
paper in hand, to Dr. Ginnis and Mr. Ellis col- 
lected in Jem Badd's shop oat' of the rain — "cat 
loose from Atlanta in sheer despair of getting 
out of Georgia by the way he came ; Hood, jon 
see, having got behind him. He is making — 
yon see what the paper says — frantic efforts to 
eacajiB by way of the Atlantic coast, his only 
hope left, sheer desperation." 

" Oh, Lee from Kchmond 1" begins Dr. Gin- 
nis, eagerly. 

"And the militia of South Carolinal" adds 
Mr. Ellis, stilt more eagerly. 

" Of course will close in upon him. I have 
no more doabt of the capture of his entire com- 
mand than I have of my existence. Davis'e 
idea of his retreat to Tennessee ieiag cut off 
was good, as evei7 thing from bis consummate 
statesmanship is ; but," continues Captain Sim- 
mons, "Sherman's case was worse than Davis 
supposed. Why, gentlemen, look at it, noi 
man, not a single gan be baa hut we are bound 
to get It is a certainty." 

"A special Providence," says good Mr. Ellis. 
"I love to trace the hand of Heaven in our 

"That's juat what I say," pnts in Jem Bndd, 
as he hammers away at a gan-barrel clenched 
in its vice upon his work-table. "Exactly 
- what/say." Consrquently whileweareiejoiced 
thereby still it is only what we expected when we 
soon read in all the papers of the capture of 
Sherman. And, to make this good news com- 
plete, the'same dates give tidings of Hood's cap- 
ture of Nashville. 

"What I alvays said," Jetn Bndd remarks to 
Tim Lamnm, dropped into the shop to see, in a 



languid way, if his revolver has all the silver 
mountings he has ordered for it ; and who, cigar 
in mouth, legs hanging listlessly down as he sits 
on Jem'v work-bench, gives him all the details 
of these two glorious erenla as they have been 
coming in for two weeks now. 

"Seems to me," Jem Bndd ventures at last, 
punching and hammering away, none (be less, 
at hiswork, " that Brother Barker isn't as chirky 
as he used to be." He only says this to say some- 

" old woman!" vituperates Tim, with 

prompt profani^. For Brother Barker does 
not occupy the position in Somerrille he nsed 
to ; he has in some imperceptible, incoitipre- 
hensible manner dwindled and shriveled. Terj 
few, indeed, at church these Sabbaths. Sabbath- 
school long since suspended. 

Even grim Mr. Fergnson almost pities them, 
his respected fellow-citiiens of the Secession 
persuasion, when the truth cornea upon them at 
last I Cornea upon tbem so tuddenly, and with 
doable blow t And herewith a fact, not alto- 
gether new but interesting in human nature, is 
evolved. As thus: 

"Any thing new in the paper this morning 7" 
Dr. Warner asks, the very day after Tim Lam- 
ura's conversation with Mr. Bndd, of Dr. Ginnis, 
with whom be has professional relations. . 

"Why, n-n-nb. Some rumors, 1 believe; I 1 

have not had time to took carefully over the pa- I 

per yet. By-the-by, Doctor, what do you think 
nowof that negro'swonnd? Not loc^aw anper- 
vening, do yon think ?" 

"Have yan the paper there. Captain Sim~ 
mons? Any thing in it?" Dr. Warner— easy, 
good-natured Dr. Warner — frayed as to the 
edges of shin bosom and collar, gone as to half- 
a-dozen buttons or BO on vest^ neckerchief and 
hair diaheveted and scattered abroad as by gnsty 
winds; yet we all like him in SomerviUe, as 
unanimous in opinion about him as we are in 
sentiment in reference to his wife ; being on good 
terms with— except hia wife — every person in 
town, the Doctor asks the question in an indif- 
ferent way of the Captain. 

" Nothing of Bpecial interest, Doctor ; nothing 
at all,"repliea the Captain, folding up the paper 
as be speaka and putting it in his pocket, oblivi- j 

ouB, in a dignified manner, of the Doctor's band 
extended for it. "The solemn truth is," con- i 

tiuues the Captain, seriously, steadying himself, j 

so to speaik, by fastening his oracular and ad- 
monitory eyes upon those of his questioner, J 
'■ there is no truth in the world jast now. False- . 
hooi? From my infancy have I loathed it. 
Lying? Next to a Yankee, my soni abhors it. i 
Sainted parents instilled the story of Ananias ! 
and S^phira into my earliest being. Sir," con- 
tinues the Captain, "it is painful to say it, but : 
men of my etanding," holding on to the Doctor , 
nnder pretense of laying a Mentor's hand npon j 
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his ehonlder, "Bbonld not bedtate 

this anfal crisis their religions 

may repeat it, Sir, as from Captain Simmons, 

Lamum ie a Yankee, and Lamum is a liar. 

Never had I the least faith in him or bis paper. 

Ko, Sir, I'was not falling. When I reqnire 






to enable m 



. right position I will taj bo. Nothing new. Sir, . 
in th« paper, save fooliah rumors— nothing at all." 

"Nothing new, I'm told," Dr. Warner re- 
marks to Mr. Fergoson, into whose room he 
next enters. " I was np oU night with one of 
Colonel Wright's hands who has given himself 
an aglj cot, or got one some way." 

"Nothing at all," replies, concisely, the Scotch- 
man, who is basj with scissors and paste at bis 
collection, "except that Sherman is in posses- 
sion of Savannah with trifling loss, and Hood's 
army has been utterly routed below Nashville I" 

"Bless my soni I and it mnst be true!" ex- 
claims the electrified Doctor, his face ablaie 
with satisfaction. 

. " I beg you will let me pay you that little 
amount, Doctor," Mr. Ferguson says in concln- 
sion of their converaation, a very 



" Hot one cent. Sir; not one cent. I will be 
positively ofTended if yon ever mention it again," 
and both offer and refoaal are in strict coherence 
with the news; and the Doctor leaves him a hap- 

" I tell you jnat what it is, gentlemen I Wby 
not say it if a fellow thinks it, by George ] You 
all know I'm not a bad Sontbam man, bnt we 
are whipped, gentlemen, whipped, by George! 
and well whipped." It is Bob Withers makes 
the remark that same day in the presenc 
Captain Smmons and Mr. Ellis, in the sto 
the latter. 

"Only a few days ago, in Jem Badd's shop, I 
think it was, I said I was afraid about Sherman. 
You see I didn't see where the troops were Ic 
come from (oslopbim. Besides," addsCapiain 
Simmons, "Georgia is rotten — you mark my 
words, rotten, gentlemen. That abont Hood I 
don't see into. I can't believe it, and I won't. 
Sometimes we sny of news ' It's loo good to be 

le,' and this" — with heavy swearing — "is too 
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e," says Mr. Ellia, tc 
the news to notice with reprobation, as be 
narilywonld, the profanity, "I endeavor to 
the hand of a just God in all events. It cai 
we are to be subjngated, con not be ; it would be 
unjost, anjnst, grossest injnstice in — I mean the 
Almighty will not permit it, should nol 
notl" very much excited indeed. 

"But look at it, gentlemen," reasoni 
Withers; "we've got our last men in the 
ain't we ? Tou both know as well as I, 
sonl goes to the front if he can help it ; neither 
of you gentlemen has the least idea of goiDg, and 



yon don't catch «« going, by Geo:^! Details 
for diis, details fot' that, nothing but detaita 
Then, it wouldn't do to talk this way about things 
before Union people, bnt uts know how the sol- 
ars deserting, shoot them as fast as yon 
please ; bnt they will desert, Nck of the war, want 
get back to their sweet-bearta and wives. Lin- 
coln elected for another fonr years, being whipped 
1 the fights, what's the use? thejsay. And 
lore than enrolling oflicers dare to do, ar- 
resting them around here. Six enrolling officeis 
down lately in roy own knowledge by re- 
turned soldiers." 

■'Mr. Withers," b^ina Mr. Eliis, excitedly. 

' People won't touch the paper-money except 

)Qgh to pay taxes. Impressment is souring 

people, by George t a little too fast ; thej shoot 

them down, by George I I know one man won't 

take office as impressing ofiicer !" Bob Wilbera 



Mr. Withers, you i«al[y ought not," good 
little Mr. Ellis begins again, emphatically. Only 
I emphatically than be Mr. Withers pro- 

"You hear it OTt every side, openly, 'I do this 
tokeepontof the army," do that to keep oat of 
the army.' You may mow them down by whole 
ranks at a time for desertion, it does no good, 
not a bit. Then, loci at the country people^ 
returned soldiers, I suppose — breaking open peo. 
pie's bouses by night, demanding of old men, 
even of women and children, their money, or 
blow their brains out, let alone taking eveiy 
thing they can lay their hands on in open day. 
Then—" 

"Bnt what is the alternative, man?" Captain 
Simmons breaks in upon Mr. Withers, widi,en- 
ergy enongh tQ drown and overwhelm him. 
" Submission. Submission to wretched Abo- 
litionists. Ab-o-lition-ists 1 gentlemen, people 
who make the negro our equal, actually asso- 
ciate with them. There is, gentlemen," adds 
Captain Simmons, with an air, "a new ism at 
the North, miscegenation," tucking a thumb in 
the arm-hole of his vest on each side as he 
speaks, "they call it, the abominable intermar- 

"How any man can suppose aholy God will — " 
vainly attempts Mr. Ellis to put in. 

"Oh, shut up, Simmons!" interrupts Bob 
Withers, with violence in honest face and voice, 
triumphant over both. "Who do I ace riding 
to water late of an evening, vrith a little milk- 
and-molasses chap on the pommel of his saddle 
before him ? Oh, by George t Simmons, be con- 
sistent, man. Tuesday ? No, it was Wednes- 
day last — never mind what day it was. Sim- 
mons here will (ell you who it was I saw driv- 
ing out B-fiahing in his3nggy with a yellow 
woman — and she ain't even pretty, Simmons — 
dressed up as nice as you please, and that same 
little half-white chap— fine child, Simmons, as 
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-in her lap. And it's been bo Tot only yon are more steady to one, SimmonE— 



years — we all know that here in Somerville — 
does yon actnal credit in some respects, nan. 
And yon knov wbctber or no you did send tbat 
oldest yellow boy of yours to Oberlin before the 
WBT b^n. Bnt yon ain't the only man Sonth, 



steady, by George I to 01 

"I conaidcr yonr ticenlious remarks, Sir, a« 
personal," saya Captain Simmons, reddening and 
swelling like a tnrkey-cock, 

" Don't intend any offense," Bob Withers iftt^ 
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tlea on ; " but I appeal to Dr. Peel, dropped in 
juBt in time. No, I won't; Dr. Peel is one of 
the lionei-a, like Simmona and mjaeU But 
heis's Mr. Ellis — regular church-member- ac4 
all that, now, Mr. EUie. Look here I if a man 
10(7^ live, it's all a matter of taste ; my taste ain't 
that way m^'Belf ; but if a man will lire for years 
—yon ain't the only one, Simmons— with a ne- 
gro woman, raise up a family — no ladies pres- 
ent, I believe — this is the point, Mr. Ellis—is it 
worse to do that illicitly, illegally, or legally — 
heh T As to this whole Secession, I always said 
it was only the grandest sort of a spree — a tirree- 
mendouB spre«, by Geo^ I Smash up in the 
end, see if there ain't." 

"I consider, Sir, your whole atraio of con- 
versation as unworthy a Southern man," ex- 
oited Mr. Ellis gets room to say at last " Your 
sentiments are dangeroue, Sir, dangerous for you 
to utter in this community, Sir. They will not 
be tolerated, Sir,- not for an instant, Sir — " 

There is a nervonsnees, an excitability of man- 
ner, a feverish motion of hands and feet and eye- 
lids with Mr. Ellis which attracts moi;e attention 
than what he sayff. ^ Bob Withers, in the 
very midst of Mr, Ellis's excited speech, after 
contemplating him curiously for a while, utters 
a load and long-continued Whew! turned vio- 
lently up in ilB ending, and with an "Oh, by 
George!" walks coolly out of the store. 

" Pshaw ! Withers must be drank this morn- 
ing," Captain Simmons cxpl^ns in a dignified 
manner to Dr. Feel, after Mr. Ellis's excitement 
can be got a little nnder control. "Sat a bad 
fellow poor 'Withers, only he will find when too 
late that" — and the Captain saya it with tearful 
pathos — " it biCeth like & serpent, it stingeth like 

"Theaasociationof the whites and the blacks 
it was he was talking about?" asks Dr. Peel, 
magnificent as osnal in broadcloth, hair-oil, and 
jewelry. "Sherman and Thomas have whipped 
Bob into that, have they ? By Geoi^e ! gentle- 
men, we are getdng along, " says Dr. Peel, in 
condescending imitation of the person jnst de- 
parted. "How any man," Dr. Peel adds at 
last, adjusting the gold studs upon his snowy 
sbirt-cnfls, " cau look upon an intermingling of 
the races without loathing unntterable, horror 
beyond words, I can not imagine. It is done 
every where else in the world, which is one of 
the many reasons I have for looking npon onr 
country as the purest and noblest on earth in 
that it BO legards — what is it? — miscegena- 
tion." And there is moral force in the solemni- 
ty of Dr. Peel's oaths in continnance of the oon- 

" Speaking of marriage," says Captain Sim- 
mons, exceedingly malapropos, "come. Dr. Peel, 
tell ns when it is to bo?" he asksj for, on the 
strength of bis recent public speeches, with very 
complimentary notices of the same in the Star, 



Captain Simmons ia on inor« familiar terms 
with Dr. Peel, splendid Dr. Peel, than of old. 

"When what is to be?" Dr. Peel brings his 
fall front to bear on his questioner. Yes, splen- 
did is the word, in his fine and perfectly-fit^ng 
broadcloth, aumptuoas satin vest crossed with 
massive links of gold, diamond pin, finest and 
whitest liuMi, superb teeth, large, authoritative 

"Oh, come, come, Doctor," says Captltin 
Simmons, not drunk enough to bo sufflcientl.; 
a match in dignity with Dr. Peel, " every body 
in Somerrille knows it. We all hope General 
Wright won't let the war prevent hia having a 
real, old-fashioned, grand time of it. Yon and 
ha have so many personal friends, too, in all this 
region. A regular handsome thing of it, Doc- 
icr. I haven't sat down to a good table for four 
years," adds Captain Simmons — who loves eat- 
ing only less tban'he does drinking — monrnfnlly 
and with watering lips. 

It was becaufe of the delicacy of the matter. 
Of course it was that. It could be nothing else, 
yon know. All men about to be married are 
nervous and diffident. On this occasion Dr. 
Peel, for a man of his mould and metal, seemed 
for a time remarkably teased and taken aback. 
~ ' himself. 

geulleraen," waving the mat- 
ter off with a regal hand. " But I can tell jon 
a little news worth your hearing." 

Captain Simmons ia wide awake In an in- 
stant. Mr. Ellis gels over hia counter to be 
nearer the Doctor, listens to him with eager 
eyes. Yes, there is a pleasure. Bill Perkins 
finds more remnneration in that than in his 
five hundred Craifederate dollars a month, in be- 
ing the bearer ot news, especially good news. 

"Well, gentlemen," saya Dr. Peel, with tan- 
talizing dignity, "a friend has sent me a letter 
in advance of the mwl. No' mistake this time^ 
Bragg's official dispatch. The Federals have 
made an attack upon Eort Pisher by land and 1^ 
sea. Fort Pisher ia the outwork, yon know, of 
Wilmington. I am Itappy to say they have been 
repulsed. The attack was nnder command of 
Beast Builer — repulsed with terrible slaughter. 
They won't tiy that game again in a hurry." 

"I knew it!" excl^ms Mr. Ellis, with in- 
tense delight, .rnbbing together his almost trem- 
bling hands. "Car reverses were only for onr 
trial, yon know. The tnming-point is reached 
at last. You will see that we will, from this ont, 
have an anintenupted career of victory. The 
loss of Wilmington, onr laat important port! 
Why, gentlemen, it would have ruined ns! Had 
it been cloeed I would have given up our glo- 
rious canse as gone. But no ; if Heaven be at 
times against as it ia not nnjuRt. The God 
who rules ns could not, would not permit so ter- 
rible a wrong." And Mr. Ellis's eyes glitter and 
roll with an excitement almost painful to behold. 
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DISIDK— A CHBONICLE OF SECESSION. 



"No, u fOD Mj, Sir, they will not Miempt thai 

"What win jon bet of it?" replies Dr. Peel, 
Buddenl]', and with Nngnlar inconustencf . " Ob, 
pshaw I I am only Joking, 70a know. Come, 
Captain Emmons, I know of coarse that jon 
are not dry — jon norer are — bat I am. Let iu 
MeifStapUehasanyoftb&twhiakjtefi. Won't 
yon join ns, Mr. BUiaf ' No? . Ah, yon don't 
know what ia good for yon I Good-momingl 
Tou will see Bregg'e congnitaUtory address to 
hia troops in the moraipg's paper. It's well that 
little sanctified chap don't tonch liqnor, Sim- 
Qtona," Dr. Peel remarke, with oaths, before 
they have weU got out of the store. " If he did, 
he would be in the Lunatic Asylum in two 
monthg. He's the sort — be and Barker — they 
make raring SpiriUialisls, Abolitionists, Free 
Loveis, anil the like, Out of up North. Hurrah 
foroldBra^! he'g np once more ; wonder bow 
long bell stay so!" 

Bat Mrs. Warner. The whirlwinds of the 
last few months have seized upon her, lifted her 
off her feet, given her the most wonderful twist 
that can be imagined. Even before the repulse 
of Bonks on Red River she began to insist — in- 
aicting that opinion upon the Doctor like a 
sconrge — that we are whipped. 

"We are whipped, Doctor Warner, whipped! 
and yon know it as well as I, only you are too 
great a coward to say so. Sitting among people 
who are bragging about our success and all that 
stuff; going about with those old eaddle-bage 
over yoor arm, never daring to contradict even 
that old fool of a Doctor Ginnis I" 

The repalse of Banks qnieted but did not 
wholly silence Mrs. Warner. If it did, Ibe fait 
of Atlanta, of the Mobile forts, the re-election 
of Lincoln, and the capture of Savannah sBized 
this Cassandra np again as in a Delphic blast. 
Poor Doctor Warner ! 

"We are whipped, Doctor Warner, whipped, 
whipped!" She insists upon il, as if perpetually 
contradicted by ber buaband therein— breakfast, 
dinner, supper, and npon their nuptial couch the 
Doctor goes lo sleep almost every night to the 
same reiterated assertion. 

So that when he ventures, the morning after 
Dr. Peel bos electriSed good Mr. Ellis with the 
Fort Fisher news, to read to his wife at break-, 
fast the official tidings of the repulse of Butler 
from that ontwork, Mrs. Warner justly regards 
it as a personal insult. 

"It's all a lie, Doctor Warner, and yon know 
iL Yon only read it to me to contradict me. 
Bepntsed ! and a man of your sense ! I tell yon 
we are whipped, whipped 1 and if yoa had half 
an idea of your own, or half a tongue to speak 
out like any other man what you really think, 
yon mould know it and say it. I've no patience 
with yonl Even that meek, poor-spirited Mt^. 
Eet Boberta bad energy enough to lell me so, 



almost in so many words, when I was there last. 
They do say that bmte of a Roberts treats her 
with cmelest nukindness. I'd like to see any man 
try that with me. Dan not go io hear Hr. Ar- 
thur, her own minister, preach these ever so many 
yean ; afraid of her husband, poor thing 1 Hm' 
very boy, with bis bold eyes, growing up jnst 
like bis &tber. Tes, wbi^^ted — if yon only had 
sense to know it !" 

So that when, not three weeks ailerwaTd, Dr. 
Warner reads to her, over bis forgotten coffee 
and cold steak, the news, which has burst upon 
Somerrille, almost deranging Mr. Ellis and ex- 
torting terrific blasphemy from Dr. Peel, that 
Fort Fisher has been captured, suddenly, unez- 
pectedly captured, when we in Somerville did not 
even know that another attack upon it was in con- 
templation — when the Doctor reads tGli news in 
a cheerful tone to his wife what is his reward ? 

" And now, Dr. Warner, from this time out, I 
do hope you will hold yoor tongue. There you 
sat not one week ago, arguing, disputing that 
we were not whipped, reading all lort^of ridic- 
ulous stories about the Federals being repulsed 1 
Can you look me straUit io the eyes and tell 
me I didn't tell yon it was a lie? You know 
you can't. Yon tire my very life out with your 
eternal contradiction. It's enough I take one 
view of a thing, it's the signal for you to take the 
other. I tell you, once for all, we are whipped ; 
if yon persist in saying we are not, I solemnly 
declare, if 'Ria and Bub were not bete at table — 
be-have yourself, 'Kia — I could box your ears with 
my own bands. There's that man Neely; yoa 
know he was goose enough to buy up confiscated 
property right and left. The fact is, he got bis 
bands so full of Confederate money with his 
swindling contracts he couldn't get rid of it any 
way. Well, Mrs. Ginnis herself told me yester- 
day that Dr. Peel had told her that Neely was 
moving beaven and earth to trade off all bis 
property of that kind. He don't care what for 
so he can trade il off. As if he could find any 
body fool enough to take him up! That old 
Staples, too, they tell me he was a tailor once ; 
any body who ever saw him walking up the street 
could tell that by the twist in his legs, his hair 
sticking out in every direction— they tell me Ae'i 
making desperate efforts to do the same thing. 
All the rest of them, if the truth was known. 
You may Ihank me you didn't buy any. Of 
course you won't remember it, you never do any 
thing I say; but if 1 said to yon. once, don't touch 
confiscated property, I told you ^ ten thou- 
sand times. And there's that Brother Barker, 
too, as they call him. The man looks as if be 
had seen a ghost. Not tiiat he doesn't richly 
deserve it ; but the way his own members treat 
■hat poor creatnr^ is shameful. But you ought 
to see Dr. Ginnis ; yon know how be swells up 
sometimes ; the man loots — I noticed him close 
when I was there yesterday — fiiibby. Always bq 
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full of talk too ; and ^eslerdaj — joa tnow I 
spent the day there— be didn't hsTe one word to 
saj. Bat I did. I ain't afraid if yoa are. I 
told them we were whipped, wliipped! The; 
said Barker and all their olher preachera are 
nrging it aa a reason why (he South shonld hold 
ont, that, if the Confederacy is whipped, it is all 
over witti their denomioaiion — a bleseed rid- 
dance I thought, ihoagh I didn't say so. The 
only thing Dr. Ginnis could say was some etuff 
about peace negotiations going on, as if^Whai 
ia that you say? Bnmored that Che Confeder- 
acy has been recognized by France, England, 
and Spain? Stuff! You may be fool enough 
to beliere it, I am not If we are doing so well 
as you say, why ain't our money worth more — 
heh ? There was that Bob Wilhera— Mr. Gin- 
nis told me about it yesterday — went and tacked 
np a fifty-dollar new issue note oa the wall of 
bis ofiice, just to see, he said, if any body would 
Btoal it — stealing as they are .every thing else. 
Left it there all night. What do you thfnk? 
Next morning he finds it there still, and a one- 
bnndred-dollar bill etuck up beside it by some- 
body else. Oh, hold yolir tongue, Dr. Warner, 
I tell yon we are whipped ! That a man of 
your sense—" 

Ye sparkling stars! Let ns ran. 

Dr. Warner did. At least, did not rnn, he is 
altogether Coo fat for that, walked away in a 
disheveled condition of hair and attire ; but he 
has the appearance of being blown about rather 
by gales genial, though violent, than by wintry 
blasts. And he meets upon the streets this brac- 
ing February morning of sixty-five — who does 
he not meet' in fast? — old Mr. Adams, who 
hooks bis long finger into the Doctor's button- 
hole to tell him that he is sending a wagon with 
"a few things" — at least a hnndred dollars' worth, 
by-the-by — nplohelpSilasJewett's family, which 
Mr. Adams has had a hint are in a needy con- 
dition. Mrs. Jewett is sick, perhaps Dr. War- 
ner will make out a little bill of such medicines 
to go in the wagon, as he, Dr. W., may think 
acceptable. Which the Doctor gladly promises 
CO do, laaghing off the earnest offer on the part 
of thin old Mr. Adams to pay for the same. 
Fact 19, among the Union folks just now each lip 
is quivering so with Hail Colnmbia, each beart 
is 80 much a Star-Spangled Banner struggling 
so to tinfbld itself, that a man jntnps at any way 
of showing his feelings. I 

He is still engaged with old Mr. Adams wheit 
Mrs. Smithers passes them, tall, red, savage, 
and cuts them both down with her eyes in pass- 
ing as with a lomahonli:' — tnl-traitora !. Bui the 
Doctor liappens next upon Bob Withers and Cap- 
tain Simmons, Dr. Ginnis joining them vhile 
they stop to chat. Friendly ? The most touch- 
ing affection has sprung up toward Dr. Warner. 
In fact no Union man can appear on the streets 
now but some old Secession acquaintance is sure 



to slop him with a "Why, how are yon f" and a 
cordial shake of the band, as if they were friends 
long parted, which in a sense-is nothing hnt the 
fact. 

Even grim Mr. Ferguson, having posted his 
Scrap-book up to date, is on the streets. Mr. 
Arthur, himself respectfully greeted on all sides 
these days, can not but smile when he sees Joe 
Staples suddenly recognize the Scotchman with 
pleased surprise, and, with hands years ago sol- 
emnly dedicated by Joe to the banging of Mr. 
Ferguson, actually bnt respectfully seize upon 
that individual and draw him persoasively a,side 
to "have a little tolk." A talk in which Joe 
takes occasion to bewul the infatuation of Dr. 
Ginnis, Barker, Lamnm, Wright, and others in 
the past, and to thank bis stars that thongh "a 
man in m; position would not dare openly and 
violently to oppose them, jqu know, Sir, I all 
along regretted their folly, and kept off from the 
whole thing jnst as mnch as I possibly could. 
And now, Mr. Fei^uaon, if any man in Somer- 
villo, as I have said a thousand times, has hard 
sense, yon have, when do you think this thing 
is going tp end f in confidence, now ?" 

Truth ia, as the scale goes down with the one 
side it ascends with the other. The joy of the 
hour thrills every Union heart in Somerville, 
irradiating even the cellar of Alf Morgan. If 
tilings improve at the present rale it will require 
more vigor than little Mrs. Budd possesses to 
keep Alf much longer in bounds. Do what she 
can, he ici// hum Hail Columbia and whistle 
Yankee Doodle at his subterranean shoe-making. 
The foolish fellow actually has a Union flag 
down there "to feel of," he says, for it is too 
dark in bis hole to see it 

Mr. Arthur can not refrain from going np into 
Mr. Ferguson's room to have a laugh over mat- 
ters: for wo Union people in Somerville feel a 
deal more like laughing these days than we used 
to do. More roses in Mrs. Budd's cheeks now 
than for years past, as Jem says.. 

"Every Union man tells me the same," Mr. 
Arthur says, " and I know it is true of myself. 
People that haven't spoken to yon for years, peo- 
ple that have cursed yon, people that have been 
scarce restrained by the Hand that withheld 
Saul from the murder of David from killing 
yon, will now hardly let you get along the streets 
for greetings. Yon notice how it is at Sunday- 
school and chnrch, how they are sending hack 
their children and coming back themselves? 
Others, I dare say, if shame would let them. 
Not Mr. Ellis thongh — he is grummer, gruffer, 
more distant than ever. I don't know how many 
who voted against Secession, hut went into it 
and became the most bitter, have taken occasion 
to remind me, and every body else, I suppose, 
of their original ground ; though once they be- 
wailed having voted for the Union as the great- 
est of their shortcomings." 
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THE TEST OP 

"It is only becaoM tbs fntga, lice, flies, mai 
ajn, boils, hall, locaete, thick darkness ha' 
ome upon them, as upon the Egyptiana," aaj 
he stony Scotchmnn. "You know as well as 
n each iaterrol of disaster these people are i 



MONEY. 

infatnated as ever. I would not be snrprised if 
the hand of God is lifted from them yet agalD, 
with the same reBoIt, Perhaps when the last 
plagne, the very death of the- firat-bom, has be- 
folleD, eTBU Ellis and his like may he convinced. 
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I never thon^l that under the New Testunenl 
Diapensation — bo deep into it too — in sncli s 
ChrieCian land bb this also — there coald be such a 
reriyal of the Mosaic Dispensation, as it were. I 
tell foo, Mr. Arthur," continued the Scotcbman, 
Bolemnlf, "wbenlconeider the awful judgments 
of Jeborah — the aaine God who sent the Deluge, 
who destroyed the Cities of t!ie Plain, who slew 
the Cnnaanites, who dealt so terribly with (he 
Hebrews, npon this land during this fearful war 
— I tremble while I adore. Even though He -he 
merciful in Jesus Christ, He is a just God still. 
This is the new diapensatioB, I know ; .but His 
most terrible manifestation of wrath against sin 
is yet to be made — the destruction of this globe 
by fire. The Pope and the Turk are to fall in 
sixty-six, are they ? The Apostle says' there are 
many Antichrists ; who knows whu awfnl times 
may be in reserve for England, and Scotland 
even, to say nothing of other parts of the world, 
for who of yoQ here had before supposed that 
Slavery was an Antichrist which had to go down 
in fire and blood and earthquake, as well as the 
Pops? 

"Hold on a moment!" Mr. Ferguson adds, 
to his friend, at last rising to leave. "I want to 
prove to yon that the universal inBubordination 
all throngh the Confederacy, which all the papers 
are bewuling so, is an inevitable fruit of the 
veryprincipleofSecession, It atmck so effective 
a blow at the very idea of Law, Older, Govern- 
ment, as to kiU that vital thing even for their 
own use. Besides, I want to show yon from my 
Scrap-book that no two men South, however de- 
voted lo Secesuon, can agree on any one thing 
under Secession. Tmth, yon observe, is one; 
while Falsehood is as tnillionfold as the shifting 
clouds. So sure as one man advances his opin- 
ions upon foreign Intervention, employment of 
negroes in the army — whatever it is, another is 
sure to start up and vehemently dispute it It 
is like the contentions of infidels — " 

Bnt if Mr. Arthur can listen to such treason 



CHAPTEK XXIII. 
If ever a man was justifiable in flying to the 
flowing bowl tOJiight sniel; that man is Alonzo 
Wright. True, he has made aolemn oath not to 
take another drop, Christmas having witnessed 
his last awfnl frolic, -with the death of a favorite 
negro man somehow mixed ap in its frantic fes- 
tivities, until next Fourth of July, unless, Mr- 
Wright most carefully stipnlates in his vow, we 
gain OUT independence before then; in which 
latter case he, Tim Lamam, Dr. Feel, Bob With- 
ers, and a few other like spirits, are solemnly 
pledged to each other to have about the greatest 
time of it yet known on earth ; Captuu Bichard 



Simmons moving and assbting unanimously to 

cany said proviso. 

A dozen times has Mr. Wright assured Anne, 
hanging with silent importunity npon his arm 
on this as well as every other occasion of his 
leaving home for Sonierville, that he will not 
tasie, touch, smell a drop, not even go on the 
side of the street where the grocery is, For Mr. 
Wright is far from being an austere father. 
Anne has grown op in his eyes the rairest and 
loveliest and most thoroughly accomplished of 
women. There is a droop in her large bine eyes, 
a wave and fall in her fair hair, a mould of her 
form, an altogether indescribable sweetness in 
manner and tone which would attach any father 
in the world. In addition to her being his only 
child and chiefest companion, she is h^ dead 
mother over again. Very often, indeed, of even. 
ingB, when Anne sits at the piano, her fingers 
straying over the keys from one piece to anoth- 
er, singing half a song here, another half there, 
breaking out in some brilliant bravura, or idling 
through the tangles of a schottiche, does her fa- 
ther sit, cigar in month, looking at and loving 
her with all the admiration and love of his soul. 
A rather smalt, light-complexioned man is Mr. 
Wright, but yoor big bnriy people never feel 
most It is in the slight-built organizations you 
find fire and force; leanness imd ferocity are 
coupled in the wild-cat, vivacity and venom in 
viper and rattlesnake. 

In fact, ilds Anne at least is "all the world 
to" her father. At the head of his table ; her 
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gracefot form about the hoiue all day in diligent 
housekeeping ; persaading and ramonatraling 
with the servBDte, who serve the familj won- 
drouB well Diider the double impalse of mortal 
terror of "Mas 'LoDi," oo the one aide, and de- 
voted BttncbiDeDt to "Missaanj," ai the; call 
hsr, on the other ; even when Dr. Peel or other 
Gompan; are being entertained in the parlor, 
Mr. Wright, proudly coneciODB of Anne from the 
moment he awakes in the morning till he kicka 
off his boots at night, can join in whatever de- 
nanciation of the Yankeea i» going on between 
him and the gentleman with whom he is con- 
Tersing, and be keenly alive all the time to the 
ever-vaiTiDg lorelioesB of Anne on the other'side 

Why conceal these bitterest pangs of remonNi 
which give snch intensity to Mr. Wright's pator- 
nal alTection ? Yes, Anne is like her mother, 
most, like that mother when at her loveliest ; and 
there were huebed whispen in the commonity 
in which Mr. Wright lived at the tinie of his 
wife's death, vagae mmorsfrom familj servants, 
and from friends who prepared the body far 
buriW, of braises and marks. Let 'ue say no 
more about it where notbing certain is known. 
No man knows better than Mr. Wright that he 
is adevilincBrnateinhiRcnps,al)d the demoniac 
love of liqaor which possesses the man ia re- 
strained only by his love for his daaghter, and 
mortal diead of what he may do to her in some 
moment of intoxication. 

And yet, reasoning with -^ousands of other 
Secessionists at the same ineUnt, if ever a mita 
was justifiable, every thing to the contrarf not- 
wiihstanding, in drowning his sottowb in the 
bowl to-night that man is Alonzo Wright. -As 
an almost universal rule, even those of the Se- 
cession Ipaders, in the army and out of it, who 
never drank before, are taking 10 drinking now. 
As to those who have drunk hard alt along, these 
do nothing else now at alt. 

"Vikj, look at it, gentlemen," says Captain 
Richard Simmons, who siis to-night on the coun- 
ter of the groceiy, his left arm aroand a pillar, 
from which hang the fly-specked festoons of red, 
white, 'yellow, and blue paper cnt into meshes 
adorning the ceiling, expressing, for Tito Lam- 
om, who sits dead drank In an adjoining arm- 
chair, and for Bob Withers, who smokes in ei- 
lenee, and for Dr. Peel, whose speech ia eicln- 
aivelj oaths, and Cat Alonzo Wright, who is 
brooding over the times, seated on the card-ta- 
ble, his slouched hat down over his eyes, the 
painful feelings of all. 

" Only permit your eyes to range «rer the sit- 
uation, as Lamnm says in the Slar. A Tan- 
kee, gentlemen, Lamum is," adds Captain Sim- 
mons, impressively. "It may l>e a weakness 

again and yet again. I will be frank with you ; 
I can not. My soul abhors a Yankee. Never 



mind about his professed devotion to the Con- 
federacy. A lifetiiae spent in fierceat ardor for 
it would not satisfy me. My nature revolts from 
a Yankee. There's old Neely — a Yankee school- 
master! Who so loud and strong for the Soath? 
Inifisting on shaking my hand every time we 
met over onr glorious victories. 1 pledge you 
my word of honor, gen^emen, I always went 
straight to my room at Staples's and washed my 
hands with soap every time. Natural antipa- 
thies? For one, gentlemen, I loathe, abominate, 
deteet, eitecrate — " 

"Oh, hold your horses, Simmons, by George I 
who knows? Ton may be one yourself. Ped- 
dled tin ware for years Cbr whatwe know. Very 
likely all your talk only aVatdue trick to throw 
nsoff." ' 

■"If it is by such buffoonery. Bob Withers, 
yoti seek to divert onr minds in this darK hour 
of our country's distress your remarks are be- 
neath, becanse doubly beneath, my notice. 
Charleston fallen, gentlemen 1" continues Cap- 
tain Simmons, dismissing Mr. Withcii from ex- 
istence by a slow wave of his hand. "I can not 
realize it. The foci is, it is a thing which can 
not be realized. I can imagine Wilmington 
fallen. I do not deny that Petersburg and Bich- 
mond are polluted by feet I never dreamed would 
tread them. That General Lee has surrender- 
ed, thongh it was infiaitely wane than death to 
me, I can becanse I must believe. Nor do I re- 
fuse to acknowledge that Mobile is occupied; 
tbat Johnston, whom I revered next to Lee and 
Davis, has also surrendered. Dick Taylor's sur- 
render smites OS to-day like the hand of fate. 
But Charleston! From eieiy olher considera- 
tion my soul reverts to Charleston. I can not 
realize it, gentlemen. I may succeed in somo 
degree by the time I have retired at night, bat 
the first thing I know I find myself silting boll 
upright in bed, daring the silent watches of the 
midnight hour, in a cold sweat, and exclaim- 
ing, 'By Him who made me, it is not, must 
not, shall sol, can not be so! Charleston? 
C-h-a-r-l-es-lon ! Impos^blel" 

"Why not get up a theory, Simmons?" says 
Dr. Peel, scrnpolonaly neat in attire, while the 
rest are disordered in apparel to the last degree ; , 

in the highest apirits, whether from liquor or 
not, though he does not show any signa of in- 
toxication other than that, while his comrades, i 

Bob Withers excepted, can not drink enough to 
float them even to ordinary water-mark. " Yon 
proved to ns, Simmons, in this very room that 
Charleston, Wilmington, Fetersbnrg, and Rich- 
mond, if evacuated, would only be so in pursu- 
ance of tree's new plan of abandoning the sea- 
coast and concentrating in the interior — a new , 
plan, splendid plan. When Lee surrendered ' 
yon were ready for that. Lee always had a rea- , 
son fbr what he did. Lee had sent all his vet- | 
erans to Johnston, and surrendered as a con- 
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■e rmtt Como, Cnptnin, joii have ne*- 
er wanted for a theoiy before; make hngte. 
Where is jour inTentive facalij? Some brilU 
iaut sclKme, if we onlj knew what it was, be- 
hind all this nvyrs yoa are wuling over." And 
Dr. Peel flaahee bis while teeth npon bim, in sia- 
gnlar spirits con»ideriog the ^mee. 

"Sir," replies Captain SimmonB, 
lar dignity, " I wait-to hear IVom President Da- 
vis. I can Bee deep meaning ir 
silence of that Washington of our glorit 

"Youcan? By George, Ican'tl Whatislhe 
use of being a drove of geese atill, gentli 

It is Bob Withers who propounds the qnes- 
tion, rising ttom hla seat to do it. Very mnch 
inflamed is Bob's fac« these trying times, from 
excessive weeping, perhaps. Bat it is an honest, 
sensible, good-bnmored, BacchnS'like face, too. 

" I always looiied on tbe thing as a big spree, 
and yon know I always said so. I knew it was 
all wrong from the start, rainons and wrong as 
any thing gets to be in this world, a tremendons 
frolic. We all went into it. Of coarse I wasn't 
the man to stay bebind. It was the wildest, 
moat expensive, biggest spree yon ever saw, and 
I pitched in. Tes, and woald do it again to- 
morrow if it was to do over agaio; never backed 
out when half a dozen fellows invited me to go 
in. When the whole Sonth got drank, think 
I'm going to keep sober? Bat tbe smash np 
bas come at last — it vnU come. Broken win- 
dows and crockery and tables to pay for, head- 
ache, empty purse, black eyee^ men killed. But 
wasn't it the grandest blow out ! But I knew all 
tUong it tDcu a spree, always said so ; they conld 
never bambng me, by George I with theii lies. 
No, Sir-ree, bobl" 

"There is this one consolation, gentlemen," 
reinarhs Captain Simmons, more Chesterfieldian 
the drunker he gets, with a solemn air, and wav- 
ing gracefully aside the volatility of their Mer- 
cutio — "one consolation which fills my nature 
in this hour of darkness with profound satisfac- 
tion — the killing of Abraham Lincoln. Had I 
an otTspring I would have him baptized Booth 
Simmons. Even in my pangs of bitterest mor- 
'tiflcation at the failure, if failure it is, of our he- 
loved Confederacy, I say to myself, ' Captain 
Simmons, Captain Simmons, you forget that 
Lincoln the tyrant is at this moment in eternal 
perdition. Ijke tbe balm of some place of which 
I was instmcted by pious parents — Gilead I think 
Is the name— the reflection soolbes, at least for 
the moment, tbe anguish <rf my spirit." 

" The last place I would think yon would wish 
Lincoln to go to, Simmons, " remarks Dr. Peel, 
with great surprise. 

"Exactly what I was going to say, Doctor, 
by GeoT^ 1" puts in Bob Withers. 

" Hay I^reqaeet an explanation, gentlemen ?" 
asks Ci^ttain Simmons, with his stateliest air. 



"I would think you wonid mach rather he 
had gone to heaven. Yon have bated him so 
mnch here one would suppose yon would regret 
being associated eternally with him hereafter," 
replies Dr. Peel, with Mr. Wtthera's cordial aa- 

" If there be a thing which disgusts me more 
than all besides with inebriety," says Captain 
Simmons, with slow and nnspeakable scorn, "it 
is the reckless impiety and irreligion too often 
connected with it. No merit in myself, seeing 
my early advantages, my inculcated habit of 
worshiping from earliest infancy in the sanctu- 
ary. Be drunkards, gentlemen, if you must," 
adds Captain Simmons, with impressive solem- 
nity, " bat not scoffers — no, not scoffers. ' 'Tis 
the voice of the scoffer, I hear him complMn.' 
Not exactly that, bat something to that dfect 
WHS instilled — " . 

"We respect your piety, Simmons," inter- 
rupts Dr. PeeL "It ti fully equal to that of 
Parson Barker, at least; he told me to-day that 
it was not so much the hand of Booth as the 
band of God. His only regret, he says, is that 
Booth did not kill him on the day of his inau- 
guration. Dosena of church -members — lying 
Sam Peters, Dr. Ginnis, and the like — say they 
glad of tbe assassination, regret that it failed 
in the ease of Seward, hope the good work will 
go on. Even that little saint, Ellis, the sin- 
cerett and best of Ihem all, got almost drunk 
with joy over it" From this statement, how- 
the writer of the«e lines distinctly with- 
holds his belief. 

iCep out of this choice set of compan- 
ions, only for a moment, to say a word as to the 
which the killing of Mr. Lincoln was re- 
ceived in Someiville. 
There is Jem Budd. When Staples, every 
tir on end, msbes Into Jem's shop and an- 
nonnces the glorious news, that dirty-faced ar- 
tisan panses long enoagb, with flnspended file, to 
I" with genuine surprise; to add im- 
mediately after, as he continues his filing at the 
gun-barrel clenched in the vice before him, "Just 
'hat I always said." It is bnt history to record, 
however, that when Dr. Warner drops in a mo- 
ment after to ask afwr Mrs. Budd's very prec»> 
riooB health, and to tell Jem — of course that 
altogether a secondary motive — tbe news 
of the surrender of General Lee, which comes 
by the same mail, bnt which Staples has neglect- 
ition, the gun-smith stops altogether 
from his work, and, adding largely to the dark- 
of his nose by a long reflective mk thereof 
with his forefinger, has genuine joy in his eyes 
hile he says, "Precisely so, Doctor; what I 
always thought." 

The fact is, no sentiment, whatever It was, 
whether Union or Secession, has ever been ad- 
Jcm's hearing since the war began 
which has not met in Jem a ready assent. Like 
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handreds of tfaouBsnds of olhen at the Soath 
daring thia period, Jem has but put Id practice 
Talleyrsnd'a famoa» maxim — that words were 
given to lu to enable m to conceal our ihoaghu. 

There is Mr. Ferguson, loo. Verj eagerij he 
pastes in the dispatch annonndng the assassina- 
tion, irith erei; thing relating to it, bnt as Ihe 
grandest of all the lies, the ver; blossoming and 
perfection of the liee of the period. Only bis 
sincere affection for Mi. Arthur will afford him 
patience with the anaSected belief that gentle- 
man gives to the news from the outset. He 
eren oondescends, the ^Scotchman, to argue with 
bis fHcod. Mr. I^ncoln would have been as- 
sassinated In Richmond if at all. How coald 
he have been killed in a crowded theatre, and 
tbe murderer escape ? Besides, it is known that 
Mr. Lincoln is a member of the Presbyterian 
Church, and consequently no attendant at thea- 
tres. Can not Mr. Arthur see that the news is 
nianafactnred to accompany and nenmdize the 
tidii^s of Lee'a surrender? The trick is too 
transparent. 

A tremendons amount of evidence it took to 
convince os Seceawonists that Vicksburg had 
fallen, and all the rest; we do not want to be- ' 
lieve it, you observe, therefore we won't. Alas, ! 
ive shonld all be descended from the same Adam 1 
But the amount of evidence it required to satis- 
fy us Union people that Burneicle was repaised 
on the Rappahannock and the like is incredible. 
If the heart would not get so dreadfully in the 
way of the head t 

As wide apart as Heaven and Hades are the 
brutal rejoicings of red-faced Mce. Smitbers and 
the sincere regrets of Mrs. Bowles over the same 
event. Not even Mrs. Smitbers's deltherate and 
permanent sentiment, let us hope. 

"I regret it, Alice dear, even more than I 
ivoald deplore the fact of General Lee's surren- 
der, if such preposterous nens shonld prove ime, 
which I can not fbr one instant believe. I thank 
God the miserable wretch who did the dreadful 
deed was no South Carolinian — a Yankee, I am 
told, or from some State bordering thereupon. 
For Mr. Lincoln you well know my naspeak- 
able loathing, but I would rather be eren his 
.wife than the wife of his assassin. Read on, 
Alice." ForMrs. Bowles has stopped herdangh- 
(er in her reading of the paper to say that much. 

' ' Poor dear Mrs. Bowles 1 Heaven knows I 
never loved her so much in all our long, long 
knowledge of each other as I do now," is Mrs. 
Sorel's frequent remark of her to Mr. Arthur. 
" She bos not been in my bouse for years, nor I 
in hers, lestl shonld distress her with my presence, 
AS yon know. She regards me with — with aver- 
sion, or rather horrified amasement, because I 
can not believe with her in Secession. I have 
no feeling for her — how coald I have? — but one 
of love and pity. Alice told me abont her when 
she was here last, reduced to a shadow, pale and 



fragile as a Hower, her hair all white now with 
mental distress, yet quiet and refined and sdU. 
I tell yon, Mr. Arthur," adds placid Mis. Sorel, 
herself the counterpart of the one she is deserib- 
ing, and with warmth, "I am an old woman 
now. I once lived in as elevated though plain 
a circle as this country poasesses, but I never 
saw a human being who came so near my ideal 
of a perfect Christian lady as Mrs. Alice Bowles. 
I see what you are thinking aboat," she adds, 
with a smile, to Mr. Arthur, who flushes over 
face and ears at her glance. "Yes, and you 
will be a most fortunate man, as the phrase 
has somethi) 
Ifulness you would 
prefer having it called { is of stronger character 
than her mother ; will have all her mother's 
sweetness if she has all her mother's amount of 
trial, discipline, sorrow." 

"Do yon think, Mrs. Sorel," begins Mr. Ar- 
thur, eagerly— "do you imagine there is any 
hope for me? Her mother has such horror of 
my Union opinions I no longer even enter the 
house. Alice, you know, has long since ceased 
ta attend church. She is so engaged in her 
school, too, I never see her." 

"I hare never asked Alice," says Mrs, Sorel, 
with a smile, "but I do not think yon need de- 
spair. Wait till the war is over. You two are 
undergoing discii^ue which is good for you 
both—" 

" That abominable school," breaks in her im- 
pulsive friend. "Tbe idea of a woman who 
would adorn a throne teaching! And teach- 
ing such children as we have in Somerrlllel 
Wasting ber health." 

"She is doing no such thing. I never saw 
her looking more beanliful in my life than when 
she was here on that last Saturday. Propriety 
requires that, under all tbe painful circumstan- 
ces, painful and peculiar circumstances of the 
case, she should cease to attend your church. 
Besides, you do not realize, Sir," adds Mrs. 
Sorel, very gravely indeed, "how poor, how 
very poor Mrs. Bowles has become. Alice is 
doing, and doing eagerly and well, her simple 
duty in suppor^ng her mother. And it is just 
the discipline Alice needs to qualify her for th» 
new limes 'before us." 

"New? Yes, the bran-uBw, the happy, the 
glorious times before us!" says Mr. Arthur, with 
a]m<»C boyish enthusiasm. "I tell you, Mrs. 
Sorel, we are entering on such an epoch in tbe 
history of America as even that blessed old Bish- 
op Berkeley ncvei: dreamed of Nrhen he proph- 
esied of the star of empire centuries ago. Slav- 
ery and Secession forever rooted out, oiie glori- 
ous flag from the Arctic circle to tbe equator, 
purified by our terrible ordeal, who can tell? 
That poor Mr. Barker may be in part right at 
last — ours may be the great millengi^ nation I 
I tell you, Bobby," and Mr. Arthur, escited by 
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hia natiDiial, aod of codim without reference to 
hk individual prospects regarding Alice, claps 
that sedate joqdk geotleaian on the ehonlder, 
"we will have grand times, won't *e?" 

"Wbeo Mr.Brooka is back far good? Yes," 
adds that sober yonth, "and I know the time 
ain't far off. People don't ask me these dajs 
how that Abolitionist Arthur comes on, nor jell 
at me and throw rocks. Onlj last time I was 
in town Mr. Staples slopped me to shake hands 
and ask after jou olL lie was as kind as ;on 
please, told me just to let /lim know if his son 
Joe ever said a Uiing out of the waj to me, that 
was all. Humph, I saw Dr. Ginnis go all the 

*wa7 over the street to stop Mr. Ferguson, and 
' insisted on shaking bands, which it ain't easy to 
get Mr. FergnsoD to do with anj body; andi've 
heard Dr. Ginnis tell Jem Badd, long ago, that 
that old traitor of a Scotch Abolitionist ought to 
be hung high as Haman." 

"That will do, Bobby," interrupta his mother, 
checking with nplifled hand Bobby's e^sr ex- 
periences. " I am too old for all this, Mr. Ar- 
thur. It bewilders me. Charleston and Co- 
lumbia, the whole of my native State, in fact, 
so terribly scourged t You ranst excuse me — we 
South Carolinians caa not .help it. I smile at 
Mrs. Bowles, wid am jnet as foolish about the 
State OS she. I don't like to'hear or talk or think 
aboDt it. The Jadge of all the earth will do 
right." 

And it is jnat this that more than bewildera 
good Mrs. Bowles too. The long holding out 
of Charleston elevated it and South Carolina to 
even a degree above ber already'intense idola- 
try of them. She regarded the arrival of Sher- 
man at Savannah, and his setting ont upon his 
march into Sonth Carolina without one particle 
of apprehenaion ; with joy rather. Napoleon 
never had, in the fullest tide of bis victories, so 
calm, SQ conGdeiit, so absolutely esullsnt a sense 
^approaching snccesa in a battle. So luretjas 
the Ban shone, so surely as Sonth Carolina was 
Sonth Carolina, wOnld the insulting foe meet on 
ila soil with terrible defeat. Mis. Bowles coold 
see the hand of God in it : 

" Your dear native State, Alice, and mine be- 
gan this great revolution, and will end it. ~ Heav-' 
en has pennitied a Federal army to get to the 
State by an nneipected military movement, by 
almost a miracle, for this purpose. How Utile 
does that man Sherman think itl f thank God 
ftom my soul. Who of ns could have arranged, 

or even have imagined it all so well? People 
will flock for generations to Sonth Carolina as 
they now do to Waterloo, or as I am told they 
somelimes do to Torktown there in Virginia. 
That the Thennopylsi of our revolution should 
be there! I loved the State before; henceforth 
every grain of its sand, the leaves of its every 
tree are dear to me ; every one bom on its 
sniface is to me dearer than reUlives. Ben 



her it, Alice — henceforth let yonr own South 
Carolina — how muucal the very namel — be next 
with you to heaven and God t" and the thin, 
pale, classic face glows with enthusiasm. "Yon 
know I told you, Alice, all the two weeks dur- 
ing which we had those rumors of the capture 
of Shennan in Geoi^tio, I knew — hoped, at least, 
it could not be true. Sonth Carolina, I felt, was 
to be the hallowed spoL" 

"The people of Savannah do not seem to be 
as patriotic," begins Alice. 

"Actually admitting the Federals withont 
burning their cotton, receiving food at their 
hands. That illdstrates what I am saying," 
Mrs. Bowles interrupts Alice, with enthusiasm ; 
" do yon not see it is as a foil to Charleston ? 
The very contrast between Georgia and our 
State, between Savannah and Charleston, will 
show the world what South Carolina is. To 
think the two States are actually contignons!" 

How can Mrs. Bowles's eager expectation of 
the news of the great battle be described? Most 
seriously did Alice tremble for her mother's very 
mind. No other topic was on her mother's lipa 
when they are sewing together on Saturdays and 
by night. No other thought in her mind while 
alone, Alice teaching in the little front office. 
^%ktng often during the night at every distant 
sound, fancying the arrival of the news in every 
distant cry, in every fbotatep passing. Even 
Rutledge Bowles is comparatively forgotten, 
though in every prayer for hira — and they as- 
cend as from an evec-bumiog altar — more than 
for his health, more than for his life even, is it 
her supplication that, if it please God, Kntledge 
Bowles may have part in the great victory. Bet- 
ter, far better his death on that glorious fieUF 
than that be should be absent from itl 

How describe the steady arrival of the news 
of Sherman's nnopposed march across the State '. 

"They ore gathering, concentrating the army 
Somewhere further north in the Slate to make 
the vicMry complete and final I" she explains 
to Alice, repeating it over and over. Alice 
breaks the fall of Charleston to her tremblingly 
as she would the death of a dear friend. 

" Only evftcnating it, child, for a few days, so 
little do jon understand of military matters. 
You see, they wish to swell the army with its 
garrison, so as to leave not one man of the Fed- 
eral army to escape death or capture — yes, cap- 
tnre. I pray God oui army may be merciful in 
^ehonrofits great triumph i their awful wrongs 
are enough to exasperate^ Heaven Icnows ; but 
in themoment of victory the brave are ever mer- 
ciful. Only a few days, dear, and we shall hear 
of the reoccupation of Charleston after the vic- 
tory. Let me see the map again. Colnmbia? 
Yes, Colnmbia — see if I am not a true prophet — 
Columbia is about the centre of the State. I 
would like the victory to be there." And Alice 
almost shudders at the light in her mother's eye, 
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tbe spot of Ted in her cheek, the uncertain mo- 
tion of her thin while bund abont her forehead. 

Ah, that wandering of the hanii abont the edges 
of the smooth white hair, rnbbing the brow, with 
the thOBghtful ejes fixed absently oa book, or 
eewing, lying neglected in the lap, AsDr. War- 
ner hu told Alice and Mrs. Bowles herself many, 
f«T7 many times, tbe poor lady is wearing hei- 
sdf literally to a shadow by her intense excite- 
ment. Alice aai the Doctor do all tbey can. 

"Hiank yon, Dr.Wamer; doif^ be foolish, 
Alice. I need no medicine or rest. I never felt 
better in my life; hardlyeverfeltso well. Wben 
it comes, Alice, bring me the acconnta of the 
victory — that will be the best medicine in the 
world ; next to hearing it from Rntledge Bowles 
I want to have it first from yoor lips, Alice." 
But the poor frail hand wanders about the fore- 
head, and Alice clasps it in hers, and kisseB her 
mother there, and bunts into tears. 

"What a fond, fooliEh creatnre yon are, Alice ?" 
saya her mother, half indignantly. "Yoa are 
gettiuf; positively nerrons and morbid, confining 
yonrself so tc that odions acbooL Tou sew too 
steadily." 

"But mother, dear mammft," ventures Alice, 
Dr. Warner being there to back her, " sappose, 
after all, the Federals ahould not be whipped?" 

"Ton cowardly croaker," says Mrs.-Bonles, 
gently but pityingly. "But I don't blame yon, 
at least in this case. There has been no battle 
opon the soil of South Carolina yet — a akirmish 
or two, perhaps, but no battle for yoa lo judge 
by. I can not say," remarks Mrs. Bowles, with 
dtspleaaure, " that your condnct, Alice, has at 
all satisfied me since thia revolution began. I 
regret to speak so in the presence of another, 
bat it is so. I can not, I do not understand it. 
It probably is yonr sewing too closely, the con- 
finement in your school, the absence of Rutledge 
Bowtea, our altered fortunes. Wait, JDU poor 
spirited thing, rill onr independence is secured." 
Eer mother adds, with loving hand on her daugh- 
ter's head: "If Rntledge Bowles consents we 
will then rctam to CbarlesloQ. The change will 
do both of ns good." 

Poor Alice! Only the day before, seeing from 
the window of her school-room Mr. Ellis going 
up the front walk, apparently on a visit to her 
mother, in the impulse of the moment she had 
run ont and arrested his steps. 

"Oh, Mr. EllisI" she said, "how are youV 
And how is Mrs. Ellia and the children 7" 

"Aa well as usual. Miss Alice," replies Mr. 
Ellis, somewhat surprised at her manner, and 
perceiving that she has something more to say. 

"Will yon excuse me, Mr. Ellis?" she adds, 
the color flushing her check; "hut mamma is 
very much ezcited and nervous. Please say no- 
thing to confirm her in her delusion. I do not 
exactly mean that. Please try and prepare her 
for any disappointment in store for her." And, 



in her affbclion for her mother, Alice looks at 
him with the imploring eyes ofa child. 

"Delusion? Disappointment?" Mr. Ellis re- 
peats the words, the atrvnge light kindling in his 
ey«. "What can you mean?" And seeing 
her mother at (he door, Alice can only mnrmur 
no explanation at all, and retreat to her school- 
room, leaving Mr. Ellis to proceed npon bis visit. 

It is as she expected. When abe joins her 
mother a few hours after, it is to find her flushed 
with ftesh certwnty and enthusiasm of Confed- 
erate success, rather South Carolinian success. 

"Ton are always' croaking so, Alice," says 
Mrs. Bowles, with apaikling eyes, " as almost to 
B&ect my spirits. Good Mr. Ellis has spent an 
hour with me to-day. He confirma my utmost 
expectations of the speedy success of onr cause. 
Tou can not tell how perfectly ho has explained 
away all out late reverses. He has been in- 
formed beyond all question that Europe will in- 
tervene very, very soon now ; by next mail we 
will hear. It is official, he says. Why, Alice, 
you know what a devotedly pious man Mr. Ellis 
is ; and he toid me that it was as impossible, if 
we do our duty, to defeat the Confederate canse 
M it was to dethrone the Almighty himself." 
And a vast deal more to the same effect. 

Who can describe it? Steadily as the foot- 
fall of death to the dying comes the news that 
Sherman has swept across the State of South 
Carolina, is in poaaession of Fayettevillc, North 
Carolina. No glorious Confederate victory in 
Sonth Carolina. No serious fighting. Not the 
consolation even of a glorious defeat. 

With positions singularly reversed, Alice 
watches and cares for Mrs. Bowles almost as a 
fond mother with an oiling child. Never more 
respectful and reverent to that mother than now. 
Mrs. Bowles has less and yet less lo say with 
each passing day, bewildered, exhausted. 

" Whatever our Heavenly Pother thinks best, " 
she says, with the hand, thinner every hour, wan- 
dering more frequently about the sunken tem- 
ples, smoothing continually (he hair whitening 
toward the hue of the garment of the saints in 
light. With what infinite affection does Alice 
minister to her wants, careful to conceal her bh- 
aiduily, weeping during the watches of the nights 
For her mother's sake she cpnld almost wish the 
Confederate cause to succeed 1 almost, notquite. 

"Would you not like Mrs. Sorel to call and sec 
yon? Shemonldlifcoto so much, mamma; and 
yon were girts tj^thcr, you know," asks Alice 
the day she has read to her mother of the fall of 
Richmond. Perhaps the moment waa ill chosen. 

"No, my dear,", repliea Mrs. Bowles, decided- 
ly though slowly, and with the trembling fingers 
hovering about her forehead. "We differ so 
widely npon the matter of deepest interest to me 
on earth. I love Mrs. Sorel dearly, but would 
rather not. I care for nothing now but Rutledge 
I Bowles and youiself, for nothing in all the world." 
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And BO rolb mtf tbo time with as <n Somer- 
ville. As each disaster airirc^ we uwUgnantl; 
den; and scoaC it as long as we poeriblj em ; 
only it is pidfiil, toward the last, how we only 
expect disastrous news, and take it with scnrcelf 
a perceptible wince, like an animal aped to beat- 
ing, pitiful to BOB. 

Oh, may the God that rules the eternal bere- 
' after as well as the present, deal out from Hie 
just bar lilting penalty to the accursed dema- 
gogues North and South who diluded the South 
into its frantic folly of Secession ! At least, 
thanks be to God, that to each one of them will 
be dealt according Co bis deeds. Alas, may 
there not be an UD hallowed sadsfaction 
in knowing aad repeating the fact, "Vengeance 
is mine, I will repay, saith the Lord ?" Near 
Ij five years now aince we were all steeped ii 
the gall; its bitterness is eatarating the vety 

However, if, like a swamp full of frogs, all 
good Secessionists in Somerville, Dr. Ginnis, as 
the biggest of the band, and with the deepest 
base, leading the croak, we are nil croaking in 
inbarmonioas concert, there is this refrain in 
which we all fall back: 

"Live ander Federal rule? Stay in the conn- 
try if the Yankees do sabjagate it? I will go to 
Mexico first, live in South America, die first !" 
And so to the possibility, in any case, of es- 
isling as individuals under that accni'sed flag 
^ain, we all fall into full choros, till earth and 
heaven ring again, ' ' Never, never, never I" 

" What amuses me most in yon pious people, 
" Simmons," says Dr. Peel, in continuance of his 
conversation with that exceedingly dignified and 
intoxicated gentleman, " is the desperate way 
you are trying— Barker, Ellis, Ginnis, Peters; in- 
fact, all of yon, good, genuine, praying Seces- 
sionists — to hold on to Christianity." 

Never more carefully dressed in his life, be- 
j'eweled until some new light is perpetually 
flashing, with eveiy motion, from hand and bo- 
som, essenced nntil even the strong odors of the 
grocery are subjagated thereby, Dr. Peel's fine 
broadcloth and snowy linen seem radiant with 
his own exuberant spirits. Overflowing with 
life and conviviality, his remarks aro almost 
Bxclnsively oaths of as prolific and varied an 
abundance aa the sparks of a Itre-work, and as 
impoBsiblo to reproduce in any description there- 
of. From his heart of hearts Captain Simmons 
regards the Doctor as by far the most munifi- 
cent specimen of a genuine Southern man he 
has ever met ; proud to be seen with him, never 
weary of quoting his brilliant speeches. And 
Uiis is the very general opinion of Somerville. 
Bob Withers has vary often remarked i "Dr. 
Peel? Well, yes. ' By George! Oh, hang it! 
Somehow I can't stand Dr. PecU" And there 
is considerable mutual shyness between the two ; 
hnt nobody minds Bob. I 



"Yes, hang on to their Christianity. That," 
says Dr. Feel, with impressive profanity, "seems 
to be the main hiMness of yon jhous trained 
ones these days, Simmons. There is Mr. ElHs, 
insisting and insisting on the band of. God in 
this . and the hand of God in that, over and 
over, uervoua and trembling, like a school-boy 
afraid of foi^etting his lesson. But Brother 
Barker's the man for my money. Preach! 
What a chance a pulpit and a Sonday gives a 
man, with a Bible open before him, of pitching 
into the Yankees ! Colonel Ret Roberls is tamo 
to Barker. Bat the praying I Twice every Sun- 
day ; two prayer-meetings daring the week for 
the saccess of the Confederacy; opening every 
public meeting with prayer; lo say nothing of 
our doings np there in the old C. C. If that 
pOOT fellow hasn't done his duty in cnrsing the 
Yankees, I'm mistaken. People have saidi am 
a pretty hard swearer : for hard, strong, steady, 
desperate, raving, red-hot pouring it in(o the 
Federals in a religious fashion — blasphemy they 
would call it in me — I give it up to the Parson. 
He has got Christianity and the Confederacy SO 
twisted together he can't separate the two to 
fe. Hardly a verse in your mammy's 
Bible, Simmons, bat those political preachers 
have used to prove the success of onr glorioDs 
by, We must not permit the disasters of 
the times to discourage our belief in Christian- 
ity, brethren. Christianity is not dead, my hear- 
ers, Barker is repeating, I'm t«ld, in every ser- 
in eveiy conversation, showing how 
desperately bard it is to believe in any part of 
Scripture if all it says about slavery as a divine 
ordinance prove false." 

Now there is Parson Arthur," begins Bob 
Withers, upon whom any audience to Dr. Peel's 
iberant conversation has devolved, Mr. Wright 
being apparently asleep under his slouched hat, 
and Captain Simmons, half-humming, half-hic- 
cuping, forgetful of his usual conrtosy, what he _ 
remember of a Sabbath -school hymn lewn- 
n his earliest childhood. 
'Arthur!" breaks in Dr. Peel, with a sudden 
change of tone and manner, and even experi- 
enced Bob Wilhers opens his eyes at the anex- 
pecicd and awful way in which his companion 
heaps imprecations upon that individual. 

have been owing to a visit made by 
Mr. Arthur to Dr. Pool not two hoars before 
this? The two-men had scarcely ever met. 
Truth to say, the minister had often seen pass- 
ing along the streets, sitting on counters of - 
ires into which he had dropped to make por- 
lases, swearing and gesticulating in knots 
upon the sidewalk, the superb Southern gentle-i 
question. Nor did he withhold a certain 
admiration we al! give to Health, in its full de- 
velopment in any thing, from the noble propor- 
tions, full chest, commajiding bearing of the 
man. He hod fancied that so Hercules was 
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imagined by the old pagan poets — the bold pn>- 
tnberant brow, the massj 
aDTeoIe of cnily blacli liair aod beard, and large 
black ejes, open and fearless. There was a fall 
life in tbe man, a force and a sway; a sort of 
AssTrisD power, even, id the coatlj adommente 
of Dr. Peel, which wonderfalt; arrested the at- 
tention of the minisCer, interesled, almost 
cinated, while it repelled him, himself being 
of GO unlike a type. Bnt Derer had thej ex- 
changed a syllable — Mr. Arthnr doubly shy of 
one whom' he knew to have perbaps as thor- 
oaghly denounced him on poliljcal grounds as 
any one — even Mra. Smithers or Mn. Warner — 
in Somerrilte. 

It was hut natural in Dr. Peel, then, that be 
shonld be surprtsed, on the occasion alluded 
when Mr. Arthar, with scarce a preliminary knock 
at the door of his room at Staples's Hotel, walk- 
ed in that evening after supper. 

"I have called in bat for a moment," remark- 
ed the visitor, with his hat upon his head, and 
in a tone and with a manner totally anlike his 
- styht of address to any other gentlemao in Som- 
ervilte ; "and but to make one syUable of re- 
mark to yon." 

Dr. Peel rises involtnitarily from the table at 
which he is geated writing, the first astonish- 
ment on his bold face giving swift place nnder 
the eye and bearing of his visitor to a manner 
singularly like that worn by him during all bis 
intercourse witb Lieutenant Ravenel in the same 
apartment. * 

"You know me, you know my sentiments, 
you know my exact pOEition," says Mr. Arthur, 
coldly and slowly. "I have been informed by 
Colonel Brooks of yours. The instant he learn- 
ed fully who you were he hastened to this place 
at the peril of his life — peril of his life from both 
ddea. He has left me only a moment ago. I 
amherenow. Iwonldbavegottoyon to-night, 
wherever yon were, if I bad died for it. I 
know your case fully, exactly, completely," 
continnes Mr. Arthur, the tone and manner 
conveying more meaning than the words. " I 
speak to you partly on behalf of Colonel Brooks.' 
I would have spoken to you on my own behalf. 
I came to tell yon that I know every thing. I 
am the only person in this region that does. I 
came to say to you I cannot help your being 
here. I noald give milUons it were not so if I 
conld. Under all the circumstances, I can not 
order yon to leave. I wish I coutd. But, un- 
derstand me perfectly, I intend keeping the 
closest watch npon yon I possibly can. The in- 
stant you step ont of your — your place, I will 
take necessary means to stop yon. That is all. 
Ton must not ntiderstand that I do not in a 
certain sense— a certain sense," repeats Mr.Ar- 
thur, with peculiar emphasis-^" pity jon." The 
Tiaitor is evidently tooched by the indescribable 
and total change in Dr. Feel's manner as he 



ataikda before him. " That is all. Yon are safe 
np to a certain point. Take care." 

And the preacher has left the room as sud- 
denly, yet as coolly too, as he entered it, leaving 
Dr. Feel, who has not even attempted to speak, 
wilted down behind him. Yes, wilted down is 
the word, whatever rallying of passions there 
may be afterward; as if some gorgeous palm- 
tree were to have the life suddenly withdrawn 
from its towering height and tropical foliage. 

Whether this were the cause or not, there is 
no telling how long Dr. Peel may have contin- 
ued, on the occasion of Bob Withers's mention 
of Mr. Arthur, to have cursed him ; nor how 
zealonsly Bob, risen somewhat unsteadily to his 
feet to do so, might have wielded his cudgels in 
favor of Mr. Arthur, whom never since the war 
began has he failed to defend on every instance 
of attack, and the instances are vei7 many of 
Mr. Arthur's being denounced in his presence: 
no telling, we say, how long the altercation may 
have proceeded, when a singular diversion there- 

"Dr. Feel,'' says Alonzo Wright, whom all 
bad supposed asleep, suddenly rising from his 
seat, pnsbing back bis glonched hat, which has 
all along covered his silent broodings not slum- 
bering, drawing his revolver, cocking it, pressing 
it against Dr. Peel's broad chest, with his linger 
on the trigger — "Dr. Feel, look here: I want 
to know, now and here, what do you mean F" 

" Mean ?" Dr. Feel is of a ghastly sallow ^ 
he asks the question, not daring to stir a hair's- 
bretidth ; even Captain Simmons stops bis maud- 
lin ebant, and, with Bob Withers, is silent with 
amazement, as much at the sadden and peculiar 
tone of Mr. Wright as at his action. 

"Mean? In reference to what?" Dr. Peel 
rather gasps than articulately asks the question, 
quuling under the deadly light in Mr. Wright's 

lall, half-closed eyes, as well as at that cold 

In reference to her," replies that individual. 
Ohl" It is bnt an exclamation from I>r. 
Peel's parched lips ; bnt it indicates at least par- 
tial relief. " You forget that others are present, 
Mr. Wright. I will speak with you alone on 
that point witb the greatest pleasure," he adds 
immediately. 

"Humph! Thatisafact. I had forgotten 
they were here with us. I was thinking. Come 
now ;" and, slipping his revolver, aRer uncock- 
ing it, into its leather case at bis side, Mr. Wright 

"With pleasure. In one moment, ^r. Bnt 
one word, gentlemen, " says Dr. Feel, paudng at 
the door. "You will oblige me, oblige both Mr. 
Wright and my^lf^ by mating no allusion what- 
ever to this little matter. I beg your promise on 
your honor yon will not mention it to any one, 
gentlemen," adds the speaker, still more anx' 
iously, as some new thonght seems to pass over 
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his mind at the instant. "Do I have ItP" he 
aaks, with eager look at each. 

" Certainly," b»j8 Bob WitSera, wilh a good- 
hnmored nod. 

"Most assuredlyjon maj rely upon mj honor," 
adds Captain Sinunons in bis genieelest tones, 
with a reassaring wara of bis left hand, and 
hnowiDgnothingaCallofwbatisgoingon. "Per- 
mit me to entfeat yon, however, not to abandon 
the flowing bowl, which inebriates, though, alas ! 
under onr depressing circomatances, it fails to 

Bnt the two ore gone. Nor is there any record 
of their conrenation thereafter. Only this — an 
old family eerrant testifies to having overheard 
Br. Feel remark the next afternoon to Mr. 
Wright in the parlor, at the latter gentleman's 
hoDse, a fbw momenta before Anne comes in to 
give them, at her father's reqaeet, a litde mn- 
sic. The two gentlemen had arrived from town 
ver/ late the night before. Fretl; mnch all 
day they had spent in Tiding out ever tbe plant- 
ation in company. At dinner tbe servants, as 
well as Anne, bad remarked that Mr. Wright, 
thongh pale and exhaasted as he always was 
after an excess, was in the highest, wildest spir- 
its, pecaliarly affectionate toward his daughter. 
Dr. Peel, on tbe other hand, attracted tbe at- 
tention even of the dnllest of the serraiits wait- 
ing npon the table. At times he would join in 
the conversation, lead it in his liveliest manner, 
foil of anecdote and laaghter. Again bis coun- 
tenance would fall, he wonid cease to converse, 
seem to be bnried in deepest thought, sallow, 
drooping, drinking eagerly and freqaently or tbe 
wine upon the table, and, after dinner, apon the 
side-board, as if to obtain a supply of snimatioQ 
which had been suddenly cut off from within. 

The very servants waiting upon the table and 
about the house that aod the ensuing days com- 
pared notes in tbe kitchen even then, as well as 
months afterward, upon the singularity of Dr. 
Feel's manner toward their young mistress. 
Now addkssing himself to her in his easy, bold, 
sparkling way as of old, although by an evident 
effort, as if he forced himself to do so against 
his natural choice. Then glancing at her again 
furtively, fearingly, with an indescribable mix- 
ture of admiration and apprebenjsion, not with- 
out qnick aide looks as of deadliest terror at Mr. 
Wright himself, playing tbe host with all the 
ease of the master of a hoosebold toward a fa- 
vored and welcoine guest. 

But it was this which tbe old house-servant 
Alfred ipoke of often after as having overheard 
Dr. Perf say to Mr. Wright, in evident pnnuance 
of a previous conversation : 

" You may rest confident, Sir, that it will not 
be bymyfanlt. ButI have little hope. I fear, 
greatly fear yon are mistaken." 

"Stuff, nonsense. Doctor. I will take the 
ehances on yon any how," Alfred testifies to his 



master's having made reply juit'aa Anne entered 
tbe room. "FaTnt heart, mau, never won fair 
lady." And surely &thBc had never cause to be 
prouder of or more affectionate toward a dangti- 
ter than did Mr. Wright this afternoon. No 
wonder he so openly manifests that pride and af- 
fection. 

Yon may have observed. Miss, or Madam — 
you. Sir, certainly have — how tbe ladies, espe- 
cially tbe younger ones, suddenly and surpris- 
ingly bloom ont npon onr planet in tbe early 
spring. It may be some cunning alteration in 
their dress, doing with subtle skill for them- 
selves, in the way of adornment, what tbe Creator 
does then -for bird and butterfly and flower. Or 
it may be that nature, in clothing at that season 
the plains with verdure, the lower animals with 
freshness of skin and plumage, forgets not to 
give then a softer light to the eye, a sweeter 
dew to the lip, a deeper bloom to tbe cheek, a 
gentler ripeness to the form in the case of wo- 
man, who is undoubtedly the dearest to her heart 
of bU Dame Nature's numerons family. ^ And, it 
may be, the eye and the imagination are thenv 
selres quickened by the stirrings of spring in 
ua men also to view things in a brighter lig^t. 
Whatever be the reason therefor the fact is so. ~ 

And never woman that May morning cxem- 
plifled it more than did Anne Wright. Clothed 
in a modest dress of some creamy hue, her fair 
bair in abundant curia about face and neck, her 
complexion of a softer glow, and her eyes of a 
deeper blue, she beams upon her father and npon 
his guest with a beanty auipasdng any thing 
they bad either of th«m ever before imagined in ' 
ber. Her everj motion and tone even are mod- 
ulated to a livelier, at the same time gentler, 
melody. Who knows what presentimenta con- 
nected with their visitor were not moving in her 
blood? 

When left alone together in the parlor by Mr. 
Wright, who has to see for a moment to tbe first 
plowing of his com. Dr. Feel and Anne know 
before a word is spoken that the eventful hour 
of their lives has arrived. It is the man not 
the woman who is embarrassed. Qaiet and 
modest and pure as she is, the whole thing is 
with her so much a matter known and settled as 
to bring DO new, or intensely agitating, Utonght 
with it. During the years now of Dr. Peel's 
visiting at her father's honse, thongh he has 
made no formal proposals, she has learned per- 
fectly well that he loves her, attd that — she loves 

Bnt it is strange so bold a man as Dr. Peel, 
one so supremely self-satisSed and independent 
in bearing heretofore, should seem as if smitten 
by an ague. His face has grown of an ashen 

yellow, contrasting badly with hair and eyes so 
dark. And there is a furtiveness about these 
latter, a trembling about tbe large and bcjeweled 
bands, an irresolution and timidity, upon which 
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Anne groanda her o^td quietness and compoaaie. 

In ttict, the two seem to have completely cbaoged 
plaees, onlj there is something altogether inde- 
scribable io Che bearing of Dr. Feel, to which 
eTen the words meao and cowardly may be e>v- 
on. To anj other than poor little Anne he would 
have the aspect ^B^heT of a condemned criminal 
cowering under sentence than of a confident lov- 
er. The simple fact is, strange as it may seem. 
Dr. Peel seeks to know his fate at Anne's hands 
to-day, only because the alternative 
it in more serious shape still at the hands of her 

"Bnt I am anxioos yonsbould know — should 
not be deceived. In fact, if you knew all I know 
yon would — I am convinced it would be useless 
lame to expect your favor." 

It is Dr. Peel who says it, nrore nervous and 
miserable even than when, half an hour befbre, 
his conveisation with Anne began. But Anne 
only laughs, as composed as he is the reverse, 
langha h joyous and confident langh. 

"1 a^ a poor man," conlinnes the lover, and 
repeats it eagerly, as if it was a sudden and wel- 
come thought — " a poor man, a veiy poor man,, 
indeed. Yon may have imagined me to be rich. 
I confess I have given you falsa impremions on 
that poinL I am extremely poor. Miss Anne ; 
not at all able to supporl you as you should wish 
and naturally expect." And he looks at her 
with oiger eyes. 

Anoe laughs mote than ever. " Ton have told 
me that yon love me," she says, as if abe loved 
to repeal the assertion. "What do yon think I 
aaa about whether you are rich or poor ?" 

Dr. Feel walks the room like a baffled man. 
Another thonghtstrikeshi'm. He eagerly seizes 
npon a ^Ided Bible lying upoit the Utble, ad- 
vances Qpon Anne as if to say something, then 
returns it in haale to the same spot as eagerly, 
:o walk the room in evident dis- 



tress of mind. 

" Dr. Peel,'' says Anne, at last, a blush burn- 
ing over neck and face, "I do not understand 
all this. If yon do not really love me, do not 
really wish — " 

But Dr., Peel is at her feet before the words 
are ont of her lips, in passionate accents assur- 
ing her of his affection, only there is the cower- 
ing, fearful manner over it all, hardly venturing 
to loot her in the eyes even in his warmest pro- 
testations. "No, no, no, not that, not that. 
Miss Anne. I only was anxiona to save you 
from — not lo deceive yon," he says, hurriedly. 
"You will see what proof I give of affectioa.'' 
And he goes to the table, gets Che Bible, and 
seats himself beside her as with a desperate calm- 
ness. "That you may not blame me lam about 
t« put my life in your hands. Will you awear 
not to reveal to any one what I tell you?" 

Anne laughs, wonders a little, gasea npon Che 
anxious face of b«r lover, laya her little hand 



jipou Che book, curiosity creeping uppermost. 
"Why, what in the world," she begins. 

"What I tell you will shock you terribly. If 
it were known to your father he wonld kill me 
inaiantly, here in this room.'' 

Anne gazes upon the agitated man with blue 
eyes widening with wonder, curioaiiy, and deep- 
er affection for this aplendid suppliants "It 
will not bind me a bit moro than I would have 
been,"'Bhe says, at last. "Yes, to please yon, 
I'll swear ; and I do wish yon and pa would let 
me do all the swearing." And she lifts the book 
to her lips. 

"Not even to your father r' saysDr.Peel. 

"Not to a living aonl. Why, whaton earth?" 

"Miss Anne," says Dr. Peel, in most im- 
pressive manner and with lower tones, "yoa 
and your father have been greatly mistaken in 
I am — am no Secessionist at all ; I am a 



IS if an emperor kneeled at her feot. " A 
Union man I Why, Dr. Peel, who wonld have 
Chought of it?" troubled, wondering, bewildered 
for whole minutes. 

' ' I knew you would rqect me when you knew 
it And I swear to you it is so," continnes Dr. 
Peel, watching her face with painful inqoiry. 

A Union man ? Why, who in the world ! 
Oh yes," Anne adds, rapidly, half in earnest. 
It's a great pity, a very great pity. Pa and I 
thought yon the very best Southern man we ever 
knew. Bnt then Til give you pa's newspapers Co 
read. Beudes, I could convert you myself. I 
will teU you all how ihey treated ns, about — 
wasn't it about Kansas or Nebraska? one or the 
other; and how they wanted to free our negroes, 
and what women's rights people they are, and 
all their terrible atrocities, and the way they 
have morehed their soldiers over our conntry 
luming and plundering. Oh, ever so much! I 
>m certain 1 could convert you" — glowing with 
beautiful confidence— "positively certain 1" 

■Never, Miss Amie. Hot even you. I always 
have been a Union man. Will be one for ever 
ver," saya Dr. Peel, very slowly, and Anne 
sits wondering and troubled, while her lover 
watches her with anxiety. 

Ha I I never thought of ic. Dr. Warner 

there in Somervillc, Mr. Ferguson, Mr. Brooks; 

there is Mr. Arthur, loo — ever so many in Som- 

ille ore Union people, they say," breaks in 

Anne, at last, "and they are not such despe- 

,tely bad people either. Besides," and the art- 

sa girl puts ber fair curls from her glowing 

cheeks, sod langhs with delight, " there is Mrs. 

Sorcl, and the girl I lore most in the world, 

Alice Bowles. I know she is Union ; she told 

' herself; or, at least, she wouldn't say she 

t, couldn't make her do it when she was 

here last week. Yes," added Anne, eagerly, and 
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nitb a blusb, "and Alice's own mother, too, ii 
a good Seceuiontst; and I needn't be Union, 
must I? Please not. J nerer thoogbt oT that. 
Yes," she added, with the glad baste of a cliild, 
" and then the war is ovm. Pa bimialf.aajB we 



are whipped. Very soon there won't be snch 
names as Union men and SecessionUla at all, 
will there?" And the difficult has passed as 
entirely away beneath her artlesa affection as a 
cloud before a summer's wind. " If you only 
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say JOQ really and truly love me," she adds, wilh 
archoeas and joj. 

"LorejoD? I love yon as the flowers do the 

light. I adore yon as yon adore God," breaks 
oat Dr. Peel, with feverish energy, but with the 
cowering eyes, the shrinking and apprehension 
oT mtinner as before. And again the baffled 
lorer walks the room, Bible in hand, in deepest, 
nioet painful thonghi, while Anne wonders and 

"Miss Anne," says Dr. Peel, "T have not 
told you alt jet. Remember yonr oath," and 
he holds up the Bible in his hand. "My life is 
in yoar bands. There is another thing I must 
tell you. If 3roiiT &ther but guessed it, had the 
faintest suspicion of it, he would shoot me down 
here as sure as you are sitting there. Had I 
belter not tell yon? You will reject me with 

Anne looks at him with blue eyes opening 
again with wonder. But love is fast rallying all 
other sentiments in her heart, for it is master 
of all else in a woman, to its support. Here is 
Ihia man, whom yesterday she loved yet so fear- 
ed, the grandest and most powerful of all men 
she ever knew, ho is al her feet, has put his ut- 
most confidence in her, will bide nothing froni 
her, places ejSa his life in her hands, 

"Ihaveswom; you need not fear me." She 
wonders and laughs — "Why, what on earth?" 

" Miss Anne," says Dr. Peel, coming near her 
and speaking in. lowest tones, "I am an alto- 
gether diflsrent man from what jour father and 
yourself have supposed me to be— totally differ- 
ent in every sense. I am not an officer in the 
service of the Confederacy. I am, really and 
truly, an agent, have been from the opening of 
the war an agent, an active secret agent ^f— the 
Federal Goveivment. I am one this moment. 
I intend to be one so long as the Govammcnt 
wants me. There ! All I ask is that yon only 
reject me, not tell yonr father or any one else 
till I can get away." And Dr. Peel, with ashen 
face and cowering eyes as before, watches her 
lips as if for his destiny. 

Poor Anne I The matter is altogether too 
much for such lovely curls, and blue eyes, and 
roseate cotoplction, and hthe, childish form. 
She is bewildered, stnnned; passes her hand' 
wearily over her brow, tries to think. Love be- 
stirs itself in her bosom, eammons all the senti- 
ments of the soul to its aid. Romance 1 Anne 
has long dreamed of a hero of romanuo as her 
tmc knight; if ever woman had such a lover she 
now has. There is a glory and a grandeur, too, 
these latter days, in the very name of the Feder- 
al Government ; it is something very much to be 
detested, hut very powerful and magnificent; 
and all thisvagne grandear now falls like a man~ 
tie atoand her lover. Pity, too. Yes, if my fa- 
ther knew it be wonid lay him dead on that Boor. 
One little whisper to her father, and — she knows 



him well — there are the rapid cracks of .a re. 
volver, and this stately Prince of hers lies his 
length on that parlor floor a dead man in his 

blood. Her lover is in her power, and he delib- 
erately placed himself there — such hie confidence 
in her. Besides, it strikes her wi^ wonderful 
force : what a brave man ! To think of his 
spending years in Somerville, being here now 
with a sword suspended over his head — ^why, it 
is thq very chivalry of romance! Love him? 
She never so dreamed of loving him. She loves 
bin the more she thinks. Bejcct him ? K^ecC 
him now she knows alt this? It would be like 
rejecting the whole universe 1 

"Dr. Peel," she says at last, lifting np her 
eyes like those of a little child lo his face, " did 
you say' that yon loved loe, loved me really and 
truly ?" 

With singular contrariety between cowering 
eyes and impassioned words. Dr. Peel renews 
his protestations vehemently. 

"I will marry yon," she says, quietly and 
simply; placing, as she says it, her little hand 



The strong man is convulsed with e 
beyond his control. He grasps the little, soft 
hand, and lets it go. He groans and corses half 
aloud. He actually weeps. Anne notices the 
beads of perspiration s^rt upon his brow. He 
lifts her baud to bis lipe, and lowers it again 
before touching it with them. And all through 
his Bgoay it is with cowering eyes. Anne is as- 
tonished. There rises against her love a great 
amazement, which, like a billow, threatens lo 
overtop and hear it down. 

She follows him with alarmed as well as won- 
dering eyes while he, again risen from her side, 
paces the floor in agonies of perplexity. The 
tears actually trickle unnoticed hy him down his 
cheeks; ha grinds his teeth, and curses under 

"Miss Anne," says he, at last, "I have not 
told yon all even yet. The worst is to come, in- 
finitely the worst. Do yon think you could love 
me, be my wife, cleave to me whoever and what- 
ever I am ?" — but tho emphasis he puts into the 
words can not be written, " Don't answer jet. 
Think. Imagine of me the worst posdble thing 
that your imagination can frame — the very 
worst — the very, very, eery worst. Stop! Do 
not be in a hurry. Think!" And the man 
ventures to look straight at her, with the look, 
ghastly and dreadful, of a criminal convicted of 
the foul«at of crimes. 

" Dr. Peel, I am an innocent country girl," 
gays Anne, at last, even plaintively. "I have 
had no mother to guide me since I was a little 
child. All yon have told me this morning bos 
astonished and shocked me. I am bo bewildered 
I can hardly think at all. B;it one thing I fanow. 
Ton have told me a thousand times this after- 
noon that you love mo wid) ell your heart I 
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can not nndentand wbat you mean by what ;oa 
now Bay. Bat I know that I love yoa and will 
many yon. I» not that enougb ?" aaks Anne, 
like a little child. " Thougb what in the world 

" Halloo, man ! did ever a fellow seed more 
than that?" It ia Mr. Wright, who breaks in 
upon them, having opened the door nnpar- 
ceired b; either in their excitement. "Why, 
Peel, you look more aa if you bad seen a ghost. 
You little rascal, Anoe, I didn't know you could 
cow and terrify a man bo, you little Tartar 
Tea, I heard ber, Doctor. AU right 1 Eiss mi 
before you go, Anne. The fact is, Dr. Feel, I 
hare taken a fancy to yon 1 I knew it wi 
Btnff what yon insisted about Anne's not haTing 
yoo. It was because yon had not asked ber — 
and no one would ever have suspected yoa of 
holding back !'' And Mr. Wright raUlee on in 
the highest spirits. 

Before night Dr, Peel, after an interriew with 
Anne, has arranged with Mr. Wright that the 
marriage is to take place almost immediately — 
for pressing reasons. " Meanwhile we will keep 
it all, of course, a profound secret. And I must 
leave the day of the wedding with Miss — Miss 
Anne: most pressing and important business," 
the lorer says. 

Dr. Peel may be a happy man, but he seems 
to be singalarly cold and harii— with always the 
.cowering eyes. 



CHAPTBE XXIV. 

"Tbb, Sir, the grandest. sort of a spree; and, 
as you welt know, Simmons, I always said so 
from the start, bj George 1 This is tbe smash 



up,S 






"Mr. Withers, I have refrained so fax with 
(be very desperation of hope. I can rcfrain.no 
longer. It u as yon say; I confess it, it is," 
says Captain Simmons, Ingnbrioosly digniGed. 
"Sir," continues he, with the solemnity, of a 
dmnken and exceedingly dilapidated Dr. Sam- 
uel Johnson, "I casually met that fellow Neety, 
In repl; to a qnestion of mine, be informed me 
that he had ceased to think at all, that there 
was only vacnum where once he bad _ 
bruns. Neely is a Yankee, just now tbe bli 
Yankee eyes ever beheld, and, being a Yankee, 
I can have no sentiment in common with him. 
Bat such are my feelings also. Words teamed 
in earliest childhood—I think I once sang them 
in Sabbath-school — 

'SomatlilDg and syitenu Into mln boilad, 
V Aai now ■ luUoa bunti, uid Daw i vnrld.' 
9qmething at least to that effect has been nui- 
ning in my mind day and night. I tell you. Sir, 
ours" — and Captain Simmons extends his right 
. hand, and says it oro roltmda — " is the grandest 
collapse in the history of the world. Yes, Sir, 



the snddenest, nnexpeotedest, most total and 
complete collapse of which history, sacred and 
profane, has any instaoeti." 

The same-phrase runs its roands among Se- 
cessionists, with a sort of pride, too, as if there 
was something to soothe and console one's self 
with in the very magnificence of the collapse. 

Yes, it is a collapse ; no man In Somerville, 
no good Seeesdon lady even, doubts or denies 
that now. There was a feeble attempt to get 
up a public meeting in SomerriUe to breathe un- 
daunted purpose to continue the struggle j but ft 
ghastly alfur it was, very few present, tremen- 
dous resoln^ons presented by Lamum the editor, 
and passed on the ground of half a dozen yeas 
and no nays. Captain Simmons, Lamum, 
Smithers, and one or two vagrant Colonels, 
make speeches, in which it is well known th^ 
have no faith themselves in private circles. And . 
Lamum publishes the proceedings of this, as of 
dozens of exactly similar meetings throughout 
the Slate, with all the old adjectives of enthusi- 
astic, thronging, harmonious, unanimous,- and 
the weary like, but not a soul now is deceived. 
The whole thing is worn oat. Lamum prints 
letters from fierce lealote her« and there, some 
sending In spoons and butter-knives for the Con- 
federate Treasury, lepresenting that our hope is 
in the fact that the United Stales are disbanding 
their aimies; that Europe must certainly inteiv 
vene noio; that a just God — Mr. Etiis writes a 
series of articles to that e&bct — can not, will not, 
ought not, must not, shall not, abandon a caoJC 

manifestly His own f that if we will only hold 

t a little longer, a foreign war or something 
else may turn up for our deliverance. 

People hardly even read a line of all this. 
For four long years they have believed with a 
belief passing ail calculation, but even the Gm- 
iltj of belief is wearing out. Nobody has any 
regard even for Brother Barker these days ; 
people withdraw theic children from his Sab- 
bath-school, or suffer them to slay away nnre- 
proved, and never goto church themselves; the 
^■7 best members sunk, for the time, into a cold- 
ise, not to say apostasy, which language fails 
eipress. Haggard, restless, sallow, lean 
Brother Barker, from the crown of his lank hair 

the soles of his sorrowful fee), in counte- 
nance, apparel, and bearing breathes only deso- 
lation and despair. At times even he fian^ up, 
bowers. 

Never," he says to Bob Withers, taking ui* 
again the refrain of die general croak — a re- 
frain, however, which, vigorous and unanimous 
at frnt, is fast dwindling down to the rare and 
solitary cry of an individual here and there — "I, 
one, will never -live under Federal despol- 
; never. Sir, never, never] I will go to 
Mexico, to the Sandwich Islands first. Bath- 

" says Brother Barker, with a savage gleam 

his eyes, "I wiU stay here and agitate." 
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"Do whu r" tAs Hr.Whbars, Who has t^an 
Brother Barker in hia bttai and esmted him up 
thna, exactly as a child niba a match te i 
flsz and burn bine, onlf for the melaucholj fua 
of it. "Do what?" 

" Agitate, Sir, agitato, agitate ! Aid in get- 
dng np another revolution, if it is eight years 

The fact Is, w« good SeeeNionists in Somer. 
riUe, having Anty sonn the wind, are now har- 
TGUing in onr whirlwind, and the crop m terrible. 

Ht. Arthar endestOTB to promote a certain 
pi^ for them in his bosom t^ sDWining it ap in 
eraivflrsatioQ with grim Mr. Fergnson : 

" Yoa can hardly im^ine a min more com- 
plete," he ««7B. "Take Colonel Ret Roberta aa 
•B Instance. He has proTed disastrotulj mis- 
taken in all upon wUch he staked his Mgacity 
I Ud judgment. He endnres the agonies of de- 
feat, utMr and perpetnttl defeat, military and 
potiticaL He has lost all his prop^ty, e^iecial' 
lyUg o^groea. He may not owe ^bts North 
bimEelf; mnltttndes do who hare paid them 
the Confederacy, and now hare to pay them 
OTCr again. He may not bare bought confis- 
cated property ; mnltitadee have iaveated. large- 
ly in that, and have to disgorge. Then there is 
his hitler hmniHation in the trinmph of the Un- 
ion men, npoo whom he has so trampled here in 
Somerrille ; dread of terrible vengeance, even, at 
Ifaeft hands. We Union men had, even in oar 
dMkest days, at least hope left ng ; these have 
no hope — none. He has no fntnie. Tan ean 
hardly imagine lost to a man more complete." 

" Yes, I can," replies Mr. Fergnson, who has 
stem satisfaction in the min of his Secession 
friends paiafiil to contemplate. "Barker, Mr. 
BlIiB, and otbere lik« them, have, in addition, 
tost their very faith in their religion. In the 
most terriUe Miction men can endare thej have 
not even that to fly to. For the lime, at least, 
their very belief in and nsB of Christianity is 
stnnnGd." 

"YsB," replies Mr. Arthur, even with enthu- 
siasm ; " bat you will see. Sir, that in the case 
of the tmly pious among the 8ec«Bsioaists — and 
many of the most zealous oi them, in and out of 
the pulpit, are among the best and most devoted 
of Christisjis in the world — this defeat of the 
cause in which (hey bad invested all that is 
dearest ihcm sn earth, iMl most terrible afflic- 
tion and trial will, like every other chastisement 
in the case of a child of God, work oat in each 
of them a deepra, more devoted piety. I do be- 
lieve. Sir," Edward Arthur adds, with earnest- 
Bess, "this whole thing will be as an ordeal 
prep^ng the whole chnrch on this continent, 
North and South, in all its denominations, fbr 
greater devotion to God and power over mea for 
good than we have ever yet dreamed men capa- 
Ua of — instramenta made meet by these very 
times; yon sea, foe the Master's use." 



And very clearly, indeed, does fUs mfnister 
■ee it to be his duty, in and out of the pulpit, to 
preach eonclHation, moderatiDn, and all the kin- 
dred Christian virtues; mingling much more 
with men than for years past, suppressing all 
partisan exultation, glowing with quiet enthu- 
siasm instead in this direction. But joy in the 
result? Gratitude to God for it? The feO- 
Jng is a much more qiiiet one. than he had im- 
agined it would be in anticipating it in dark 
days, which seem a hundred years ago now ; bat 



Yet, as these evanifal days of May, 186fi, sweep 
along, a new hue of feeling suddenly colors the 
wide and roaring current. Union men in Som- 
errille had dreaded the rise of a bitter feeling 
E^nst them which might result in the destmc- 
tion of their lives and property. They are lost 
s^ht of, or thought of only with respect. In iJie 
new feeling which soddenl/ and angrily flushes 
the surface, especially among the soldiers re- 
turning by thousands to their homes. It is. a 
feeling of bitter wrath against their own officerE, 
pardy because of indiridaal grievances at their 
hands, chiefly on account of the belief, deep- 
seated and universal among the army, that the 
officers, with scarce an exception, have been en- 
gaged all along in such systematic swindling in 

n and cornmigsflry stores as bo country baa 
ever before known. The feeling has been long 
groniog — growing for years. Military snbordi' 

n Buddenly thrown off, it bants forth with 
terrible vehemence. Speculators, loo, outside of 
the army, share the deep hatred of (he soldiets. 
The nniversal cry U, "While we have been en- 
daring privations for years, suffering and with- 
pay, these have been at home making money. 
At least they ^all share with us I" 

Suddenly officers and speculatom find them- 
selves in the veiy camp of enemies more to be 
dreaded than the Federals, and they, after a 

ant of bewilderment, are flying in all direc- 
All Ciovemment j»operty in reach is in 

instances broken into and plundered. The 

) of specnlatoTB share the same tate. De- 
moralized by plunder, the soldier; fall next upon 
any supplies in reach nnder the same [Jea. No 
honse in Somerrille and tjiroughput the State 
safe from their search on the least suspicion, or 
at all, of setreted Government supplies. 
Until, at last, every man in Somerrille, the offi- 
cials most of all, first secretly prays for, then 
openly desires, ardently desires the arrival of the 
National fbrees as his only hope. 

I wish to Heaven they wonld come 1" Dr. 
Ginnis does not hesitate openly to say the day 
the soldiers disinter twenty sacks of coffee from 
beneath the com in his crib. And yet, only a 
weeE before, the porlly Doctor, in acknowledg- 
ing in husky voice that we are whipped, that the 

la over, had darkly added, "For the pres- 
ent, Sir, only for the preaent ! " with terrible in- 
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19 of glare and gesture of a t^errilla wi 
(o be waged for, at the least cakuiaUan, foi't^i 

Eveii after the gnirender of Lee Mrs. Smith- 
en haa denounced tbe [wnic of the hour as a 
mere panic. Smithers has speculated, in some 
complicated manner, in pBper.money. Thepost- 
master Smithers is, but of course it wm 
erament moqe? ha tued, tnming tba paper into 
■pede, and that into sugar, and that into se- 
groes. Yes, negroes. ThM ia Smithera's weak- 
ness, negroes. 

"Just as soon as this little panic is o»or," 
Smithers demonstrates to his wife, "those ne- 
groes will bring twice what I gave. Soon as the 
war is over, Araminty, one negro will bring 
more'n I paid for all." 

Yet tbe panic increases ntther. Smithers has 
as much as he can do to iecnle abont bis place 
what TBluable property he has. Colonel Bet 
Boberts's honsa is searched hy the soldiers on 
. one side of him, and Mr. Neely's on the other, 
and the soldiers aay tliey are BDecesafal, Coo, for 
Qovemment stores. Even long, red Mrs. Smidi- 
ers is Carrified. With a tub and cloth ready on 
the front porch, and a child an the look-out, 
whenerer a squad of soldiers happen to pass^, 
His. Smithen, dropping erery Ihiag to do so, is 
on bet knees upon die prai:h scrubbing the floor 
for dear life — the idea being to im^Htss on the 
minds of the soldiers the facf that tbe house is 
inhabited only by the poorest of people. Until, 
at last, even Mrs. Smithers is a* wrathful againat 
the Federals fbr not coming as she erer was 
t^Binst them for coming at all. 

"I most do yoB the jmtieft to say so. Dr. 
Warner. I hate never yet had an intimation, 
even in this dark hoar, of any desire on your 
part for the Federals to come." 

It is good Ur. Ellis who saya it, seated in the 
I>octor's parlor at this critical period. Mr. El- 
lis has dropped in for medicine for his aittng 
wife, and in &ct has never entirely dropped Dr. 
Warner on pcdidcal gronnds; the Doctor is so 
fat and easy and good-natured it ia almost im- 
poarabte to do so on any groands. Very cold has 
been Mr. Ellis's manner to the Doctor; very 
crisp his " Oood-momlngs, &i\" in passing; 
very reticent each to the other daring the Doc- 
tor's professional visits upon Mra. BUis ; but both 
are men too thoroughly good at heart to lose all 
"elective affinity" for each other. 

"Of course," contintiea Mr. Ellis, In his nerr- 
oos manner, *' I regret you bavknot been more 
decidedly Sonthern, Dr. Warner. I diaapprorod 
of Secession as much as yourself. Sir; it was 
wrong. Bat when we of the South were actu- 
ally attacked then I buried all that. Even if 
yoinbrotberorfatherisinthewrong, wonld you 
not defend them if attacked ? My eonntry right 
or wrong. Sir ! Your upholding Mr. Arthur in 
bis course has pained me. In fact, 1 do idoBt 



heartily disapprove" — Mr. Ellis always kindles 
OS be goes — "of your lukewarm support of the 
Confederacy. I think it wrong, very wrong." 

Mr. Ellis need not have reproached himself at 
all for saying tli^t. He was not a bit to bkme. 
Mi-s. Warner only used it as a pretext ; she had 
almost fr^ted herself and. Sally, her two hnn- 
dred pounds' weight of black cook, to death for 
an opportunity ever since the surrender of Dick 
Taylor, the last of her hopes, lo say it : 

" And you think Dr. Warner wrong, do yon, 
Mr. Ellis?'' she breaks iu, whirling like a gnst 
round from her sewing-machine to say it. 
"Wrong? Wra-ongf Hat And you to sit 
there and say it, afier God himself — and yon a 
pious church-member tec — has Himself shown 
what He thinks of Secessbn. Mr. EUis, I've 
known you for years, respected you too,, and 
yon are ander my roof. But this much I must 
say to you — yon are mag, as craiy as any luna- 
tic that ever was put in a strajtjacket. And 
for you to believe iu that lying, thlevin^g maN 
dering— hold your tongue. Dr. Warner I — re- 
treating, boosting, cheating, repudiating Con- 
federacy, the grandest swindling concern this 
earth ever saw! And after it is actually gone 
to pieces too ! I wouldn't say a, word. Dr. War- 
ner, but it is more than I can stand. You are 
wrong — wra-ongi A quiet, sensible man when 
it begun. A quiet, sensible man, holding your 
tongue in all the raging folly when yoq.saw you 
could da no good, alt through these— these four 
long, long, bad, bitter years. Standing by your 
minister when he only wanted to be nothing but 
a minister and let politics alone. Yes, I know 
what yon would say, Mr. Ellis. I am not 
ashamed to confess it^ now I see my error, more 
ahame to yon sticking oat in what yon sea now 
is all wrong. Yes, I'm glad of tbe opportuni^ 
to acknowledge how wrong I've been, specialty 
to my own husband. Not that I expect lo tnm 
angel. He married Helen Morris, and Helen 
Morris I'm certain I'll be till I die. But I .am 
sick in my very stomach of Secession — sick to 
Here yon've heea telling Dr. Warner ft 
the Federals whipped us, but the specn- 
lating and steatii^, from the highest officers 
downward. Coofessii^; with yohr own month 
that tbe whole thing was rotten, needed only a 
touch to make it crumbte of itself like a rotten, 
rotten old pumpkin. And Dr. Warner is wrong 
— WTSi-ongl" intensely saicastic, iu shrillest F 

"I tell yon what. Dr. Warner," rising stid- 
denly from her seal, npsetting her sewing-ma- 
in doing so, and crossing the room rapid- 
ly to her hodiand. "Pre been burning to say 
I'm glad Mr. Ellis has Stirred me up to say 
■yes, and to bear me say it sits right there. 
I proud of yon, Dr. Warner, Yoa do not 
I out as mnch as I could wish ; hot dl these 
four years yon've had ten thousand times my 
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sense. Tbere, never throw it np to me 
laid it, and I'll be Boiry in len mina(«< I lold 
yoa ; but it is onlj the solemn fact, jaa pro- 
voking old tiling!" And Mrs. Warner throi 
her arms about that weather-beaten marinei 
neck, BB be sits with the old droop of his head 
loner than ever, awaiting the blowing oi 
this most nnexpected gale, stoops down, kisses 
htm upon his bald forehead, rises again, and 
confronts astonished Mr. Ellis ; the canal.^le8 
open their widest, hysterical but defiant. 

And good Mr. Ellis finall; leaves Che house, 
having obtuucd a, good deal more medicine than 
he came for. 

ISi. Ellis, willed, shriveled, bewildered, thrice 
in age what the past four years should have left 
him, looks up, as he walks home, to encoanter 
Ibe cheerfal face and the hearty good-daj of 
Mr. Arthur riding by. It is as the new era in 
contrast viith the oW, Only tbe minister chides 
himself for not having worn a soberer manner — 
nothing he abhors more than any even nninten. 
tional triamph over his old triend— chides him- 
self for his aspect, under the circumstances, of 
cheerfulness even. But honvan I help it with- 
ODt playing the hypocrite ? he asks himself. 

Bat he rides fast, for he has a letter from Mr. 
Staples's retarned son for Mrs. Sorel. He thinks 
it must be from Frank, her long absent boy, only 
he does not know the writing upoo the envelope, 
very mach worn ROd dirtied by being brought so 
far in the soldier's knapsack. There is a singu- 



lar fear thrilling to hii heart as from the totich 
of the letter, taking it out of his breast-pocket 
when he gets out of town to look at it again — a 
creeping influence, a crawling cold. As he rides 
gathers over him, a fear, a vague apprehen- 
>a, so that he almost starts to hear himself 
called by some one ftom among the com in a 
field to bis left. 

awing in bis horse he sees jf is a rough 
field-hand, wbo is hoeing near the fence — a 
savage of a negro, with bis hair done up in lit. 
tie tuls around his brow, Ibe woolly beard in 
scant patches over his face. Hr. Arthur, as. 
the n^ro takes off his fragment of a hat, recog- 
nitcs him as Colonel Juggins's Jem. 

" Good-momin', Mass Arthur. Jest one min- 
ute. Hope all well, Sar. I want to see you. 
Any way, 1 seed you ridin' along, an' it comes 
upon ae to tell you — " the boy says, -scratching 
his head, shifting bis boe from hand to hand, 
looking eagerly at Mr. Arthurj agitated and con- 
fused. " Orange he say, you hold your tongne, 
yon fool, none of your hueinesa. Orange is a 
passoD like you, but somehow — Look hjar, 
Mass Arthur, ebery body say you mighty good 

"I am in a hurry, Jem." 

"One minute, Sar. Case is dis. Suppose a 
man owe yon money, keep promisin', promisin', 
promisin' — " 

"Beally, Jem, %ny other time. I have a let- 
ter for Mrs. Sorel from Frank," begins Mr. Ar- 
thur, touching his spnr to bis borse j for a lead- 
ing defect in this gentleman's character is hurry 
and impatience. 

"You belter hear me!" It is all the boy eays, 
but (here is emphasis so peculiar in the tones, 
as they fall npou the rider's ears rods off, that 
he baits his restive horse and rides back. 

"You know that man — Peel is his name — 
Dr.Peel? Ha! needn't tell me, Sar; I kin see 
you know him. I nufBn to say of him, Messa, 
not one word Co say," adds the negro, with earn- 
est depreca^on. " He rich, big, splea-did man. 
Nebber saw him myself in my life. Ncbber heard 
him say one word. Nebber spoke one word to 
him in my life ; may Great Masaa np above strike 
me dead in dia IcDce comer if I ebbcr did!" 

"What' abont him?" asks the rider, with 
breathless eagemess- 

"I bear tell he goin' to marry Miss Anne 
Wright, marry her dis berry momin' — " 

One instant, only one instant, the minister 
sits gn his horw still and cold and pale as mar- 
ble; the next he has gone at his horse's beet 
speed toward Mra. Sorel's house, bnt toward, her 
house only because it is on the road to Mr. 
Alonzo Wright's. 

Arrived there, be throws the halter of his horse 
over Ibe post, and hurries in ; it will Cake him 
but a moment. It is sheer force of habit which 
causes him thus to stop, and huriy to bis bed' 
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upon bis knees— if ever in his life surely to-dny. 
Meeting Mrs. Sorel in tbe passage, he places ber 
letter in her band and huTries hj. Before he 
has well closed bis room door he hears her crj. 
That cry, peculiar to her sex, never uttered by 
theiD save when wrung from tbe deepest distress, 
he nnderslands. Frank is dead, killed proba- 
- biy, dead certainly. Tel be stands trembling 
with impatience none the less when the white- 
haired mother, in the agony of her grief, casta 
herself upon his bosom, crying: 

" Oh, Frank, Frank I I knevr it was coming, 
but I can not, can not bf«r it. Help me, oh my 
Heavenly Father, help, help t" 

How strange it seems, how cmel 1 Hr. Arthnr 
has no word hardly of consolation for her, does 
not draw her down beude bim npon her knees 
in even the briefest prayer in that terrible hour. 
With but an impassioned word, a mere syllable,' 
in fact, of eonflolation, ho unclasps her aged 
arms from abont him, puts her by gently but 
Qrmly, and hastens past with cold, set face- 
Fresh impediment. As he walks rapidly down 
the tront walk, he meets H lady coming np it 
with harried step. She is veiled, bat he woold 
recognize iho fbrm if it were only by the quick- 
ened beatings of his own heart. Even then it 
foreets for one instant all the world b^ide, and 
bounds toward ber with the truest and strongest 
instinct it is capable of. And she recognizee 
him in the same moment, lifts her head' bowed 
down upon her bosom, throws bock her veil, re- 
veals her face all discolored with weeping. She 
starts impulsively toward him as she does so, yet 
draws back even in the act itself with freshened 
color in her face. 

"Oh, Mr. Arthur, snch terrible uewsl" she 
says. "Bntledge, brother Kutledge, my only 
brother! Andlfear it will kill mamma. I was 
in school. They gave her the letter first. A 
soldier brongbt it. It will kilt mamma. I didn't 
know what to 3o. I rode ont to see if Mrs. 
Sorel, to see if yon — " 

"In there, in there — see Mrs. Sorel! Not 
now, Miss Alice, dear Alice 1 Mrs. Sorel, Mrs. 
Sorel I" he intorroptB her, in harried tones ; and 
Alice, amazed even in her anguish, sees her 
lover unfasten his horse, hurry past her with 
cold, set face, mount and ride rapidly off in the 
direction from Somerville. The next moment 
she and Mrs. Sorel are weeping alond, clasped in 
each other's arms. 

Not two hours after Mr. Arthur rides from 
Mrs. Sorel's gate, Mr. Wright, Dr. Feel, and 
Brother Barker alight at tbe gate of the first- 
named gentleman. Mr. Wright is evidently in- 
toxicated. Dr. Peel is dressed with nnnsual splen- 
dor, even Brother Barker is'as bright and fresh 
as bis best black suit can make bim. But all 
seem hurried and heated. Brother Barker is 
sallow beyond all precedent, which is saying a 



good deal, for very ashen and yellow,' indeed, bM 
been his complexion for the last two months. 

" I told you so when you wanted me to have 
that man come out here to-day. Devotedly as 
I am attached to your daughter. Sir, I tell yon 
plainly I would rather forego her hand than have 
such a fellow officiate." 

It is Dr. Peel who says it as they ride np to 
tbe gate. 

"A Union man. Sir, a bitter Union men. 
As I said at the time, a regular Federal spy in 
midst. A hypocrite 1" Almost tbe en- 
stock of Dr. Feel's profanity interposed be- 
tween the two words, "'yoit did right to kill 
Sir, perfectly right. Even this clergyman 
could not object under the circumstances. We 
'ill ride in to-morrow and surrender ourselves. 
Acquit yon I You will receive the thanks. Sir, 
of every Southern man in Somenille. Besides,' 

a spy, even the Federals could not toncb yon 

shooting him." 

'Loot here. Peel," says Mr. Wright, seiring 

m that gentleman's arm as he is abont to 
open the gate, steadying himself with difficulty 

he does so. "I told yon I ought not to have 
druuk a drop there in town. Under the circnm- 
stances, you see. Ont of respect to Anne. Dr. 
Peel, look here. Hove my daughter. You, par- 
son— what is it? Parker? Barker? I love that 
daughter of mine there in this house. I love 
her because I killed her mother, yon see ; not 
shot ber, you know — it was with a big music- 
book, I believe. Besides, Anne's a good daugh- 
ter; best girl, prettiest girl on earth. No, you 
don't," with a firmer hold npoo Dr. Peel's arm, 
ho is endeavoring to open the gate. " Wait. 
Champagne? How much was it ? It's my im- 
ion you put something in it. I ought not 
to be drunk before Anne to-day, told you so five 
hundred limes there in Somerville. Hnmph, if 
I only had half a thought you did, I'd — Parson 
Arthur? Why didn't yon hit bim yourself? 
However, I Bred at him once myself in the old 
gin, and missed. Did yon ever hear me tell 
abont it, Mr. Parker, Marker — what m yonr 
name?" with great indignation at tbe clergy- 
man present, and copious oaths. 

" Not now, Mr. Wright," entreated Dr. Foal, 
in his most persuasive manner. "We've got 
the license. Miss Anne is waiting — " 

"Think I care one cent?" interposed Mr. 
Wright. "Yes, I did kill that Parson Arthur; 
plucky fellow, though, he was. Ougbt to have 
seen him that day down there at the old gin. 
Kill ? Why," and Mr. Wright took his revolver 
from its leather case at his waist, "see this? 
See how smooth it revolves? All you've got to 
do is to cock it — see? — point it at your man, 
one little, little touch on this trigger, and — down 
be goes. Arthur ain't the first man I've killed, 
by a long sight ; nor won't be the last. Why, 
gentlemen," conlinned Mr. Wright, with tt 
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of perfect einceriiy, his ejes half dodng as be 
looka at each in tam, and his Toice in that pe- 
caliar low kej whieh can not be described—" if 
either of you were U) give me cauee, half a 
CBose, a shadow of a reason for it, I'd kilt yon 
here and now — kill both of you with the great- 
eit satisfaction, rather do it Cban not. Ton see 
I lilce aocb ibines. Ever since that day I np 
with the big music-book — you see I bad been 
drinking — " 

"Mr. Wright," intorpoeen Dr. Feel. "Wo 
hare the license ; here is the clergyman. Miss 
Anne sees as. I ask yoa as a father if yon 
diisk it respectful to Miss Anne Wrigbi — " 

"Pot it on Chat gronnd, do yoa? Well, let 
OS go in. Only, wa'n'l it over in a flash T" and 
he confronti bis companions as they proceed up 
the walk toward the front-door. "Here we 
were riding along talking about — what were we 
Calking about? — never mind. All on a sudden 
down upon us comes that fellow Arthur-.— rides 
wall, rode well, I mean, didn't bj ? What was 
he saying? Ob yea, Coionel Wright, Colonel 
Wright, one word with you, Colonel Wright, 
wasn't that it? You says, Peel, what was il? 
Ob yes, Mr, Wright, you say, yonder comes a 
man I know to be a Yankee, a Federal spy, and 
my mortal foe, shoot him down I What did yon 
torn so yellow for. Peel ? yonr lips were white, 
screamed like a wild cat you tlid, didn't he, Hr. 
Idjker, Parker; what" — a very large oath — "it 
the reason I can't keep your name in my mind? 
Nevermind. What was it? I said. Let 'e bear 
what the man has Co say. Peel. Then you whips 
out your six-sboocer and fired. Missed, of course. 
Fellow kept right m steady as steel, didn't wince 
or draw rein. What did he say? For God's 
sake, Colonel Wright, one word with you t 
Then over in a flash, wa'n'l it? I liad ont oiy 
rmolver and fired. I assure you, gentlemen ;" 
and Mr. Wright brims the aesaraDce with oaths. 
"It was like that day with my wife. I didn't 
even know I laid hold, or intended to toach that 
nmuo-lxiok — you see she was playing on the 
piano aC tbe time ; it was over before I know it. 
Something in here," says Mr. Wright, gravely, 
andTaying his hand on his bosom, "not myself. 
It wasn't there the moment before. It is gone 
the instant the thing is done. What you would 
call ibe devil, parson; wouldn't yoa? Sing 

" Beally, my dear Sir, I — it is very difficult—" 
Brother Barker begins, smiling feebly, rubbing 
his hands together, glancing for aid to Dr. Feel. 

"Tbink I may till jou? yoa are a coward. 
ArtJiar wasn't. Hiding steadily up. One word. 
Colonel Wright, for God's sa^e, one word I his 
right hand np that way. Tbeo I fired for his 
left breast button, last of the row, and — down he 
went. Never," added Mr. Wright, itnpressive- 
ly, "wbalever yon do, gentlemen, never fire 
merely at a man. Always aim — I always do — 



for some distinct something — a button, a breast- 
pin, something of the sort on him." 

And so they tam 4o go. Dr. Peel foaming witb 
impatience, but afraid to cross the man, Brother 
Barker wishing that be had been on some distant 
appointment instead of in Somerville when they 
came for him that morning. Nor does his dis- 
may decrease when Mr. Wright suddenly tarns 
upon bim when ihey are on the steps of the ' 
portico. 

' ' What was that you said at the tinte, parson ? 
For Ileaven's sake let me get down and see if he 
is killed, wasn't it? I says, I've brought yott 
ont to marry Anne and I'll kill yon loo if yon 
— ^yes [hat was it— kill yon too, if you try it. 
You packer up your face and say, rolling np 
your eyes, a* if it was a grace at table. It is the 
awful jodgment on him of God. It's very cari- 
ous," adds Mr. Wright, as they enter the door — 
" in theic difficalties I am like a spectator look- 
ing on ; know all thaC is done, remember every 
thing that is said perfectly well, a kind of two of 
ua in tbe thing at the same moment, a cool one 
and a hot one, and which is me and which is the 
devil I never can lelL" 

Only all this is pale and colorless delineau'on 
of Mr. Wright's words, the crimson and fervor 
of his profanity being omitted. As to Cbo &cls, 
they were as he stated. 

And the minister lies bleeding, apparently 
dead, in tbe road where he lell. His borse, 
startled* by the shots and his rider's fall, bad 
fled from the spot for a few hundred yards, had 
then stepped to graze, and so had by nightfall 
found his way to his stable-door, canying fresh 
alarm for bis owner to a household already suf- 
ficiently diBCressed. 

Mrs. Sorel had gone to town witb Alice hoars 
before and has not reCumed. Tbe servants, 
greatly afflicted by the toss of their "Mass 
Frank," doubly afflicted by (his new calamity — 
for they are all greatly attached to Mr. Arthur — 
hasten to inform Bobby in the boose of the ar- 
rival of the riderless steed. A few hours before 
that sedate little boy was only " Robby," now he 
is "Mass Robby" witb tbe servants. His mo- 
ther, too, has clasped bim to her bosom, wept 
over him, and kissed bim as her only child. Id 
spite of his anguish Bobby is not without a new 
sense of importance. Smely afflicted in regard 
to Mr. Arthur, to whom be is ardently attached, 
with tears streaming afresh down his cheeks, bnt 
with the gravity of the oldest of men, he gives 
charge to tbe household to be careful, generally, 
during bis absence, and rides in through tho 
darkening twilight to Somerville, meditating 
soberly and with a sense of having attained, 
during the last few hours, years of growth. 

Entering at last the house of Mrs. Bowles, go 
well known y^ so long nnvisiled, be eteajs 
quietly, as is his wont every, where, into her 
chamber. Bnt even Bobby's sobriety of soul b 
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BtaTded at the deadlj hae apoD the face of that 
ladj, lying) b. maze shadow of her former Eel^ 
pan); Id the ttlma OC hiB mother, vho eits upon 
the bed — all the Blienation of the laet few years 
utterly gone, and the two friends more to each 
other now by far than ever before ; while Alice 
comes and goes sileatlj and gently, not withoat 
a pleasnre in the reconciliation of the baur, even 
in hei deepest sorrow for her dead brother, and 
for her mother fast following him. Common 
affliction has melted everj coldness between 
these two, made keenly alire, by and dniing 
their years of separation, to all they really ace to 
each other. It touches Alice to observe how, in 
a mutual manner and tone, these two sorrow- 
smitten and white-haired friends are more to 
each other, like the achoolmalea of years ago, 
than grown persons, 

"Bead it yet once more, Elim dear; just 
once more, please Not from the beginning— 
that passage about his being a high-toned gen- 
tleman," Mrs. Bowles is saying as Bobby steals 
quietly in. 

'"No officer in l3ie army conld hare been 
more ardently beloved — ' Mo, that is the wrong 
paraginph," Mrs. Sorel says, searching for die 
passage in the soiled and crnrnpled paper in her 
hand, wet wiih tears, and already known by 
heart, every line of it, to these three. "Yes, 
here it is," continues Mrs. Sorel, at last, read- 
ing from the leUra: " 'It has been my lot 
thrown with many officers from the Slate of onr 
common birth, very many of all grades dnring 
the war ; bat among them all, I am free to say 
that Captain Butledge Bowles stood pre-eminent 
as a higb-toned gentleman and most gallant sdT- 
dier. It was onl; afler Colonel Carrington had 
fi-equentlj expressed his hearty approval of the 
killing of Lincoln that-Captain Bowles spoke at 
all upon the snbject; nor then, nntil Colonel 
Carrington had pressed Captain Bowles for an 
utterance of bis opinion. The very strong lan- 
guage used by yoar lamented son in detestation 
of the crime in question was but characteristic 
of the man, at I have already remarked in fall. 
Nor has Colonel Carrington even the excnse of 
intoxication, which the delirium of his language 
and conduct on the occasion would seem to in- 
dicate. Some excuse may be found for him who 
slew your son In the intensity of cha^^in and 
bitterness attending the fall of Charleston. But, 
in the interest of tmth it should he stated, so &r 
as any exasperation on this groniid shonld have 
affected any one, that individual might have bet- 
ter plead it in the case of Captiun Bowles, he 
being a South Carolinian by birth, than Colonel 
C, who is well known to he a native of Con- 
nSbticat. And this is (he general rule — ' " 

"That will do, Eliia," and the pale aoffarer 
places her thin hand upon the paper. " I thank 
God for il, Lizzie dear. I did hope, even pray, 
that Butledge Bowles might fight, even if he 



must fall there, npon wnne great field of victory 
within South Carolina. My hesventy Father 
has granied my prayer, though not as 1 thought. 
He has fallen on that soil — fallen in even a no- 
bler cause— -fallen in detestation and denuncia- 
tion of a dasUfdl; crime ; the nobler in Mm to 
denounce it, to die fw denouncing it, as it was 
a crime against the man in all the world whom 
,we both — Butledge Bowles and myself 1 mean — 
hold in greatest dislike. An inacmlable Provi- 
dence, Lizzie" — and here the wasted hand wan- 
ders feebly about the sunken temples — "has 
been against tbe Sondi. We won't disenss it, 
dear. I have tried to nndeistand it ; Cried, uid 
tried. If you only knew, Eliza, " said the grief- 
Btmcfc woman, with earnest eyes npon the friend 
on whose bosom she leaned, "how hard Tve 
tried! I've laid awake kmg njghis through, 
when Alice here slept sweetly by my eiie, trying 
to make it out— tiying so very, very bard. I 
hare gone over the whole BJble in search for 
light, Lizzie. I bave wept and prayed so! 
Don't be offended with me ; we won't say an? 
thing more about it ; bat I can not see how 
South Carolioa was wrong. I know God rules, 
dear; does nothing but what is right j bat we 
otighi to have succeeded, Lizzie. I always feel 
that—" 

" Afamma, please, you know wliat Dr. War- 
ner — " begins Alice, who sits beside her mother, 
with the humble pleading of a little child, and 
moisteuiDg the tMn haikd clasped in her own 
with tears. 

" I was only going to speak about the terrible 
faU of Charleston, and ahont those awful scenes 
in Colambia— hot yon are right. Only I try 
and try" — the hand taken from her daughl^'s 
grasp, and touching the forehead here and thOTe 
with fragile fingers. "I do not, I oaD not un- 
derstand — " 

lut fon were speaking of Butledge, AHee," 
■ays Mm. Sorel, mindful of the daughter's eyes, 
ij^uling to ber through tears, and in gentlest 

" Yes, Lizzie, I know, and yon kuov too, 
how foolish I have always been aboat Batledge 
Bowles — except Alice here, all I had on earth; 
but I think even this moment more abont Sooth 
Carolina and its defeat and all Qian I do abcnt 
him. You know how we have botfi been trained 
to that, Liszie ; it is part of my — myvery heart; 
I can not help it. That Abolitionists should 
actually conquer ni I" and again the frail hand 
goes to tbe brow, unspeakable bewilderment in 
her eyes. 

"But I too have lost my son, Alice — my 
Prank. Let me read yon the letter again." 
And in quiet tones, but with the tears tricing 
down her cheeks and glittering upon the while 
theet as she reads, Mrs. Sorel again goes over 
ihe few words of her letter, brought in the same 
package with her friend's, telling of the death of 
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her hoj, after long siclcness, in the lios(Mtal aX 

Richmond. Tbe letter is roughly vritten bj a 
comrade, maiij worda misspelled, but all to the 
effect that it was the death of a Christian youth 
fully prepared to die, his last breath filled with 
messages of love to bia mother and Robby, and 
confident expectations of rounioa with them in a 
worid where war is forever unknown. Very 
peacefal and quiet his death, breathing quiet 
and peace even through ih^ first anguish of the 
bereaved mother. 

" And there la this too, Eliza, about Kutledge 
Bowles," says the pallid sufierer, returning im- 
mediately, though after deepest sympathy with 
her friend, to her own sorrow, "Alice will tell 
you I told her, when I recovered from my Mint- 
ing fit it was my first tbought, as it is now my 
consolation. It is better be shoold have died, 
Lizzie, Don that South Carolina ia defeated. 
Hutlcdge Bowles cootd not have endured Co see 
it, dear. To live under tbe rale of Abolilionlata 
woald have been to him a living agony and ha- 
miliation worse than death. It is better as it is. 
Though why oar heavenly Father shoald have 
permitted — " And as tbe wasted fingers seek 
the forehead, Robby can no longer keep silence. 
He baa slolcD silently by his mother's side, she 
aware of bis presence there, but loo absorbed in 
the sorrow of her friend and herself for her to 

" Oh', mother, mother !" says Bobby, the tears 
beginning to flow, afresh at the sound of his own 
voice, "Mr. Arthnr, Mr. Arthurl" and breaks 

Alice is seated by the bed, gently drawing out 
through ber hands thi^ long white tresses of har 
mother, too full of sorrow to speak, but at the 
name she turns bo sharply around even her mo- 
ther can not but remark it, her lips parted, every 
vestige of color gone from her cheeks. 

"Ob, mother, Mr. Arthur is killed! His 
hOTse — " ButKobby cangelnofarther, fbrAlice 
has fallen forward upon the bosom of Mrs. Sorel 
in a faint, and all is confusion. 

An hour paases away before, Bobby having 
told the whole story so fkr as ho knows it^ any 
tranquillLty ia restored. Filled with the most 
painful apprehensions, Mrs. Sorel, nevertheless, 
endeavors to reassure herself, as well as her com- 
panions, by alt manner of hopeful conjectures. 
Ur. Arthur may have merely alighted somewhere, 
leaving his hone standing, and it may have left 
him ; or, ha may have been thrown, though not 
seriously hurl. Bnt she herself and Alice too, 
hovering about her mother's concb pale, cold, 
and silent, can not but recall the singular man. 
ner in which Mr. Arthur parted from them that 
morning. Allthroagb tbeirdeepgrief ibey have 
both felt vague apprehensions, even painfal anx- 
ieties, on his behalf. Not on political gronnds, 
for, aa they both well know, there are no men so 
safe just now as Union men, even if Mr. Arthur's 



course had not been so quiet and without positive 
offense, ^s, in spite of his thoroughly known loy- 
alty to the Union, to leave him without one em- 
bittered enemy in the world. 

But Mrs. Sorel, and Alice also, can not help, 
even in that anxious hour, remarking the silcrco 
and, if possible, deadlier pallor into which Mrs. 
Bowles has fallen. 

"Blind, blind, blind," she aays it more toher- 
aelf iban to Dr. Warner, now with her, Mrs. 
Sorel and Alice having gone for (he moment oat 
of the room. " You know it all, Dr. Warner, 
perhaps have known it for months, and for me, 
her own mother, never to have more than feared 

"Feared it, Madam?" says Br. Warner, with 
some indignation. "As to knowing it, (here are 
few besides yoarself butknewMr. Arthur was at- 
tached to your daughter, has been devotedly at- 
tached, I dare say for years. A good many of 
us have fancied it esceedingly likely his affection 
was reciprocated," 

" He never whispered snch a thing. Alice 
never even hinted any thing of it to me," Mrs. ' 
Bowles says, feebly, and in a bewildered man- 

' ' Because he knew the aversion for htm yon, 
and her brotber too, might have. Madam," re- 
marks Dr. Warner, warioiy. "He did not even 
know, how she herself might regard him, being, 
as he knew she knew him to be, a thorough- 
going Union man. He was too honorable, Mad- 
am, to endeavor to win her affections against 
ydnr wishes — loo proud to deure, even, to intrude 
where he was not heartily welcome. Had things 
continued as they were, in my opinion, thongh 
most devotedly allacbed to Alice, he never would 
have taken a step as long as tbe world lasted." 

" That so many terrible blows sbonld fall upon 
me at once," moans the invalid, feebly lifting her 
band to ber forehead. 

" Yon are in a weak state of health, Madam," 
interrupts her physician, with a good deal of 
firmness for him, but professional and as with n 
patient, " and we ought not to converse at all. 
Only I must say this. For all we know, Mr. 
Arthur is, at this jnoment, lying dead, either 
thrown from his horse or by the hand of an as- 
sassin, God forbid I But, if he lives, there is no 
man living I wonld so well be pleased to see 'Ka, 
if she were old enough, (he wife of. A gentle- 
man of spotless character, of good taleiits, of 
sincere piety — one who has proved himself, 
during all these yean of madness, true as steel, 
through great and unceasing pressare, to what 
be knew was right ; not a partisan in i( either, 
calm, mild— I declare. Madam," says Dr. War- 
ner, with more spirit than be ever dared exhibit 
to his wife, "I am astonished at yon." And 
he rubs his bald bend with the palm of hia left 
hand impatiently. But Mrs. Bowles only lies 
with her eyes closed, pallid, silent. 
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" There is one thintr, perhaps, I ought not to ' 
mention," taj» Dr. Warner, after a veij long 
panso, and mTich nibbing of his broir. " Un- 
der these pecnlisr circnmstancea, however, and 
it is of a natnre which will make it sacred irith 



jon. . Mr. Fergason might not like it — mighl be 
Tery angry with me," continnea he, wilh a wrj 
plaia and frighlened recolleclton of the charac- 
ter of that perwjn; "but I Jmoio (he secret is safe 
with yoo. Yon will pardon tne, Mrs. Bowles, I 
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apeak onlj this ouca, do it to reliere ^ar mind. 
Yoa are not aa rich — pardon me — Ntu Alice 
will Dot iaheiit— oh, forgiTs me — " in great con- 

" Yon are not Inlending to remind ma of om 
porerty." FecUe aa she is, not more than barely 
able to Bpeak the words, the pale enllerer abashes 
Dr. Warner great); b; (he ailent dignity of her 
eyes fastened with sarprise on hia. 

*' Ton are right, pardon me. Aa mj wifa b«7«, 
I alwajB on doing somelhing I ongbt not," le- 
marka the cnlpril, feeling himaetf a hngexnlprit 
(o the extremities of bis disarranged neckerchief 
in erory bntton-hole lacking it* btilton, and with 
his head sank into ita shower-bath droop, 
only meant to say that Mr. Ferguson baa placed 
a som of money, a very large sum indeed, be 
has no child or relatire, yoo obserre — nothing 
else on earth to do with it, "the Doctor adds with 
n deprecatory gcalore, and by way of apology for 
Mr. FergDton, " oot at interest in Mr. Arthur' 
nnme. He intends the papers aa a wedding gift 
to him on his marriage. Besides, he haa made 
a will—" f. 

"Dr. Warner!' Nothing bnt that, with its 
accompanying look, bnt it cats the phyaiclt 
the bone, liiere it long tilenee, dqring which 
he lodes at hia watch and administen a sooth- 
ing powder, mbbing his head with Tezation, but 
harlDg nothing laore to add. 

"I am bewildered, exhausted, can not.sleep 
m yon all wonid hare me do," mnrmnia Hn. 
Bowles at last; "bnt I am still in my right 
mind. And I nerer can consent that mj dangh- 
ter ahoald marry, though he had every other 
quality nnder heaven, an — an Abolitionist. That 
Alice ahonld hare an affection for me ktUi tae." 
No more than that ; bnt oh the tone in which 
it ia said I Mrs. Bowles doses her eyes and lies 
as pale and cold aa marble, as much beyond Dr. 
Warner's reach as if she were in Heaven. 

He feela it, gives over mbbing hii forehead, 
and steps quietly ont of the room, a* a wrecked 
mariner might crawl ashore oat of the waves, 
the storm-beaten condition of the man altogeth- 
er indescribable. 

He finds Alice reclining on the sofa of the 
next room, which is the parlor, Mrs. Sorel sil- 
ling on a low stool at her head. Alice has 
been, ia irecping, and at a glance Dr. Warner 
sees that Iheae two, at least, are in fullest sym- 
pathy with each other. 

Tea, he thinks Mrs. Bowles will slee^, per- 
hapa, if left nndistnrbed. Nothing from Bobby 
3ret? For Bobby has gone liack to send the 
servants out in every direction to inquire — a 
labor of love with them — in regard to Mr. Ar- 
thur. Bobby has not returned, haa nob bad 
time as yet. 

"A dozen of ns will bo off as soon as it is 
day," Dr. Warner remarks, and proceeda to 
prove thnt (here is not the least poaaibility of 



any harm having behllen their friend. " Heav- 
en has pressing need of jnst such a man in the 
new timea before us, Hra. Sotel," is the some- 
what inconclusive argument, among others, 
which be ttrges, amidst much warm enlogiam 
of Mr. Arthur. "He has been a living, pow- 
erful contrast to that men Barker, a sort of 
peaceful antidote to his virulent poison in Som- 
ervillefbrysanDOV.". Dr. Warner dwells mach 
aptm that "There is no man living to whom 
I wonld as proudly and gladly give our 'Ria as 
a wife," the Doctor adds for Alice's especial 
benefit, drooping hia head the instant after in 
self-reproach for having spoken the wordf. 

Meanwhile Alice has stolen once or twice 
into her mother's room, and prononncea her to 
be retting quietly. She has jnat persuaded Mrs. 
Sorel to go to her room and lie down, when a 
step is heard upon the front porch and a knock 
follows at the door. With stealthy step, lest 
he shouldadistarb the invalid, yet with beating 
heart. Dr. Warner hastena to the door. In 
deepest anxiety Alice and Mrs. Sorel hear bim 
greeted in a voice they do not r«cognize. There 
is a low but rapid eonvo'sBtion upon the front 
porch, TImh Dr. Waraer Introduces no less a 
person than Mr, Bob Withers into the room, 
says tbat gvotleman vrill explun, and is him- 
■elf gone, gone in toch hurry as to forget his 
hat, and then, still more wonderful, his aaddle- 
baga, aAer each of which he has to return. 

Ton will forgive my intruuon, ladies, though 
I believe it ia not jet nine o'clock," says Ml. 
Widiera, declining a chair. " Thank you, no, I 
can stay bn| a moment The fact is, I called 
at the Doctor's house and was told he was here. 
By-the-by, 1 should have laid bim to reium by 
way of hia own house. I fear his lady is in 
strong hyat^ics. The instant I told ber Mr. 
Arthm' was iduit — I beg pardon," adda Mr. 
Withers, in dismay j for Mis. Sorel, passing one 
arm ground AUe^ heiKlf totters as she stands, 
while Alice mllim alt her soul to her aid, and 
composes heraelf by desperate stru^le. 

''By George!" The exclamation bnrsts ea- 
tirely of itself from Mr. Witbers's lips. "He 
isn't killed, yon know, on that account. I have 
been shot myself twice. I dare say you have 
heard (he circumstances, in connection, I am 
sorry to say, with cards. There is hardly a 
lan in all my acquaintance — in a certain circle, 
' coutse — but has been ahot at some time dur- 
ig hia life, badly cut at least. But it m a won- 
ar in this cnae. Peel or Wright, whichever 
le of the two it was, evidently aimed at a coat- 
button on the left side; bntton shattered, by 
George 1— excuse me — to shivers, only graxed 
his side, yon see. His horae must have started 
the shot, or his coat have hung off from his 
body, but it wBi enough Co knock him off. He 
has bled, too, badly. Yon observe — " 
Alice can now look steadily ai their visits. 
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She has often aeen him before, knows Ms genertl 
charOcMr as a good-natured bat dissipated man ; 
generally esteemed, somehoir, in spite of liis wild 
courses. Mr. Withers has a frank, honest face, 
a little too highly colored, but he glows before 
Alice now, beautiful as Apallo — Bacchus rather. 

" In one moment, ifyoa please, Mr. Wither^," 
she says, and glides quietly into her mother's 
room. Is detained there for several minotea. "I 
hoped my mother was sleeping," she says, "but 
I found her awake. She begs that yon will please 
come into her room, «he is anxious to hear." 

Excessirely awkward does Mr. Withers feel 
ai he takes a seat in the sick chamber. He is 
startled at the ap]iearance of Mrs. Bowles, whom 
be has not seen before for a long time. It 
minds him of his mother, of promises made by 
him to just such a pale invalid in just snch a 
darkened chamber; promisesmade with passion- 
ate WBepiug, but, alas ! bow poorly kept. Mrs. 
Sorel has told him in a whisper of the death of 
Rntlodge Bowles. Very quiet is Mr, Withers 
in his manner, having vague ideas, in sddil 
to all else, that those present have deeper ini 
est in Mr. Arthur than ha imagined when 

" Yon see, ladies, " he says, " I wasretnrninB 
about noon to-day fratn Colonel Juggins's— been 
ont to boy com for my buys — in my ambulagce. 
About a mile this ude of Mr. Wright's I saw 
some one lying in the road — Mr. Arthur. He 
was waving his hand to me to make haslQ as far 
i, as I could see htm. 'For Heaven's sake malie 

I haste, Mr. Withers I' he said, ' haste, haste 1' I 

! supposed he was uixious to get to a doctor, and 

I placed him, as fast na I could, in the ambulance. 

'Now drive for Mr. Wright's as hard be yon can,' 
I he says; 'never mind me. I am weak from 

I loss of blood, but I can see a. physician afterward. 

I Fast, Mr. Withers, 'fast, fast!' he kept saying, 

; which was unnecessary, for my bays were young ; 

Jhey always go when I am behind them, very 
fiiat indeed. I don't perfectly understand the 
thing," remarks Mr. Withers, pausing for a 
while, "but 1 will tell it all to yon as it happened. 
As we drove along he would not say one word 
how he was wounded, only this : ' The instant we 
get to Mr. Wright's house,' be said, '.Mr. With- 
ers, leave the ambnianee with me, run in and 
tell Mr. Wright as he loves his daughter to come 
out instantly, instantly! and see me one mo- 
ment. Yon will find Dr. Peel there; don't mind 
him, any thing he says or does. Yon are a liind- 
hearted man, Mr. Withers, and a brave man, 
do as I tell yon as you ever loved mother or sis- 
ter,' he said; 'excnse mj repeatinR it.' 

" ' Well, but what the mischief?'! begatL ' I 
csn not explain at all,' he says, 'can not, can 
not Only do as I say, and that quick, for God's 

"'But yon may be in, by George! rfyinjneed 
of a doctor,' I began. 'On! oni' he only said; 



' it's ten thousand times more important for mc 
to get there in time than for me to live !' 

"By that time wo were at Wright's gate. 
There was a carriage before it. I began to sus- 
pect the thing. I dashed in and, by Georgel 
yesi There in the parlor th^ were! They 
must have gone in but that moment. Dr. Peel 
was on tbefiooc, the most splendid-looking bride- 
groom I ever eaw^~broadcIoth, mffied shirt, gold 
chains, white satin vest, kid gloves, perfumes — in 
my life, big and magnificent as an emperor, 
handsomest fellow I ever came up with. By him 
was his bride. Miss Anne Wright, in s traveling 
dress. Yoa know her, ladies ; the least little bit 
of a lady, sweet and beautiful as a lily. Parson 
BarkerhadJQEtbegnu whenldasliedin. There 
was a tremendous to do, by George !" added Mr. 
Withers, with excitement ; " it was all in a min- 
ute; I saw the couple standing there so beauti- 
ful and happy, saw Peel turn positively blue, 
knocked I'arson Barker flat o»« in my hurry. 
I do not fcnow how 1 managed it, but I had Mr. 
Wright out at the ambulance before be knew it. 
I was holding him there over Mr. Arthur lying 
pale as death in the bottom of the ambulance, 
his head on a cushion, when he s^zes upon Mr. 
Wright's hand like a vice and waves meoiF, this 
way, with the other, serious as death. 

"Wright was bewildei'ed, Mr. Arthur drew 
him down and said a few quick words. Wright 
seemed actually frozen to tlft ground. 1 conU 
see Mr. Arthur draw him down again and say 
something as rapidly and earnestly as a man 
could. Then he came tearing back past me, 
with the livid face of a deviL I never saw such 
a face as that before," remarked the speaker, 
with a shndder, "I never wont to again. But 
Mr. Arthur beckoned me to get in. I did so. 
' Now for a doctor as soon as we can, Mr. With- 
ers, if you please,' he said; and then he added, 
'I couldn't help It — he would have — Grod help 
bim — what comes of it!' something like it, and i 

^nted dead away. I pnt it to them bays 1 | 

rather think, left bim jost getting ont*of his i 

swoon on his bed a» your house, Mrs. Sorel, | 

on for Dr. Warner, and that," adds Mr. I 

Withers, passing his hand through bis hair, " is 
all I know about it." 

Without saying a word, Alice brought Mrs. 
Sorel her bonnet and shawl, and aided her to put 
on, though with trembling hands. "Iwill 
take good care of mamma," she says, with a 
color in her face, a light in her eye, a tone in : 

'oicQ such as sb«ds a new light upon Mr. i 

Withers's mind. 

First, indulging, as he eyes her, in a shrill 
whistle, strictly internal and inaudible, he re- 

aiks to himself : "Butldon'tseamyselfwhat 

isiness a preacher has with as pretty, by George! 
as splendid a girl as that. However, Arthur's a 
trump if he is a parson I" A little discontented, 
though. 
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" I am Bnre Mr. Withera will be kind enongh 
10 drive yon home," sflfs Alice, with beaatifal 
ejes apon Mr. Withers. 

"Ob, certainl?, nith pleaanre. Ambalance 
standine over tit Dr. Warner's gate," replies Mr. 
Withers, promptly. But he lingers, with his 
hand npon the back of tbe chair apon nbich he 
Haa been seated. " There is one thing — I knoir 
nothing, 70a obserre — I hope joa will pardon 
mj attending to saeh a matter. The ^t is," 
says Mr, Withera at last, as by a desperate eSbrt, 
" No hnman being ever hears abont thia matter 
from my lipa. Yon ladies, I am anre, will never 
allude to it to n sonl. Mr. Anhar bos fixed it 
so the Tery bride, poor, poor thing! will nerer 
know the Imth if her father only manages right. 
Mind, ladies, Mr. Arthur has nerer whispered a 
syllable to me, by George t he has acted with 
the coolness as well as pluck of a Trojan, hasn't 
he? But I am satisfied, putting ^very thing 
together, perfectly satisfied that man Peel, Dr. 
Peel he was called, whs, by George! — eitcnae 
me, it is almost impossihle to believe it — was, 
after all, a — " The word sticks in Mr. With- 
ers's throat. " I know the man that whispers it 
will he killed by Wright, as mre as I am stand- 
ing here. Bat I am salisfied, by George ! — ex- 
cuse me — I htoie it now, it is the only thing that 
can explain it at all. Peel was a negro, a mu- 
laMo, I feel certain of it. Or ujm, I should say. 
If be is ft living nf&n this moment I am mis- 
taken. At your service now, Madam." And 
Mr. Withers starts for the door, stands hesita- 
ting there a moment, and recnms again. 

"I hope yoa wilt be certain to excuse me, 
ladies, for mentioning such a matter before yoa 
— by far the most horrible thing I ever knew 
in, by George I my life. No other human beings 
besides yourselves will ever have a whisper of it 
from me. Fact ia," coDlinnes Mr. Withers, with 
a furtive glance at Alice, " 1 thoaght there were 
those here to whom all I did know abont Mr. 
Arthur Was solemnly due. Only, mind, I don't 
prelen* to be certain, that about Peel not posi- 
tively, you know. Feel morally Baiisficd myself, 
potting all things together, but couldn't under- 
take C4) swear it, by George I Ab, excuse me. 
Good -evening 1° 

"When he come rnshin' out ob de back- 
door," the very black Parson Orange, a sleek, 
rotnnd, enceedingly smooth-spoken and utterly 
unprincipled negro man, is saying, at that very 
moment, to Colonel Juggins's Jem, in tbe tat- 
ter's cabin, " I thonght dc man was goin' to 
tnm white, he was so pale! Dressed up!" — 
and Orange can only express the degree thereof 
by an exclamation often used by him in public 
prayer, and only suit^le thereto. "Ob, yes, 
I had your Massa'a Mood-mare ready; it was 
my dream to do it, as I told yon. Jest as it was 
in my dream — berry mare, berry spot, berry mar 
rusbin' out widont his hat, berry lips blae as I 



saw in my dream. Humph ! Nebbor laugh at 
my visions again, will yoa? — heh, heh, heh 1" 
nodding hia wise head over the memory of it 
with wonder on wonder. 

" Well, what den ?" Jem breaks in upon Or- 

" III belieb in dreams from dis day oat j al- 
ways did. Oh, liltle more I ' la dat you. Or- 
ange F' says he. 'All right' — jumps on dat mare 
and is gone. Jest like in a dream. Humph ! 
I don't know but it all vku a dream. Ef only 
your Massa can look at it in dat light 'bont bis 
blood-mare," adds Orange, with a grin at his 

Her confederate. "Nowseeliowmachbright- 

I am dan you'd been, Jem. You wonld a har- 
ried off. I didn't. No, Sir. Sot down flat 00 
ground ; took off one shoe, and broke de 
string.'' With another grin. 

"What dat for?" asks Jem, with respect. 

"Listen, nigger! fore you conld count one 
hondred, Mr. Wright he come tearing out after 
him, de white heat ob bell in his eyes, revolver 
cocked in bis hands. Come upon me, happen- 
in' Sere fixtn my shoes. ' Which way 7' dat was 
all he said. 'Which way ?' Man all dressed 
□p, Massa ? I asked. ' Which way 7' dat is all 
he said, his pistol touchin' my nose, finger on de 
trigger, all de debbils in hell in his face. Dot 
way, Massa, dat way, I says, in a huny, pint- 
ing dimelrically de wrong road. 'Tell jack to 
follow me on Roan,' he says, and Ae is gone — 

*' An' you told Jack," asks Jem, eagerly. 

"Yes, Sai^ de farder an' de faster lie Irabbel 
on dat road de tietter. Yes ; I went on de place 
an' told Jack. 'But waan't dere a mnsa in de 
house? Jack told me 'bout it while he was 
saddlin' Roan. Peel was on de floor to be mar- 
ried — aclu'ly to be tuairied, nigger, to Miss 
Anne. Yah ! Ambnlance drove up to de door ; 
man jumped out, ran in, carried de father out to 
it like a child. De instant be do it, Peel took oat 
de back-door, knockin' ober de niggers crowded 
dere to see de ceremony; dtdij't eben stop for 
his hat. Parson, he run up slaira an' abut him- 
self up ; got to prayin' up dar, Jack said." 

"Hiss Anne?'' asks Jem, with inieneest in- 

" Jack say, when her father was hurried ont 
on4 door. Feel run out oh de adder, she stood 
frightened onl ob her wits. Sudden' her father 
came roshin' hack, wild I Then she roshes for 
him, all in her bonnet and trabhling clothes an' 
hold him in her arms. Jack say she kept hol- 
lerin', 'I knew it, pa, T knew it; he didn't bide 
it; he told me he was a Union man. It was 
my fault; he wanted me 10 let him off if I would. 
I loved him, pa ; don't kill him, don't kill him •' 
windin' herself aboot her pa like a snake, ahriek- 
ing an' cryin' — her pa aayin' nothin', only cura- 
in" an' tryin' t« get away. ' If yon kill him hill 
me,' she said. Jack told me, ' I'm a Union wo- 
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man ; I bato de Sonf ; I hale de Confedenu^j ; 
kill me too, me too ; I love the Yankees, I hate 
de Secession '.' Jack stud [t wtu all her pa could 
do to break from her, sbe wrapped herself all 
'round bim eo. 



"But he broke awaj at last, leavin" her dar 
on de floor in her bonnet an' thinps in » dead 
faint, poor thing 1 like a flower struck b; light- 
ning. Dey all tubbed her mightily, dcm niggers, 
dej was all crjin' over her, said it would kill 
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her dead. I 'member," added Orange, reflect- 
irelj, " one day 'bout two weeks before, she was 
at a prajer-meeting we had over atjobrMassa's, 
Je«i, you mind it ? she sbook hands with roe in 
de front porch, 'I hope yon'll do dem some 
good. Orange,' she eaii. Yes; an* smiled so 
Eireet, sayin' it. Tes," adds Orange, after far- 
ther refleciiOD, " she was for certain de sweetest 
an' beantifuleGl work olGoAIM/er see. "Tis 
mighty pity !" 

But time flies very fast, even thottgh it ac- 
CMUpliBhes the greatest eventras it flies. In the 
campasBof two weeks after Mr. Arthur's wound- 
ing, the Confederacy, more like, now it has come 
and gone, some awful rision of inspired prophet 
than a reality, hag, in the sarrender of the last 
of ita anuicB and in the captnre of its Lucifer, 
expired from the face of tlie earth, only a ter- 
rible memory henceforth and forerer. It ia a 
pleasant June evening, and Mrg. Sorel and Alice 
are seated in Mr. Arthur's room. Be is able to 
nit np now in an easy-chdr, pale from loss of 
blood, bnt rapidly recoTcring. . Her great af- 
fliction has left its rmces upon Mrs. Sorel, if it 
were only in the folier peace which has aoft- 
eoed into a deeper, pnier quiet the lines of her 
mouth, the light of heieyca. And Alice, seated 
by her lover's side as if they bad been already 
long married, ia serene of countenance, eren 
though ita paleness ia heightened by the deep 
mourning in which she ia clothed — douMe mourn- 
ing — for at once brother and mother. 

"Yes," Mrs. Sorel ia saying, while Alice is 
silently sewing with downcaat eyc^ " there ia 
indeed the hand of a Father in it. That Mr. 
Withers Ehonld have been able to say all that to 
her, and just then, tniw providential it was! 
'I had feared, before, Mr. Artbnr entertained 
sentimentB — was one of a class whom I have 
been trained &om infancy to'regard with horror 
unspeakable, ' she said to me when I went hock 
to her next day. 'I have given over endeavM- 



ing to understand matters, Lizzie. I am con- 
tent to leave it all in the bands of Uim who 
doeth all things well. I withdraw now all ob- 
jection in regard to Mr. Arthur. Butledge 
Bowles is gone. I once regarded Mr. Arthur 
next to him. Though I do not, can not, in this 
life at least, anderstnnd matters, he must have 
hod powerful reason for the coDrae he puraned. 
Yon, Liazie, and he and Alice, too, were calm 
and quiet while I was feverish ; bnt we will speak 
no more about it,' she said, and kept repeating — 
you remember, Alice ?~eyen to the end, 'Ho 
dootb all things well, doeth all things well.' 
You ought to love Alice very dearly, Mr. Ar- 
thur," adds Mrs. Sorel, gravely; "her mother 
was the truest iadj I ever knew in all my. life." 
"God knows that I do that only too well," 
Mr. Arthur adds, as gravely, looking with fond- 
est oSlection at Alice; "and," as she. lifts her 
loving eyes to hia, "I have loved her from the 
first mMnent I saw her with an ever-increasing 
aflection. I will not speak of that, because no 
words can at all express it My gratitude to 
God for ginug me back at once my coitntry and 
you, Alice, is unspeakable. And, of all the 
worldi it is Brother Barker shell marry us ! If 
I had bean in his case I might hare been — 
probably would have been — worse than he. We 
have both endured, darling, long and terrible 
trial. I hope we are fitted for the new world 
upon which we are entering together— a new 
world, Alice, with new duties, new sufferings, 
perhaps — who knows? But we are entering 
□pon it together. I ask.no more, love, than 
thotl" Unconscionsly to both of them, their 
hands Tm upon the arm of the eosy-ebair, clasp- 
ed in one. But at this moment Hobby comes 
into the roon soberly as he can, yet in greatest 

" Mr. Brooks, oh, Mr. Brooks !" he exclaims, 
and holds up a warning hand — "Listen I" 
Sure enough. The distant music of a miH- 
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tarj band. Very faint, yet thej can hear it as 
they ait with snspended br^atli. Nearer now 
and loader. What ia the air^? Wait. Still 
nearer. And the lover takes tbe other hand in 
his, one there already. Nearer. Their eyes 
meet inqniringlj. Stiil nearer (be mnsig sonnde 
— mnsic loud, clear, sweet exceedingly. Robby 



and his mother hare taroed, are looking tho 
other way, attentire onljbin that direction, and 
the lipa, too, of the lo>en meet. For the tune 
is plain now. And it U not Hail Colombia. - 
Nor the Stor-Spaogled Banner. Not yet Tfto- 
kee Doodle. It is — to these two of all tunea on 
earthi — Home, Sweet Home. 
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